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INTRODUCTION
The greatest of English dramatists except Shakespeare, the

first Utereiry dictator and poet-laureate, a writer of verse,

prose, satire, and criticism who most potently of all the men
of his time affected the subsequent course of English letters:

such was Ben Jonson, and as such his strong personality as-

sumes an interest to us almost unparalleled, at least in his age.
Ben Jonson came of the stock that was centuries after to

give to the world Thomas Carlyle; for Jonson's grandfather
was of Annandale, over the Solway, whence he migrated to

England. Jonson's father lost his estate under Queen Mary,
"
having been cast into prison and forfeited." He entered

the church, but died a month before his illustrious son was

bom, leaving his widow and child in poverty. Jonson's

birthplace was Westminster, and the time of his birth early
in 1573. He was thus nearly ten^ars Shakespeare's junior,
and^less well off, if a trifle better bom. But Jonson did not

profit even by this slight advantage. His mother married
beneath her, a wright or bricklayer, and Jonson was for a

time apprenticed to the trade. As a youth he attracted the
attention of the famous antiquary, William Camden, then
usher at Westminster School, and there the poet laid the solid

foundations of his classical learning. Jonson always held

Camden in veneration, acknowledging that to him he owed.

All that I am in arts, all that I know;

and dedicating his first dramatic success,
"
Every Man in His

Humour," to him. It is doubtful whether Jonson ever went
to either university, though Fuller says that he was "statut-

ably admitted into St. John's College, Cambridge." He tells

us that he took no degree, but was later
"
Master of

Arts in both the universities, by their favour, not his study."
When a mere youth Jonson enlisted as a soldier, trailing his

pike in Flanders in the protracted wars of William the Silent

against the Spanish. Jonson was a large and raw-boned lad
;

he became by his own account in time exceedingly bulky.
In chat with his friend William Drummond of Hawthomden,
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Jonson told how "
in his service in the Low Countries he had,

in the face of both the camps, killed an enemy, and taken

opitna spolia from him;" and how "since his coming to

England, being appealed to the fields, he had killed his

adversary which had hurt him in the arm and whose sword

was ten inches longer than his." Jonson's reach may have

made up for the lack of his sword; certainly his prowess lost

nothing in the telling. Obviously Jonson was brave, combative,

and not averse to talking of himself and his doings.

In 1592, Jonson returned from abroad penniless. Soon

after he married, almost as early and quite as imprudently as

Shakespeare. He told Drummond curtly that "his wife was

a shrew, yet honest
"

;
for some years he lived apart from her

in the household of Lord Albany. Yet two touching epitaphs

among Jonson's Epigrams,
" On my first daug;hter,'_' and "On

my first son," attest the warmth of the poet's family afiections.

The daughter died in infancy, the son of the plague ;
another

son grew up to manhood little credit to his father whom he

survived. We know nothing beyond this of Jonson's domestic

life.

How soon Jonson drifted into what we now call grandly
"the theatrical profession" we do not know. In 1593,

Marlowe made his tragic exit from life, and Greene, Shake-

speare's other rival on the popular stage, had preceded
Marlowe in an equally miserable death the year before.

Shakespeare already had the running to himself. Jonson

appears first in the employment of Philip Henslowe, the

exploiter of several troupes of players, manager, and father-

in-law of the famous actor, Edward AUeyn^ From entries in

Henslowe's Diary, a species of theatrical account book which

has been handed down to us, we know that Jonson was

connected with the Admiral's men;~ for he borrowed £4 of

Henslowe, July 28, 1597, paying back 3s. 9d. on the same day
on account of his

"
share

"
(in what is not altogether clear);

while later, on December 3, of the same year, Henslowe

advanced 20s. to him "
upon a book which he showed the plot

unto the company which he promised to deliver unto the

company at Christmas next." In the next August Jonson
was in collaboration with Chettle and Porter in a play called
" Hot Anger Soon Cold." All this points to an association

with Henslowe of some duration, as no mere tyro would be

thus paid in advance upon mere promise. From allusions in

Dekker's play,
"
Satiromastix," it appears that Jonson, like
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Shakespeare, began life as an actor, and that he " ambled in

a leather pitch by a play-wagon
"
taking at one time the paxt

of Hieronimo in Kyd's famous play, "The Spanish Tragedy."
By the beginning of 1598, Jonson, though still in needy cir-

cumstances, had begun to receive recognition. Francis Meres
—well known for his

"
Comparative Discourse of our English

Poets with the Greek, Latin, and Italian Poets," printed
in 1598, and for his mention therein of a dozen plays of Shake-

speare by title—accords to Ben Jonson a place as one of
" our best in tragedy," a matter of some surprise, as no known
tragedy of Jonson from so early a date has come down to us.

That Jonson was at work on Ijagedy, however, is proved by
the entries in Henslowe of at least three tragedies, now lost,

in which he had a hand. These are
"
Page of Plymouth," _^"

King Robert II. of Scotland," and ' ' Richard Crookback .

' '

^..
But all of these came later, on his return to Henslowe, and

range from August 1599 to June 1602.

Returning to the autumn of 1598, an event now happened
to sever for a time Jonson's relations with Henslowe. In a
letter to Alleyn, dated September 26 of that year, Henslowe
writes:

"
I have lost one of my company that hurteth me

greatly; that is Gabriel [Spencer], for he is slain in Hogsden
fields by the hands of Benjamin Jonson, bricklaver." The
last word is perhaps Henslowe's thrust at Jonson in his dis-

pleasure rather than a designation of his actual continuance
at his trade up to this time. It is fair to Jonson to remark,
however, that his adversary appears to have been a notorious

fire-eater who had shortly before killed one Feeke in a similar

squabble. Duelling was a frequent occurrence of the time

among gentlemen and the nobiUty; it was an impudent
breach of the peace on the part of a player. This duel is the

one which Jonson described years after to Drummond, and
for it Jonson was duly arraigned at Old Bailey, tried, and
convicted. He was sent to prison and such goods and chattels

as he had " were forfeited." It is a thought to give one pause
that, but for the ancient law permitting convicted felons to

plead, as it was called, the benefit of clerg^', Jonson might
have been hanged for this deed. The circumstance that the

poet could read and write saved him; and he received only a

brand of the letter
"
T," for Tybiim , on his left thumb. While

injail Jonson became a Roman Catholic; but he returned to

the faith of the Church of England a dozen years later.

On his release, in disgrace with Henslowe and his former
* 489
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associates, Jonson offered his services as a playwright to

Henslowe's rivals, the Lord Chamberlain's company, in which

Shakespeare was a prominent shareholder. A tradition of

long standing, though not susceptible of proof in a court of

law, narrates that Jonson had submitted the manuscript of
"
Ever\' Man in His Humour "

to the Chamberlain's men and

had received from the company a refusal; that Shakespeare
called him back, read the play himself, and at once accepted
it. Whether this story is true or not, certain it is that
"
Every Man in His Humour " was accepted by Shakespeare's

company and acted for the first tirne in i598,.with Shakespeare

taking a part. The evidence of this is contained in the list

of actors prefixed to the comedy in the folio of Jonson's works,

1616. But it is a mistake to infer, because Shakespeare's
name stands first in the list of actors and the elder Kno'well

first in the dramatis persona, that Shakespeare took that

particular part. The order of a list of Elizabethan players
was generally that of their importance or priority as share-

holders in the company and seldom if ever corresponded to

the list of characters.
"
Every Man in His Humour" was an immediate success,

and with it Jonson's reputation as one of the leading dramatists

of his time was established once and for all. This could have

been by no means Jonson's eaxliest comedy, and we have

just learned that he was already reputed one of
" our best in

tragedy." Indeed, one of Jonson's extant comedies,
" The

Case is Altered," but one never claimed by him or published
as his, must certainly have preceded

"
Every Man in His

Humour " on the stage. The former play may be described

as a comedy modelled on the Latin plays of Plautus. (It com-

bines, in fact, situations derived from the "
Captivi" and the

" Aulularia
"

of that dramatist). But the pretty story of the

beggar-maiden, Rachel, and her suitors, Jonson found, not

among the classics, but in the ideals of romantic love which

Shakespeare had already popularised on the stage. Jonson
never again produced so fresh and lovable a feminine personage
as Rachel, although in other respects

" The Case is Altered "

is not a conspicuous play, and, save for the satirising of Antony
Munday in the person of Antonio Balladino and Gabriel

Harvey as well, is perhaps the least characteristic of the

comedies of Jonson.
"
Every Man in His Humour," probably first acted late in

the summer of 1^98 and at the Curtain, is commonly regarded
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as an epoch-making play; and this view is not unjustified.
As to plot, it tells little more than how an intercepted letter

enabled a father to follow his supposedly studious son to

London, and there observe his life with the gallants of the

time. The real quaUty of this comedy is in its personages
and in the theory upon which they are conceived. Ben
Jonson had theories about poetry and the drama, and he was
neither chary in talking of them nor in experimenting with
them in his plays. This makes Jonson, like Dryden in his

time, and Wordsworth much later, an author to reckon with;

particularly when we remember that many of Jonson's notions

came for a time definitely to prevail and to modify the whole
trend of English poetry. First of all Jonson was a classicist,

that is, be believed in restraint and precedent in art in opposi-
jtipn to the prevalent ungovemed and irresponsible Renaissance

spirit. Jonson believed that there was a professional way of

doing things which might be reached by a study of the best

examples, and he found these examples for the rnost jpart

among the ancients. To confine our attention to the drama,

Jonson objected to the amateurishness and haphazard nature
of many contemporary plays, and set himself to do something
different; and the first and most striking thing that he evolved
was his conception and practice of the comedy of humours.
As Jonson has been much misrepresented in this matter,

let us quote his own words as to
" humour." A humour,

according to Jonson, was a bias of disposition, a warp, so to

speak, in character by which

Some one peculiar quality
Dotk so possess a man, that it doth draw
All his afiects, his spirits, and his powers.
In their confluctions, all to run one way.

But continuing, Jonson is careful to add:

But that a rook by wearing a pied feather.
The cable hat-band, or the three-piled rufE,
A yard of shoe-tie, or the Switzers knot
On his French garters, should affect a humour!
O, it is more than most ridiculous.

Jonson's comedy of humours, in a word, conceived of stage

personages on the basis of a ruling trait or passion (a notable

simplification of actual life be it observed in passing); and,

placing these typified traits in juxtaposition in their conflict

and contrast, struck the spark of comedy. Downright, as

his name indicates, is_" aj^laia squire
"

; BobadUTsJiuinour is
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that of the braggart who is incidentally, and with delightfully

comic effect, a coward; Brainworm's humour Is the finding
out of things to the end of fooling everybody: of course he is

fooled in the end himself. But it was not Jonson's theories

alone that made the success of
"
Every Man in His Humour."

The play is admirably written and each character is vividly

conceived, and with a firm touch based on observation of the

men of the London of the day. Jonson was neither in this,

his first great comedy (nor in any other play that he wrote),

a supine classicist, urging that English drama return to a

slavish adherence to classical conditions. He says as to the

laws of the old comedy (meaning by
"
laws," such matters as

the unities of time and place and the use of chorus):
"

I see

not then, but we should enjoy the same licence, or free power
to illustrate and heighten our invention as they [the ancients]

did
;
and not be tied to those strict and regular forms which

the niceness of a few, who are nothing but form, would thrust

upon us."
"
Every Man in His Humour "

is written in prose,
a novel practice which Jonson had of his predecessor in comedy,

John Lyly. Even the word " humour " seems to have been

employed in the Jonsonian sense by Chapman before Jonson's
use of it. Indeed, the comedy of humours itself is only a

heightened variety of the comedy of manners which represents

life, viewed at a satirical angle, and is the oldest and most

persistent species of comedy in the language. None the less,

Jonson's comedy merited its immediate success and marked
out a definite course in which comedy long continued to run.

To mention only Shakespeare's Falstafif and his rout, Bardolph,
Pistol, Dame Quickly, and the rest, whether in

"
Henry IV."

or in
" The Merry Wives of Windsor," all are conceived in the

spirit of humours. So are the captains, Welsh, Scotch, and

Irish of
"
Henry V.," and Malvolio especially later; though

Shakespeare never employed the method of humours for an

important personage. It was not Jonson's fault that many
of his successors did precisely the thing that he had reprobated,
that is, degrade

"
the humour "

into an oddity of speech, an

eccentricity of manner, of dress, or cut of beard. There was
an anonymous play called

"
Every Woman in Her Humour."

Chapman wrote " A Humourous Day's Mirth," Day,
" Humour

Out of Breath," Fletcher later,
" The Humourous Lieutenant,"

and Jonson, besides
"
Every Man Out of His Humour,"

returned to the title in closing the cycle of his comedies in
" The Magnetic Lady or Humours Reconciled."
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With the performaxice of
"
Every Man Out of His Humour "

in 1599, by Shakespeare's company once more at the Globe,
we turn a new page in Jonson's career. Despite his many real

virtues, if there is one feature more than any other that

distinguishes Jonson, it is his arrogance ;
and to this may

be added his self-righteousness, especially under criticism or

satire.
"
Every Man Out of His Humour "

is the first of three
"
comical satires

" which Jonson contributed to what Dekker
called the poetomachia or war of the theatres as recent critics

have named it. This play as a fabric of plot is a very sUght
affair; but as a satirical picture of the manners of the time,

proceeding by means of vivid caricature, couched in witty
and brilliant dialogue and sustained by that righteous indigna-
jtion which must lie at the heart of all true satire—as a realisa-

tion, in short, of the classical ideal of comedy—there had been

nothing like Jonson's comedy since the days of Aristophanes..."
Every Man in His Humour," like the two plays that follow

it, contains two lands of attack, the critical or generally satiric,

levelled at abuses and corruptions in the abstract; and the

personal, in which specific application is made of all this in

the lampooning of poets and others, Jonson's contemporaries.
The method of personal attack by actual caricature of a person
on the stage is almost as old as the drama. Aristophanes so

lampooned Euripides in "The Achamians " and Socrates in
" The Clouds," to mention no other examples; and in English
drama this kind of thing is alluded to again and again. What
Jonson really did, was to raise the dramatic lampoon to an
art, and make out of a casual burlesque and bit of mimicry a
dramatic satire of literary pretensions and permanency. With
the arrogant attitude mentioned above and his uncommon
eloquence in scorn, vituperation, and invective, it is no wonder
that Jonson soon involved himself in literary and even personal
quarrels with his fellow-authors. The circumstances of the

origin of this poetomachia are far from clear, and those who
have written on the topic, except of late, have not helped to

make them clearer. The origin of the " war "^ has been
referred to satirical references, apparently to Jonson, contained
in

" The Scourge of Villainy," a satire in regular form after

the manner of the ancients by John Marston, a fellow play-
wright, subsequent friend and collaborator of Jonson's. On
the other hand, epigrams of Jonson have been discovered

(49, 68, and 100) variously charging "playwright" (reason-

ably identified with Marston) with scurrility, cowardice, and
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plagiarism; though the dates of the epigrams cannot be
ascertained with certainty. Jonson's own statement of the
matter to Drummond runs:

" He had many quarrels with

Marston, beat him, and took his pistol from him, wrote his

Poetaster on him
;
the beginning[s] of them were that Marston

represented him on the stage."
^

Here at least we are on certain ground ;
and the principals

of the quarrel are known. "
Histriomastix," a play revised

by Marston in 1598, has been regarded as the one in which

Jonson was thus "
represented on the stage

"
; although the

personage in question, Chrisogonus, a poet, satirist, and trans-

lator, poor but proud, and contemptuous of the common herd,
seems rather a complimentary portrait of Jonson than a
caricature. As to the personages actually ridiculed in

"
Every

Man Out of His Humour," Carlo BufFone was formerly thought
certainly to be Marston, as he was described as

" a pubUc,
scurrilous, and profane jester," and elsewhere as the grand
scourge or second untruss [that is, satirist], of the time"
(Joseph Hall being by his own boast the first, and Marston's
work being entitled

" The Scourge of Villainy "). Apparently
we must now prefer for Carlo a notorious character named
Charles Chester, of whom gossipy and inaccurate Aubrey
relates that he was "

a bold impertinent fellow ... a

perpetual talker and made a noise Uke a drum in a room.
So one time at a tavern Sir Walter Raleigh beats him and
seals up his mouth (that is his upper and his nether beard)
with hard wax. From him Ben Jonson takes his Carlo
Buffone [i.e.. jester] in 'Every Man in His Humour' [sic]."
Is it conceivable that after all Jonson was ridiculing Marston,
and that the point of the satire consisted in an intentional
confusion of

"
the grand scourge or second untruss "

with
"
the scurrilous and profane

"
Chester?

We have digressed into detail in this particulcir case to

exempUfy the difficulties of criticism in its attempts to identify
the allusions in these forgotten quarrels. We are on sounder
ground of fact in recording other manifestations of Jonson's
enmity. In " The Case is Altered

"
there is clear ridicule in

the character Antonio Balladino of Anthony Munday, pageant-
poet of the city, translator of romances and plajnvright as well.

' The best account of this whole subject is to be found in the edition of
Poetaster and Saiiromasirix bv J. H. Penniman in Belles Lettres Series
ehonly to appear. See also his earlier work. The War of the Theatres
1892, and the excellent contributions to the subject by H. C. Hart in
tiotes and Queries, and in his edition of Jonson, 1906.
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In "
Every Man in His Humour "

there is certainly a caricature

of Samuel Daniel, accepted poet of the court, sonneteer, and

companion of men of fashion. These men held recognised

positions to which Jonson felt his talents better entitled him
;

they were hence to him his natural enemies. It seems almost

certain that he pursued both in the personages of his satire

through
"
Every Man. Out of His Humour," and "

C3mthia's
Revels," Daniel under the characters Fastidious Brisk and
Hedon, Munday as Puntarvolo and Amorphus; but in these

last we venture on quagmire once more. Jonson's literary

rivalry of Daniel is traceable again and again, in the enter-

tainments that welcomed King James on his way to London,
in the masques at court, and in the pastoral drama. As to

Jonson's personal ambitions with respect to these two men, it

is notable that he became, not pageant-poet, but chronologer
to the City of London

;
and that, on the accession of the new

king, he came soon to triumph over Daniel as the accepted
entertainer of royalty.

"
Cynthia's Revels," the second "

comical satire," was acted
in 1600, and, as a play, is even more lengthy, elaborate, and

impossible than "
Every Man Out of His Humour." Here

personal satire seems to have absorbed everything, and while

much of the caricature is admirable, especially in the detaU of

witty and trenchantly satirical dialogue, the central idea of a
fountain of self-love is not very vyell carried out, and the

persons revert at times to abstractions, the action to allegory.
It adds to our wonder that this difficult drama should have
been acted by the Children of Queen Elizabeth's Chapel, among
them Nathaniel Field with whom Jonson read Horace and
MarticQ, and whom he taught later how to make plays.
Another of these precocious Little actors was Salathiel Pavy,
who died before he was thirteen, already famed for taking the

parts of old men. Him Jonson immortaUsed in one of the
sweetest of his epitaphs. An interesting sidelight is this on
the character of this redoubtable and rugged satirist, that he
should thus have befriended and tenderly remembered these
Uttle theatrical waifs, some of whom (as we know) had been

Uterally kidnapped to be pressed into the service of the theatre
and whipped to the conning of their difficult parts. To the
caricature of Daniel and Munday in

"
Cynthia's Revels " must

be added Anaides (impudence), here assuredly Marston, and
Asotus (the prodigal), interpreted as Lodge or, more perilously,
Raleigh. Crites, Uke Asper-Macilente in

"
Every Man Out of
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His Humour," is Jonson's self-complaisant portrait of himself,

the just, wholly admirable, and judicious scholar, holding his

head high above the pack of the yelping curs of envy and

detraction, but careless of their puny attacks on his perfections

with only too mindful a neglect.

The third and last of the
"
comical satires

"
is

"
Poetaster,"

acted, once more, by the Children of the Chapel in 1601, and

Jonson's only avowed contribution to the fray. According to

the author's o\vn account, this play was written in fifteen

weeks on a report that his enemies had entrusted to Dekker
the preparation of

"
Satiromastix, the Untrussing of the

Humorous Poet," a dramatic attack upon himself. In this

attempt to forestall his enemies Jonson succeeded, and
" Poetaster " was an immediate and deserved success. While

hardly more closely knit in structure than its earlier companion
pieces,

" Poetaster
"

is planned to lead up to the ludicrous

final scene in which, after a device borrowed from the
"
Lexi-

phanes
"
of Lucian, the offending poetaster, Marston-Crispinus,

is made to throw up the difficult words with which he had

overburdened his stomach as well as overlarded his vocabulary.
In the end Crispinus with his fellow, Dekker-Demetrius, is

bound over to keep the peace and never thenceforward
"
malign, traduce, or detract the person or writings of Quintus

Horatius Flaccus [Jonson] or any other eminent man tran-

scending you in merit." One of the most diverting personages
in Jonson's comedy is Captain Tucca.

" His peculiarity
"

has been well described by Ward as
" a buoyant blackguardism

which recovers itself instantaneously from the most complete

exposure, and a picturesqueness of speech like that of a walking

dictionary of slang."
It was this character, Captain Tucca, that Dekker hit upon

in his reply,
"
Satiromastix," and he amplified him, turning

his abusive vocabulary back upon Jonson and adding
" an

immodesty to his dialogue that did not enter into Jonson's

conception." It has been held, altogether plausibly, that

when Dekker was engaged professionally, so to speak, to write

a dramatic reply to Jonson, he was at work on a species of

chronicle history, dealing with the story of Walter Terill in

the reign of William Rufus. This he hurriedly adapted to

include the satirical characters suggested by
"
Poetaster,"

and fashioned to convey the satire of his reply. The absurdity
of placing Horace in the court of a Norman king is the result.

But Dekker's play is not mthout its palpable hits at the



I

Introduction xvii

arrogance, the literary pride, and self-righteousness of Jonson-

Horace, whose "
ningle

"
or pal, the absurd Asinius Bubo, has

recently been shoAvn to figure forth, in all likelihood, Jonson's

friend, the poet Drayton. Slight and hastily adapted as is

"
Satiromastix," especially in a comparison with the better

wrought and more significant satire of
"
Poetaster," the town

awarded the palm to Dekker, not to Jonson ;
and Jonson gave

over in consequence his practice of
" comical satire." Though

Jonson was cited to appear before the Lord Chief Justice to

answer certain charges to the effect that he had attacked

lawyers and soldiers in
"
Poetaster," nothing came of this

complaint. It may be suspected that much of this furious

clatter and give-and-take was pure playing to the gallery.

The town was agog with the strife, and on no less an authority
than Shakespeare (" Hamlet," ii. 2), we learn that the children's

company (acting the plays of Jonson) did
"
so berattle the

common stages . . . that many, wearing rapiers, are afraid

of goose-quills, and dare scarce come thither."

Several other plays have been thought to bear a greater or

less part in the war of the theatres. Among them the most

important is a college play, entitled
" The Return from

Parnassus," dating 1601-02. In it a much-quoted passage
makes Burbage, as a character, declare: "Why here's our

fellow Shakespeare puts them all down; aye and Ben Jonson,
too. O that Ben Jonson is a pestilent fellow

;
he brought up

Horace, giving the poets a pill, but our fellow Shakespeare
hath given him a purge that made him bewray his credit."

Was Shakespeare then concerned in this war of the stages ?

And what could have been the nature of this
"
purge

"
?

Among several suggestions,
"
Troilus and Cressida

"
has been

thought by some to be the play in which Shakespeare thus
"
put down "

his friend, Jonson. A wiser interpretation finds

the
"
purge

"
in

"
Satiromastix," which, though not written

by Shakespeare, was staged by his company, and therefore

with his approval and under his direction as one of the leaders

of that company.
The last years of the reign of Elizabeth thus saw Jonson

recognised as a dramatist second only to Shakespeare, and not

second even to him as a dramatic satirist. But Jonson now
turned his talents to new fields. Plays on subjects derived

from classical story and myth had held the stage from the

beginning of the drama, so that Shakespeare was making no
new departure when he wrote his

"
Julius Caesar

" about 1600.
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Therefore when Jonson staged
"
Sejanus," three years later

and with Shakespeare's company once more, he was only

following in the elder dramatist's footsteps. But Jonson's
idea of a play on classical history, on the one hand, and

Shakespeare's and the elder popular dramatists, on the other,

were very difierent. Hey\vood some years before had put five

straggling plays on the stage in quick succession, all derived

from stories in Ovid and dramatised with little taste or dis-

crimination. Shakespeare had a finer conception of form, but

even he was contented to take all his ancient history from

North's translation of Plutarch and dramatise his subject
without further inquiry. Jonson was a scholar and a classical

antiquarian. He reprobated this slipshod amateurishness,

and wrote his
"
Sejanus

"
like a scholar, reading Tacitus,

Suetonius, and other authorities, to be certain of his facts,

his setting, and his atmosphere, and somewhat pedantically

noting his authorities in the margin when he came to print.

"Sejanus '.'is a tragedy of genuine dramatic power in which

is told with discriminating taste the story of the haughty
favourite of Tiberius with his tragical overthrow. Our drama

presents no truer nor more painstaking representation of

ancient Roman life than may be found in Jonson's
"
Sejanus

"

and "Catiline his Conspiracy," which followed in 1611. A
passage in the address of the former play to the reader, in

which Jonson refers to a collaboration in an earUer version,

has led to the surmise that Shakespeare may have been that
" worthier pen." There is no evidence to determine the

matter.

In 1 605, we find Jonson in active collaboration with Chapman
and Marston in the admirable comedy of London life entitled
" Eastward Hoe." In the previous year, Marston had

dedicated his
"
Malcontent," in terms of fervid admiration, to

Jonson ;
so that the wounds of the war of the theatres must

have been long since healed. Between Jonson and Chapman
there was the kinship of similar scholarly ideals. The t^vo

continued friends throughout life.
" Eastward Hoe " achieved

the extraordinary' popularity represented in a demand for three

issues in one year. But this was not due entirely to the merits

of the play. In its earUest version a passage which an irritable

courtier conceived to be derogatory to his nation, the Scots,

sent both Chapman and Jonson to jail; but the matter was

soon patched up, for by this time Jonson had influence at

court.
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With the accession of King James, Jonson began his long
and successful career as a writer of masques. He wrote more

masques than all his competitors together, and they are of an

extraordinary variety and poetic excellence. Jonson did not

invent the masque ; for such premeditated devices to set and

frame, so to speak, a court ball had been known and practised

in varying degrees of elaboration long before his time. But

Jonson gave dramatic value to the masque, especially in his

invention of the antimasque, a comedy or farcical element of

reUef, entrusted to professional players or dancers. He en-

hanced, as well, the beaAity and dignity of those portions^oT
the masque in which noble lords and ladies took their parts to

create, by their gorgeous costumes and artistic grouping and

evolutions, a sumptuous show. On the mechanical and scenic

side Jonson had an inventive and ingenious partner in Inigo

Jones, the royal architect, who more than any one man raised

the standard of stage representation in the England of his day.

Jonson continued active in the service of the court in the

writing of masques and other entertainments far into the reign

of King Charles; but, towards the end, a quarrel with Jones
embittered his life, and the two testy old men appear to have

become not only a constant irritation to each other, but

intolerable bores at court. In
"
Hymenaei,"

" The Masque of

Queens,"
" Love Freed from Ignorance,"

" Lovers made Men,"
" Pleasure Reconciled to Virtue," and many more will be

found Jonson's aptitude, his taste, his poetry and inventive-

ness in these by-forms of the drama; while in
" The Masque of

Christmas," and " The Gipsies Metamorphosed
"

especially,

is discoverable that power of broad comedy which, at court

as well as in the city, was not the least element of Jonson's

contemporary popularity.
But Jonson had by no means given up the popular stage

when he turned to the amusement of King James. In 1605
"
Volpone

" was produced,
" The Silent Woman "

in 1609,
" The Alchemist "

in the following year. These comedies,

with " Bartholomew Fair," 161 4, represent Jonson at his

height, and for constructive cleverness, character successfully
conceived in the manner of caricature, wit and brilliancy of

dialogue, they stand alone in English drama. "
Volpone, or

the Fox," is, in a sense, a transition play from the dramatic

satires of the war of the theatres to the purer comedy re-

presented in the plays named above. Its subject is a struggle
of wit applied to chicanery ;

for among its dramatis personee.
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from the villainous Fox himself, his rascally servant Mosca,
Voltore (the vulture), Corbaccio and Corvino (the big and the

Uttle raven), to Sir Politic Would-be and the rest, there is

scarcely a virtuous character in the play. Question has been

raised as to whether a story so forbidding can be considered a

comedy, for, although the plot ends in the discomfiture and

imprisonment of the most vicious, it involves no mortal

catastrophe. But Jonson was on sound historical ground,
for

"
Volpone

"
is conceived far more logically on the lines of

the ancients' theory of comedy than was ever the romantic

drama of Shakespeare, however repulsive we may find a

philosophy of life that facilely divides the world into the

rogues and their dupes, and, identifying brains with roguery
and innocence with folly, admires the former while incon-

sistently punishing them.
" The Silent Woman "

is a gigantic farce of the most

ingenious construction. The whole comedy hinges on a huge
joke, played by a heartless nephew on his misanthropic uncle,

who is induced to take to himself a wife, young, fair, and
warranted silent, but who, in the end, turns out neither silent

nor a woman at all. In " The .\lchemist," again, we have the

utmost cleverness in construction, the whole fabric building
climax on climax, witty, ingenious, and so plausibly presented
that we forget its departures from the possibilities of life. In
" The Alchemist "

Jonson represented, none the less to the

life, certain sharpers of the metropolis, revelling in their

shrewdness and rascality and in the variety' of the stupidity

and wickedness of their victims. We may object to the fact

that the only person in the play possessed of a scruple of

honesty is discomfited, and that the greatest scoundrel of all

is approved in the end and rewarded. The comedy is so

admirably written and contrived, the personages stand out

with such lifelike distinctness in their several kinds, and the

whole is animated with such verve and resourcefulness that
" The Alchemist

"
is a new mcirvel every time it is read.

Lastly of this group comes the tremendous comedy,
" Bartholomew Fair," less clear cut, less definite, and less

structurally worthy of praise than its three predecessors, but

full of the keenest and cleverest of satire and inventive to a

degree beyond any English comedy save some other of Jonson's
own. It is in

" Bartholomew Fair
" that we are presented to

the immortal caricature of the Puritan, Zeal-in-the-Land Busy,
and the Littlewits that group about him, and it is in this
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extraordinary comedy that the humour of Jonson, always

open to this danger, loosens into the Rabelaisian mode that

so delighted King James in
" The Gipsies Metamorphosed."

Another comedy of less merit is
" The Devil is an Ass," acted

in 1616. It was the failure of this play that caused Jonson to

give over writing for the public stage for a period of nearly
ten years.

"
Volpone

" was laid as to scene in Venice. Whether
because of the success of

" Eastward Hoe "
or for other reasons,

the other three comedies declare in the words of the prologue
to

" The Alchemist "
:

Our scene is London, 'cause we would make known
No country's mirth is better than our own.

Indeed Jonson went further when he came to revise his plays
for collected publication in his folio of 161 6, he transferred the

scene of
"
Every Man in His Humour " from Florence to

London also, converting Signior Lorenzo di Pazzi to Old

Kno'well, Prospero to Master Welborn, and Hesperida to Dame
Kitely

"
dwelling i' the Old Jewry."

In his comedies of London life, despite his trend towards

caricature, Jonson has shown himself a genuine reaUst, draw-

ing from the life about him with an experience and insight rare

in any generation. A happy comparison has been suggested
between Ben Jonson and Charles Dickens. Both were men
of the people, lowly bom and hardly bred. Each knew the

London of his time as few men knew it
;
and each represented

it intimately and in elaborate detail. Both men were at heart

moralists, seeking the truth by the exaggerated methods of

humour and caricature
; perverse, even wrong-headed at times,

but possessed of a true pathos and largeness of heart, and
when all has been said—though the Elizabethan ran to satire,

the Victorian to sentimentality
—

leaving the world better for

the art that they practised in it.

In 1 61 6, the year of the death of Shakespeare, Jonson
collected his plays, his poetry, and his masques for publication
in a collective edition. This was an unusual thing at the time

and had been attempted by no dramatist before Jonson. This

volume published, in a carefully revised text, all the plays
thus far mentioned, excepting

" The Case is Altered," which

Jonson did not acknowledge,
" Bartholomew Fair," and " The

DevU is an Ass," which was written too late. It included

likewise a book of some hundred and thirty odd Epigrams, in
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which form of brief and pungent writing Jonson was an
acknowledged master;

" The Forest," a smaller collection of

lyric and occasional verse and some ten Masques and Enter-
tainments. In this same year Jonson was made poet laureate
with a pension of one hundred marks a year. This, with his
fees and returns from several noblemen, and the small earnings
of his plays must have formed the bulk of his income. The
poet appears to have done certain literaxy hack-work for others,
as. for example, parts of the Punic Wars contributed to

Raleigh's History of the World. We know from a story, little

to the credit of either, that Jonson accompanied Raleigh's son
abroad in the capacity of a tutor. In 1618 Jonson was granted
the reversion of the office of Master of the Revels, a post for

which he was peculiarly fitted
;
but he did not live to enjoy it"?

perquisites. Jonson was honoured with degrees by both
universities, though when and under what circumstances is

not known. It has been said that he narrowly escaped the
honour of knighthood, which the satirists of the day averred

King James was wont to lavish with an indiscriminate hand.
Worse men were made knights in his day than worthy Ben
Jonson.
From 1 61 6 to the close of the reign of King James, Jonson

produced nothing for the stage. But he "
prosecuted

" what
he calls

"
his wonted studies

" with such assiduity that he
became in reality, as by report, one of the most learned men
of his time. Jonson's theory of authorship involved a wide

acquaintance with books and " an ability," as he put it,
"
to

convert the substance or riches of another poet to his own
use." Accordingly Jonson read not only the Greek and Latin
classics down to the Jesser writers, but he acquainted himself

especially with the Latin writings of his learned contemporaries,
their prose as well as their poetry, their antiquities and curious
lore as well a.s their more solid learning. Though a poor man,
Jonson w£is an indefatigable collector of books. He told

Drummond that
"
the Earl of Pembroke sent him ;^20 every

first day of the new year to buy new books." Unhappily, in

1623, his library was destroyed by fire, an accident serio-

comically descrilsed in his wtty poem,
" An Execration upon

Vulcan." Yet even now a book turns up from time to time
on which is inscribed, in fair large Italian lettering, the name,
Ben Jonson. With respect to Jonson's use of his material,

Dryden said memorably of him: "
[He] was not only a pro-

fessed imitator of Horace, but a learned plagiary of all the
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others
; you track him everywhere in their snow. . . . But he

has done his robberies so openly that one sees he fears not to be

taxed by any law. He invades authors like a monarch, and

what would be theft in other poets is only victory in him."

And yet it is but fair to say that Jonson prided himself, and

justly, on his originality. In "
Catiline," he not only uses

Sallust's account of the conspiracy, but he models some of the

speeches of Cicero on the Roman orator's actual words. In
"
Poetaster," he Ufts a whole satire out of Horace and

dramatises it effectively for his purposes. The sophist

Libanius suggests the situation of
" The Silent Woman "

;
a

Latin comedy of Giordano Bruno,
"

II Candelaio," the relation

of the dupes and the sharpers in
" The Alchemist," the

"
Mostellaria

"
of Plautus, its admirable opening scene. But

Jonson commonly bettered his sources, and putting the stamp
of his sovereignty on whatever bulUon he borrowed made it

thenceforward to all time current and his own.

The lyric and especially the occasional poetry of Jonson has

a peculiar merit. His theory demanded design and the

perfection of Uterary finish. He was furthest from the rhap-

sodist and the careless singer of an idle day ;
and he believed

that Apollo could only be worthily served in singing robes and

laurel crowned. And yet many of Jonson's lyrics will live as

long as the language. Who does not know "
Queen and

huntress, chaste and fair,"
" Drink to me only with thine

eyes," or
"

Still to be neat, still to be dressed
"

? Beautiful

in form, deft and graceful in expression, with not a word too

much or one that bears not its part in the total efiect, there

is yet about the lyrics of Jonson a certain stifEness and formality,

a suspicion that they were not qmte spontaneous and un-

bidden, but that they were carved, so to speak, with dispro-

portionate labour by a potent man of letters whose habitual

thought is on greater things. It is for these reasons that

Jonson is even better in the epigram and in occasional verse

where rhetorical finish and pointed wit less interfere with the

spontaneity and emotion which we usually associate with

lyrical poetry. There are no such epitaphs as Ben Jonson's,
witness the charming ones on his own children, on Salathiel

Pavy, the child-actor, and many more; and this even though
the rigid law of mine and thine must now restore to William

Browne of Tavistock the famous lines beginning:
" Under-

neath this sable hearse." Jonson is unsurpassed, too, in the

difficult poetry of compliment, seldom falling into fulsome
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praise and disproportionate similitude, yet showing again and
again a generous appreciation of worth in others, a discriminat-

ing taste and a generous personal regard. There was no man
in England of his rank so well known and universally beloved
as Ben Jonson. The list of his friends, of those to whom he
had written verses, and those who had written verses to him,
includes the name of every man of prominence in the England
of King James. And the tone of many of these productions
discloses an affectionate familiarity that speaks for the amiable

personality and sound worth of the laureate. In i6iq, growing
unwieldy through inactivity, Jonson hit upon the heroic

remedy of a journey afoot to Scotland. On his way thither
and back he was hospitably received at the houses of many
friends and by those to whom his friends had recommended
him. When he arrived in Edinburgh, the burgesses met to

grant him the freedom of the city, and Drummond, foremost
of Scottish poets, was prond to entertain him for weeks as his

guest at Hawthomden. Some of the noblest of Jonson's
poems were inspired by friendship. Such is the fine

" Ode to
the memory of Sir Lucius Gary and Sir Henr}' Moryson," and
that admirable piece of critical insight and filial affection,

prefixed to the first Shakespeare folio,
" To the memory of my

beloved master, WUliam Shakespeare, and what he hath left

us," to mention only these. Nor can the earlier
"
Epode,"

beginning
" Not to know vice at all," be matched in stately

gravity and gnomic wisdom in its own wise and stately age.
But if Jonson had deserted the stage after the publication

of his folio and up to the end of the reign of King James, he
was far from inactive; for year after year his inexhaustible
inventiveness continued to contribute to the masquing and
entertainment at court. In " The Golden Age Restored,"
Pallas turns the Iron Age with its attendant evils into statues
which sink out of sight; in

"
Pleasure Reconciled to Virtue,"

Atlas figures represented as an old man, his shoulders covered
with snow, and Comus,

" the god of cheer or the belly," is

one of the characters, a circumstance which an imaginative
boy of ten, named John Milton, was not to forget.

"
Pan's

Anniversary," late in the reign of James, proclaimed that

Jonson had not yet forgotten how to write exquisite Ivrics,

and " The Gipsies Metamorphosed
"
displayed the old drollery

and broad humorous stroke still unimpaired and unmatchable.
These, too. and the earlier years of Charles were the days of

the Apollo Room of the Devil Tavern where Jonson presided.
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the absolute monarch of English literary Bohemia. We hear

of a room blazoned about with Jonson's own judicious Leges
Convivales in letters of gold, of a company made up of the

choicest spirits of the time, devotedly attached to their veteran

dictator, his reminiscences, opinions, afiections, and enmities.

And we hear, too, of valorous potations ; but, in the words of

Herrick addressed to his master, Jonson, at the Devil Tavern,
as at the Dog, the Triple Tun, and at the Mermaid,

We such clusters had
As made us nobly wild, not mad.
And yet each verse of thine

Outdid the meat, outdid the frolic wine.

But the patronage of the court failed in the days of King
Charles, though Jonson was not without royal favours; and
the old poet returned to the stage, producing, between 1625
and 1633, "The Staple of News," "The New Inn," "The
Magnetic Lady," and " The Tale of a Tub," the last doubtless

revised from a much earUer comedy. None of these plays
met with any marked success, although the scathing generalisa-
tion of Dryden that designated them "

Jonson's dotages
"

is

unfair to their genuine merits. Thus the idea of an office for

the gathering, proper dressing, and promulgation of news

(wild flight of the fancy in its time) was an excellent subject
for satire on the existing absurdities among newsmongers;
although as much can hardly be said for

" The Magnetic

Lady," who, in her bounty, draws to her personages of diffenng
humours to reconcile them in the end according to the alter-

native title, or "Humours Reconciled." These last plays of

the old dramatist revert to caricature and the hard lines of

allegory; the moralist is more than ever present, the satire

degenerates into personal lampoon, especially of his sometime

friend, Inigo Jones, who appears unworthily to have used his

influence at court against the broken-down old poet. And now
disease claimed Jonson, and he was bedridden for months.
He had succeeded Middleton in 1628 as Chronologer to the

City of London, but lost the post for not fulfilling its duties.

King Charles befriended him, and even commissioned him to

write still for the entertainment of the court
;
and he wa.s not

without the sustaining hand of noble patrons and devoted
friends among the younger poets who were proud to be "

sealed

of the tribe of Ben."

Jonson died, August 6, 1637, and a second folio of his works,
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which he had been some time gathering, was printed in 1640,
bearing in its various parts dates ranging from 1630 to 1642.
It included all the plays mentioned in the foregoing paragraphs,
excepting "The Case is Altered;" the masques, some fifteen,
that date bet^veen 161 7 and 1630; another collection of lyrics
and occasional poetry called

"
Underwoods, including some

further entertainments; a translation of
"
Horace's Art of

Poetry" (also published in a vicesimo qusurto in 1640), and
certain fragments and ingatherings which the poet would
hardly have included himself. These last comprise the

fragment (less than seventy lines) of a tragedy called
"Mortimer his Fall," and three acts of a pastoral drama of
much beauty and poetic spirit,

" The Sad Shepherd." There
is also the exceedingly interesting English Grammar " made by
Ben Jonson for the benefit of all strangers out of his observa-
tion of the English language now spoken and in use," in Latin
and English; and Timber, or Discoveries

" made upon men and
matter as they have flowed out of his daily reading, or had
their reflux to his peculiar notion of the times." The Dis-
coveries, as it is usually called, is a commonplace book such as

many Uterary men have kept, in which their reading was
chronicled, passages that took their fancy translated or tran-
scribed, and their passing opinions noted. Many passages of

Jonson's Discoveries are literal translations from the authors
he chanced to be reading, with the reference, noted or not, as
the accident of the moment prescribed. At times he follows
the line of Macchiavelli's argument as to the nature and
conduct of princes ;

at others he cleirifies his own conception of

poetry and poets by recourse to Aristotle. He finds a choice

paragraph on eloquence in Seneca the elder and applies it to
his own recollection of Bacon's power as an orator

;
and another

on facile and ready genius, and translates it, adapting it to
his recollection of his fellow-playwright, Shakespeare. To call
such passages—which Jonson never intended for publication—
plagiarism, is to obscure the significance of words. To dis-

parage his memory by citing them is a preposterous use of

scholarship. Jonson's prose, both in his dramas, in the

descriptive comments of his masques, and in the Discoveries,
is characterised by clarity and vigorous directness, nor is it

wanting in a fine sense of form or in the subtler graces of
diction.

When Jonson died there was a project for a handsome
monument to his memory. But the Civil War was at hand.
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and the project failed. A memorial, not insufficient, was

carved on the stone covering his grave in one of the aisles of

Westminster Abbey:
" O rare Ben Jonson."

FELIX E. SCHELLING.
The College,

Philadelphia, U.S.A.
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BEN JONSON'S PLAYS

EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR* ^

DRAMATIS PERSONiE

i,0; 7' ZO SENIOR.
PP • TRO.
Th . iLLO.
Glt'.I^NO.

Lorenzo junior.
Stephano.
Doctor Clement
bobadilla.

BlANCHA.
Hesperida.
Peto.
Musco.

Cob.
Matheo.
Piso.
Tib.

ACT I

SCENE I.—Enter Lobexzo di Pazzi senior, Mirsco.

Lor. se. Now trust me, here's a goodly day toward.

Musco, call up my son LoreuTo; bid him rise; tell him, I have
some business to employ him in.

Mus. I will, sir, presently.
Lor. se. But hear you, sirrah;

If he be at study disturb him not.

Mils. Very good, sir. [Exit Musco
Lor. se. How happy would I estimate myself,

Could I by any means retire my son.

From one vain course of study he affects !

He is a scholar (if a man may trust

The liberal voice of double-tongued report)
Of dear account, in all our Academies.

Yet this position must not breed in me
A fast opinion that he cannot err.

Myself was once a strident, and indeed

Fed with the self-same humour he is now.

Dreaming on nought but idle Poetry;
But since, Experience hath awaked my spirits, [Enter Stephano.
And reason taught them, how to comprehend
The sovereign use of study. What, cousin Stephano 1

What news with you, that you are here so early ?

Step. Nothing: but e'en come to see how you do, uncle.

Lor. se. That's kindly done; you are welcome, cousin.

Step. Ay, I know that, sir, I would not have come else : how doth

my cousin, uncle ?

Lor. se. Oh, well, well, go in and see; I doubt he's scarce stirring

yet.

Step. Uncle, afore I go in, can you tell me an he have e'er a
book of the sciences of hawking and hunting ? I would fain borrow it.

Lor. se. Why, I hope you will not a hawking now, will you ?

Step. No, wusse; but I'll practise against next year; I have
* The earlier version of the comedy is here for the first time placed at

the head of the plays. The later, superior, and more familiar AngUcised
version, follows at the end of the volume.
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bought me a hawk, and bells and all; I lack nothing but a book
to keep it by.

Lor. se. Oh, most ridiculous.

Step. Nay, look j'ou now, you are angry, uncle, why, you know,
an a man have not skill in hawking and hunting now-a-days, I'll not

give a rush for him; he is for no gentleman's company, and (by
God's will) I scorn it, ay, so I do, to be a consort for every hum-drum;
hang them scroi/les, there's nothing in them in the world, what do
you talk on it? a gentleman must shew himself like a gentleman.
Uncle, I pray you be not angry, I know what I have to do, I trow,
I am no novice.

Lor. se. Go to, you are a prodigal, and self-willed fooL

Nay, never look at me, it's I that speak,
Take't as you will, I'll not flatter you.
What ? have you not means enow to waste
That which your friends have left you, but you must
Go cast away your money on a Buzzard,
And know not how to keep it when you have done ?

Oh, it's brave, this will make you a gentleman,
Well, cousin, well, I see you are e'en past hope
Of all reclaim; ay, so, now you are told on it, you look another way.

Step. What would you have me do, trow ?

Lor. What would I have you do ? marry.
Learn to be wise, and practise how to thrive.
That I would have you do, and not to spend
Your crowns on every one that humours you:
I would not have you to intrude yourself
In every gentleman's society,
Till their affections or your own dessert.
Do worthily invite you to the place.
For he that's so respectless in his courses.
Oft sells his reputation vile and cheap.
Let not your carriage and behaviour taste

Of affectation, lest while you pretend
To make a blaze of gentry to the world
A little puff of scorn extinguish it.

And you be left like an unsavoury snuff.

Whose property is only to offend.

Cousin, lay by such superficial forms.
And entertain a perfect real substance;
Stand not so much on your gentility.
But moderate your expenses (now at first)

As you may keep the same proportion still:

Bear a low sail. Soft, who's this comes here? [E'rifer o Servant.

Ser. Gentlemen, God save you.
Step. Welcome, good friend; we do not stand much upon our

gentility, yet I can assure you mine uncle is a man of a thousand

pound land a year; he hath but one son in the world; I am his

next heir, as simple as I stand here, if my cousin die. I have a

fair living of mine own too beside.
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Ser. In good time, sir.

Step. In good time, sir ! you do not flout me, do you ?

Ser. Not I, sir.

Step. An you should, here be them can perceive it, and that

quickly too. Go to; and they can give it again soundly, an need be.

Ser. Why, sir, let this satisfy you. Good faith, I had no such
intent.

Step. By God, an I thought you had, sir, I would talk with you.
Ser. So you may, sir, and at your pleasure.

Step. And so I would, sir, an you were out of mine uncle's ground,
I can tell you.

Lor. se. Why, how now, cousin, wiU this ne'er be left?

Step. Whoreson, base fellow, by God's Ud, an 'twere not for

shame, I would—
Lor. se. What would you do ? you peremptory ass.

An you'll not be quiet, get you hence.

You see, the gentleman contains himself

In modest limits, giving no reply
To your unseason'd rude comparatives;
Yet you'll demean yourself without respect
Either of duty or humanity.
Go, get you in: 'fore God, I am asham'd \Exit Step.
Thou hast a kinsman's interest in me.

Ser. I pray you, sir, is this Pazzi house T

Lor. se. Yes, marry is it, sir.

Ser. I should enquire for a gentleman here, one Signior Lorenzo
di Pazzi; do you know any such, sir, I pray you ?

Lor. se. Yes, sir; or else I should forget myself.
Ser. I cry you mercy, sir, I was requested by a gentleman of

Florence (having some occasion to ride this way) to deliver you
this letter.

Lor. se. To me, sir ? What do you mean ? I pray you remember

your court'sy.
To his dear and most selected friend, Signior Lorenzo di Pazzi.

What might the gentleman's name be, sir, that sent it ? Nay, pray
you be covered.

Ser. Signior Prospero.
Lor. se. Signior Prospero ? A young gentleman of the family of

Strozzi, is he not ?

Ser. Ay, sir, the same: Signior Thorello, the rich Florentine

merchant married his sister. [Enter M0SCO.
Lor. se. You say very true.—Musco.
Mus. Sir.

Lor. se. ^Make this gentleman drink here.

I pray you go in, sir, an't please you. [Exeunt.
Now (without doubt) this letter's to my son.

Well, all is one: I'll be so bold as read it,

Be it but for the style's sake, and the phrase;
Both which (I do presume) are excellent.

And greatly varied from the vulgar form,
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If Prosperous invention gave them life.

How now ! what stutt is here ?

Sir Lorenzo, / muse we cannot see thee at Florence: 'Sblood, I

doubt, Apollo hath got thee to be his Ingle, that thou earnest not abroad,

to visit thine old friends: well, take heed of him; he may do somewhat

for his household servants, or so; But for his Retainers, I am sure, I

have known some of them, that havefollowed him, three, four, five years

together, scorning the world with their bare heels, and at length been glad

for a shift {though no clean shift) to lie a whole winter, in half a sheet

cursing Charles' wain, and Uu re.<<t of the stars intolerably. But

(quia contra diuos?) well; Sir, sweet villain, come and see me;
but spend one minute in my company, and 'tis enough: I think I have

a world of good jests for thee: oh, sir, I can shew thee two of the most

perfect, rare and absolute true Gulls, that ever thou saw'at, if thou wilt

come. 'Sblood, invent some famous memorable lie, or other, to flap

thy Father in the mouth withal: thou hast been father ofa thousand, in

thy days, thou could' st be no Poet else: any scurvy roguish excuse will

serve; say thou com'st but to fetch woolfor thine Ink-horn. And then,

too, thy Father will say thy wits are a wool-gathering. But it's no

matter; the vK>rse, the better. Any thing is good enough for the old

man. Sir, how if thy Father should see this now ? what would he

think of me ? Well, (hotc ever I write to thee) I reverence him in my
Sijul, for the general good all Florence delivers of him. Lorenzo, /

conjure thee (by wliat, let me see) by the depth of our love, by all the

strange sights we liave seen in our days, [ay, or nights either,) to come

to me to Florence this day. Go to, you shall come, and let your Muses

go spin for once. If thou wilt not, 's hart, what's your god's name ?

Apollo? Ay, Apollo. If this melancholy rogue (Lorenzo here) do

not come, grant, that he do turn Fool presently, and never hereafter be

able to make a good jest, or a blank verse, but live in more penury of
wit and invention, than either the Hall-Beadle, or Poet Nuntiua.

Well, it is the strangest letter that ever I read.

Is this the man, my son so oft hath praised
To be the happiest, and most precious wit

That ever was familiar with Art ?

Now, by our Lady's blessed son, I swear,

I rather think him most unfortunate

In the possession of such holy gifts,

Being the master of so loose a spirit.

Why, what unhallowed ruflSan would have writ

With so profane a pen unto his friend ?

The modest paper e'en looks pale for grief.

To feel her virgin-check defiled and stained

With such a black and criminal inscription.

Well, I had thought my son could not have strayed
So far from judgment as to mart himself

Thus cheaply in the open trade of scorn

To jeering /o/Zy and fantastic humour.

But now I see opinion ia a fool.

And hath abused my senses.—Muaco. [Enter Mnsco.
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Mu8. Sir.

Lor. ae. What, is the fellow gone that brought this letter 7

Mus. Yes, sir, a pretty while since.

Lor. se. And where's Lorenzo ?

Mtis. In his chamber, sir.

Lor. se. He spake not with the fellow, did he ?

Mus. No, sir, he saw him not.

Lor. se. Then, Musco, take this letter, and deliver it unto Lorenzo:

but, sirrah, on your life take you no knowledge I have opened it.

Mus. O Lord, sir, that were a jest indeed. ^Exit Mua.
Lor. se. I am resolv'd I will not cross his journey.

Nor will I practise any violent means
To stay the hot and lusty course of youth.
For youth restrained straight grows impatient.

And, in condition, like an eager dog.

Who, ne'er so little from his game withheld.
Turns head and leaps up at his master's throat.

Therefore I'll study, by some milder drift,

To call my son unto a happier shrift. [Exit.

SCENE II.—Enter Lorenzo junior, with Musco,

Mtts. Yes, sir, on my word he opened it, and read the contents.

Lor. ju. It scarce contents me that he did so. But, Musco, didst

thou observe his countenance in the reading of it, whether ho were

angry or pleased ?

Mus. Why, sir, I saw him not read it.

Lor. ju. No ? how knowest thou then that he opened it ?

Mv^. Marry, sir, because he charg'd me on my life to tell nobody
that he opened it, which, unless he had done, he would never fear

to have it revealed.

Lor. ju. That's true: well, Musco, hie thee in again.
Lest thy protracted absence do lend light, {Enter Stbphano.
To dark suspicion : Musco, be assured

I'll not forget this thy respective love.

Step. Oh, Musco, didst thou not see a fellow here in a what-sha-

call-him doublet; he brought mine uncle a letter even now?
Mus. Yes, sir, what of him?

Step. Where ia he, canst thou tell ?

Mus. Why, he is gone.

Step. Gone? which way? when went he? how long since ?

Mus. It's almost half an hour ago since he rode hence.

Step. Whoreson scanderbag rogue; oh that I had a horse; by
God's lid, I'd fetch him back again, with heave and ho.

Mus. Why, you may have my master's bay gelding, an you will.

Step. But I have no boots, that's the spite on it.

Mus. Then it's no boot to follow him. Let him go and hang, sir.

Step. Ay, by my troth ; Musco, I pray thee help to truss me a httle ;

nothing angers me, but I have waited such a while for him all un-

lao'd and untrussed yonder; and now to see he is gone the other way.
I—B 489
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Mus. Nay, 1 pray you stand still, sir.

Step. I will, I will: oh, how it vexes me.

Mus. Tut, never vex yourself with the thought of such a base

fellow as he.

Step. Nay, to see he stood upon points with me too.

Mus. Like enough so; that was because he saw you had so few

at your hose.

Step. What! Hast thou done? Godamercy. good Musco.

Mus. 1 marie, sir, you wear such ill-favoured coarse stockings,

having so good a leg as you have.

Step. Foh ! the stockings be good enough for this time of the

year; but I'll have a pair of silk, e'er it be long: I think my leg
would shew well in a silk hose.

Mus. Ay, afore God, would it, rarely well.

Step. In sadness I think it would: 1 have a reasonable good leg?
Mu^. You have an excellent good leg, sir: I pray you pardon me,

I have a little haste in, sir.

Step. A thousand thanks, good Musco. [Exit.

What, I hope he laughs not at me; »n he do—
Lor. ju. Here is a style indeed, for a man's senses to leap over,

e'er they come at it: why, it is able to break the shins of any old

man's patience in the world. My father read this with patience ?

Then will I be made an Eunuch, and learn to sing Ballads. I do not

deny, but my father may have as much patience as any other man;
for he used to take physic, and oft taking physic makes a man a

very patient creature. But, Signior Prospero, had your swaggering

Epistle here arrived in my father's hands at such an hour of his

patience, I mean, when he had taken physic, it is to be doubted
whether I should have read sweet villain here. But. what? My
wise cousin; Xay then, I'll furnish our feast with one Gull more
toward a mess; he wiites to me of two, and here's one, that's three,

i'faith. Oh for a fourth ! now, Fortune, or never, Fortune !

Step. Oh, now I see who he laughed at: he laughed at somebody
in that letter. By this good light, an he had laughed at me, I

would have told mine uncle.

Lor. ju. Cousin Stephano: good morrow, good cousin, how fare

you?
Step. The better for your asking, I will assure you. I have

been all about to seek you. Since I came 1 saw mine uncle; and
i'faith how have you done this great while? Good Lord, by my
troth, I am glad you are well, cousin.

Lor. ju. And I am as glad of your coming, I protest to you, for

I am sent for by a private gentleman, my most special dear friend,

to come to him to Florence this morning, and you shall go with

me, cousin, if it please you, not else, I will enjoin you no further

than stands with your own consent, and the condition of a friend.

Step. Why, cousin, you shall command me an 'twere twice so

far as Florence, to do you good; what, do you think I wiU not go
with you ? I protest

—
Lor. ju. Nay, nay, you shall not protest.
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Step. By God, but I will, sir, by your leave I'll protest more to

my friend than I'll speak of at this time.

Lor. ju. You speak very well, sir.

Step. Nay, not so neither, but I speak to serve my turn.

Lor. ju. Your turn ? why, cousin, a gentleman of so fair sort as

you are, of so true carriage, so special good parts; of so dear and
choice estimation; one whose lowest condition bears the stamp of

a great spirit; nay more, a man so graced, gilded, or rather, to use

a more fit metaphor, tinfoiled by nature; not that you have a leaden

constitution, coz, although perhaps a little incUning to that temper,
and so the more apt to melt with pity, when you fall into the fire

of rage, but for your lustre only, which reflects as bright to the

world as an old ale-wife's pewter again a good time; and will you
DOW, with nice modesty, hide such real ornaments as these, and

shadow their glory as a milliner's wife doth her wrought stomacher,
with a smoky lawn or a black cyprus? Come, come; for shame do
not wrong the quality of your dessert in so poor a kind; but let the

idea of what you are be portrayed in your aspect, that men may
read in your looks: Here within this place is to he seen the most

admirable, rare, and accomplished work oj nature I Cousin, what
think you of this?

Step. Marry, I do think of it, and I will be more melancholy and

gentlemanlike than I have been, I do ensure you.
Lor. ju. Why, this is well: now if I can but hold up this humour

in him, as it is begun, Catso for Florence, match him an she can.

Come, cousin.

Step. I'll follow you.
Lor. ju. Follow me ! you must go before i

Step. Must I ? nay, then I pray you shew me, good cousin.

[Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Enter Signior Matheo, to him Cob.

Mat. I think this be the house: what ho!

Coh. Who's there? oh, Signior Matheo. God give you good
morrow, sir.

Mai. What ? Cob ? how doest thou, good Cob ? dost thou inhabit

here, Coh ?

Coh. Ay, sir, I and my lineage have kept a poor house in our days.
Mat. Thy lineage. Monsieur Coh I what lineage, what lineage ?

Coh. Why, sir, an ancient lineage, and a princely: mine ancestry
came from a king's loins, no worse man; and yet no man neither,
but Herring the king of fish, one of the monarchs of the world, I

assure you. I do fetch my pedigree and name from the first red

herring that was eaten in Adam and Eve's kitchen: his Cob was

my great, great, mighty great grandfather.
Mat. Why mighty ? why mighty ?

Coh. Oh, it's a mighty while ago, sir, and it was a mighty great
Coh.

Mat. How knowest thou that ?

Coh. How know I ? why, his ghost comes to me every night.
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Mat. Oh, unsavoury jest: the ghost of a herring Cob.

Cob. Ay, why not the ghost of a herring Cob, as well as the ghost
of Rashero Bacono, they were both broiled on the coals ? you are a

scholar, upsolve me that now.
Mat. Oh, rude ignorance ! Cob, canst thou shew me of a gentle-

man, one Signior Bobadilla, where his lodging is ?

Cob. Oh, my guest, sir, you mean ?

Mat. Thy guest, alas ! ha, ha.

Cob. Why do you laugh, sir ? do you not mean Signior Bobadilla f

Mat. Cob, I pray thee advise thyself well: do not wrong the

gentleman, and thyself too. I dare be sworn he scorns thy house;
he! he lodge in such a base obscure place as thy house? Tut, I

know his disposition so well, he would not lie in th}- bed if thou'dst

give it him.
Cob. 1 will not give it him. Mass, I thought somewhat was in it,

we could not get him to bed all night. Well, sir, though he he not

on my bed, he Ues on my bench, an't please you to go up, sir, you
shall find him with two cushions under his head, and his cloak wrapt
about him, as though he had neither won nor lost, and yet I warrant
he ne'er cast better in his life than he hath done to-night.

Mat. Why, was he drunk ?

Cob. Drunk, sir? you hear not me say so; perhaps he swallow'd
a tavern token, or some such device, sir; I have nothing to do
withal: I deal with water and not with wine. Give me my tankard

there, ho! God be with you, sir; it's six o'clock: I should have
carried two turns by this, what ho ! my stopple, come.

Mat. Lie in a water-bearer's house, a gentleman of his note?

Well, I'll tell him my mind. [Exit.
Cob. What, Tib, shew this gentleman up to Signior Bobadilla:

oh, an my house were the Brazen head now, faith it would e'en cry
moe fools yet: you should have some now, would take him to be a

gentleman at the least; alas, God help the simple, his father's an
honest man, a good fishmonger, and so forth: and now doth he

creep and wriggle into acquaintance with all the brave gallants
about the town, such as my guest is, (oh, my guest is a fine man!)
and they flout him invincibly. He useth every day to a merchant's

house, (where I serve water) one M. ThoreAlo's; and here's the jest,

he is in love with my master's sister, and calls her mistress: and
there he sits a whole afternoon sometimes, reading of these same
abominable, vile, (a pox on them, I cannot abide them!) rascally
verses. Poetry, poetry, and speaking of Interludes, 'twill make a man
burst to hear him: and the wenches, they do so jeer and tihe at

him; well, should they do as much to me, l"d forswear them all, by
the life of Pharaoh, there's an oath: how many water-bearers shall

you hear swear such an oath? oh, I have a guest, (he teacheth

me) he doth swear the best of any man christened. By Phcsbus,

By the life of Pharaoh, By the body of me. As I am gentleman,
and a soldier: such dainty oaths; and withal he doth take this same

filthy roguish tobacco, the finest, and cleanliest; it would do a

man good to see the fume come forth at his nostrils: well, he owes
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me forty shillings, (my wife lent him out of her purse; by sixpence a

time,) besides his lodging; I would I had it: I shall have it, he

saith, next Action. Hdter skelter, hang sorrow, care will kill a cat,

up-tails all, and a pox on the hangman. [Exit.

BoBADELLA discovers himself: on a bench; to him TiB.

Bob. Hostess, hostess.

Tib. What say you, sir ?

Bob. A cup of your small beer, sweet hostess.

Tib. Sir, there's a gentleman below would speak with you.
Bob. A gentleman ? (God's so) I am not withia.

Tib. My husband told him you were, sir.

Bob. What a plague ! what meant he ?

Mat. Signior Bobadilla. [3Iatheo within.

Bob. Who's there? (take away the bason, good hostess) come

up, sir.

Tib. He would desire you to come up, sir; you come into a

cleanly house here.

Mai. God save you, sir, God save you. [Enter Mathbo.
Bob. Signior Matheo, is't you, sir? please you sit down.

Mat. I thank you, good Signior, you may see I am somewhat
audacious.

Bob. Not so, Signior, I was requested to supper yesternight by a

sort of gallants, where you were wished for, and drunk to, I assure

you.
3Iat. Vouchsafe me by whom, good Signior.

Bob. Marry, by Signior Prospero, and others; why, hostess, a

stool here for this gentleman.
Mat. No haste, sir, it is very well.

Bob. Body of me, it was so late ere we parted last night, I can

scarce open mine eyes yet; I was but new risen as you came: how

passes the day abroad, sir ? you can tell.

Mat. Faith, some half hour to seven: now trust me, you have an

exceeding fine lodging here, very neat, and private.
Bob. Ay, sir, sit down. I pray you, Signior Matheo, in any case

possess no gentlemen of your acquaintance with notice of my lodging.

Mat. Who T I, sir ? no.

Bob. Not that I need to care who know it, but in regard I would

not be so popular and general, as some be.

Mat. True, Signior, I conceive you.
Bob. For do you see, sir, by the heart of myself, (except it be

to some pecuUar and choice spirits, to whom I am extraordinarily

engaged, as yourself, or so,) I could not extend thus far.

Mat. O Lord, sir ! I resolve so.

Bob. What new book have you there ? What ? Go by Hieronymo.
Mat. Ay, did you ever see it acted ? is't not well penned ?

Bob. Well penned: I would fain see all the Poets of our time

pen such another play as that was; they'll prate and swagger, and

keep a stir of art and devices, when (by God's so) they are the most

shallow, pitiful fellows that live upon the face of the earth again.
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Mat. Indeed, here are a number of fine speeches in this book:

Oh eyes, no eyes, hut fountains fraught with tears; there's a conceit:
Fountains fraught with tears. Oh life, no life, hut lively form of
death: is't not excellent? Oh umrld, no world, but mass of public
wrongs; God's me: confused and filled with murder and misdeeds.
Is't not simply the best that ever you heard?
Ha, how do you like it?

Boh. 'Tis good.
Mat. To thee, the purest object to my sense.

The most refined essence heaven covers.
Send I these lines, wherein I do commence

The Jmppy state of true deserving lovers.

If they prove rough, unpolish'd, harsh, and rude.
Haste made that waste; thus mildly I conclude.

Boh. Nay, proceed, proceed, where's this? where's this?
Mat. This, sir, a toy of mine own in my non-age: but when will

you come and see my study? good faith, I can shew you some
very good things I have done of late: that boot becomes your
leg passing well, sir, methinks.

Bob. So, so, it's a fashion gentlemen use.

Mat. Mass, sir, and now you speak of the fashion, Signior Pros-

pero's elder brother and I are fallen out exceedingly: this other day
I happened to enter into some discourse of a hanger, which, I assure

you, both for fashion and workmanship was most beautiful and
gentlemanlike; yet he condemned it for the most pied and ridiculous
(hat ever he saw.

Bob. Signior Giuliano, was it not ? the elder brother 7

Mat. Ay, sir, he.

Boh. Hang him, rook! he! why, he has no more judgment than
a malt-horse. By St. George, I hold him the most peremptory
absurd clown (one a them) in Christendom: I protest to you (as I

am a gentleman and a soldier) I ne'er talk'd with the like of him:
he has not so much as a good word in his belly, all iron, iron,
a good commodity for a smith to make hob-nails on.
Mat. Ay, and he thinks to carry it away with his manhood stiJl

where he comes: he brags he will give me the bastinado, as I hear.
Bob. How, the bastinado ? how came he by that word, trow ?

Mat. Nay, indeed, he said cudgel me; I termed it so for the
more grace.

Bob. That may be, for I was sure it was none of his word: but
when, when said he so ?

Mat. Faith, yesterday, they say, a young gallant, a friend of

mine, told me so.

Boh. By the life of Pharaoh, an't were my case now, I should
send him a challenge presently: the bastinado! come hither, you
shall challenge him; I'll shew you a trick or two, you shall kill him
at pleasure, the first stoccado if you will, by this air.

Mat. Indeed, you have absolute knowledge in the mystery, I

have heard, pir.

Bob. Of whom ? of whom, I pray ?
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Mat. Faith, I have heard it spoken of divers, that you have very
rare skill, sir.

Bob. By heaven, no, not I, no skill in the earth: some small

science, know my time, distance, or so, I have profest it more for

noblemen and gentlemen's use than mine own practise, I assure you.
Hostess, lend us another bed-staff here quickly: look you, sir,

exalt not your point above this state at any hand, and let your
poniard maintain your defence thus: give it the gentleman. So,

sir, come on, oh, twine your body more about, that you may
come to a more sweet comely gentlemanlike guard; so indifferent.

Hollow your body more, sir, thus: now stand fast on your left leg,

note your distance, keep your due proportion of time: oh, you
disorder your point most vilely.

Mat. How is the bearing of it now, sir?

Boh. Oh, out of measure ill, a well-experienced man would pass

upon you at pleasure.
Mai. How mean you pass upon me 7

Bob. Why, thus, sir: make a thrust at me; come in upon my
time; control your point, and make a full career at the body: the

best-oractis'd gentlemen of the time term it the 'passado, a most

desperate thrust, believe it.

Mat. Well, come, sir.

Boh. Why, you do not manage your weapons with that facility
and grace that you should do, I have no spirit to play with you,
your dearth of judgment makes you seem tedious.

Mat. But one venue, sir.

Bob. Fie! venue, most gross denomination as ever I heard: oh,
the stoccado while you live, Signior, not that. Come, put on your
cloak, and we'll go to some private place where you are acquainted,
some tavern or so, and we'll send for one of these fencers, where he
shall breathe you at my direction, and then I'll teach you that

trick; you shall kill him with it at the first if you please: why,
I'll learn you by the true judgment of the eye, hand, and foot, to

control any man's point in the world; Should your adversary con-
front you with a pistol, 'twere nothing, you should (by the same
rule) control the bullet, most certain, by Ph-oebus: unless it were
hail-shot: what money have you about you, sirT

Mat. Faith, I have not past two shillings, or so.

Bob. 'Tis somewhat with the least, but come, when we have
done, we'll call up Signior Prospero; perhaps we shall meet with
Coridon his brother there. [Exeunt.

SCENE lY.—Enter Thorello, Gifliano, Piso.

The. Piso, come hither: there lies a note within, upon my desk;
here, take my key: it's no matter neither, where's the boy?

Pis. Within, sir, in the warehouse.
Tho. Let him tell over that Spanish gold, and weigh it, and do

you see the delivery of those wares to Signior Bentivole: I'll be
there myself at the receipt of the money anon.

Pis. Ver\' good, sir. {Exit Pito.
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Tho. Brother, did you see that same fellow there T

Oiu. Ay, what of him ?

Tho. He is e'en the honestest, faithful servant that ia this day in

Florence; (I speak a proud word now;) and one that I durst trust

my life into his hands, I have so strong opinion of his love, if need

were.
Giu. God send me never such need: but you said you had some-

what to tell me, what is't?

Tho. Faith, brother, I am loath to utter it.

As fearing to abuse your patience,
But that I know your judgment more direct.

Able to sway the nearest of atTeotion.

Giu. Come, come, what needs this circumstance 7

TJw. I will not say what honour I ascribe

Unto your friendship, nor in what dear state

I hold your love; let my continued zeal.

The constant and religious regard.
That I have ever carried to your name,

My carriage with your sister, all contest.

How much I stand affected to your house.

Giu. You are too tedious, come to the matter, come to the matter.

Tho. Then (without further ceremony) thus.

My brother Prospero (I know not how)
Of late ia much declined from what he was.

And greatly alter'd in his disposition.

When he came first to lodge here in my house,

Ne'er trust me, if I was not proud of him:

Methought he bare himself with such observance.

So true election and so fair a form:

And (what was chief) it shew'd not borrow'd in him,

But all he did became him as his own,
And seem'd as perfect, proper, and innate,

Unto the mind, as colour to the blood.

But now, his course is so irregular.

So loose affected, and deprived of grace.
And he himself withal so far fallen oflf

From his first place, that scarce no note remains,

To tell men's judgments where he lately stood;

He's grown a stranger to all due respect.

Forgetful of his friends, and not content

To stale himself in all societies.

He makes my house as common as a Mart,
A Theatre, a public receptacle
For giddy humour, and diseased riot.

And there, (as in a tavern, or a stews,)

He, and his wild associates, spend their hours.

In repetition of lascivious jests.

Swear, leap, and dance, and revel night by night.

Control my servants: and indeed what not?

Oiu. Faith, 1 know not what I should say to him: so God save
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me, I am e'en at my wits' end, I have told him enough, one would

think, if that would serve: well, he knows what to trust to for me:
let him spend, and spend, and domineer till his heart ache: an
he get a penny more of me, I'll give him this ear.

Tho. Nay, good brother, have patience.
Giu. 'Sblood, he mads me, I could eat my very flesh for anger:

I marie you will not tell him of it, how he disquiets your house.

Tho. O, there are divers reasons to dissuade me.
But would yourself vouchsafe to travail in it,

(Though but with plain and easy circumstance,)
It would both come much better to his sense,

And savour less of grief and discontent.

You are his elder brother, and that title

Confirms and warrants your authority:
Which (seconded by your aspect) will breed

A kind of duty in him, and regard.
Whereas, if I should intimate the least.

It would but add contempt to his neglect,

Heap worse on ill, rear a huge pile of hate,

That in the building would come tottering down,
And in her ruins bury all our love.

Nay, more than this, brother ; if I should speak.
He would be ready in the heat of passion.
To fill the ears of his familiars.

With oft reporting to them, what disgrace
And gross disparagement I had proposed him.

And then would they straight back him in opinion,
Make some loose comment upon every word.
And out of their distracted phantasies.
Contrive some slander, that should dwell with me.
And what would that be, think you ? marry, this.

They would give out, (because my wife is fair.

Myself but lately married, and my sister

Here sojourning a virgin in my house,)
That I were jealous: nay, as sure as death,
Thus they would say: and how that I had wrong'd
My brother purposely, thereby to find

An apt pretext to banish them my house.

6iu. Mass, perhaps so.

Tho. Brother, they would, believe it: so should I

(Like one of these penurious quack-salvers)

But try experiments upon myself.

Open the gates unto mine own disgrace.
Lend bare-ribb'd envy opportunity
To stab my reputation, and good name. [Enter Boba. and Mat.

Mat. I will speak to him.

Boh. Speak to him ? away, by the life of Pharaoh, you shall not,

you shall not do him that grace: the time of day to you, gentlemen:
is Signior Prospero stirring ?

Giu. How then ? what should he do ?

I—*B 4S9
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Bob. Signior Thorello, is he within, sir ?

Thn. He came not to his lodging to-oight, sir, I assure you.
Cfiu. Why, do you hear ? you.
Bob. This gentleman hath satisfied rae, I'll talk to no Scavenger.
Oiu. How, Scavenger? stay, sir, stay. [Exeunt.
Tho. Nay, brother Giuliano.

Oiu. 'Sblood, stand you away, an you love mo.
Tho. You shall not follow him now, I pray you.

Good faith, you shall not.

Giu. Ha! Scavenger! well, go to, I say little, but, by this good
day, (God forgive me I should swear) if I put it up so, say I am
the rankest that ever pist. 'Sblood, an I swallow this, I'll

ne'er draw my sword in the sight of man again while I live; I'll

ait in a barn with Madge-owlet first. Scavenger! 'Heart, and
I'll go near to fill that huge tumbrel slop of yours with somewhat,
an I have good luck, your Garagantua breech cannot carry it away so.

Tho. Oh, do not fret yourself thus, never think on't.

Giu. These are my brother's consorts, these, these are his Com-
rades, his walking mates, he's a gallant, a Cavaliero too, right

hangman cut. God let me not live, an I could not find in my heart

to swinge the whole nest of them, one after another, and begin with

him first, I am grieved it should be said he is my brother, and take

these courses, well, he shall hear on't, and that tightly too, an I

live, i' faith.

Tho. But, brother, let your apprehension (then)
Run in an easy current, not transported
With heady rashness, or devouring choler.

And rather carry a persuading spirit,

Whose powers will pierce more gently; and allure

Th' imperfect thoughts you labour to reclaim.

To a more sudden and resolved assent.

Giu. Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant you. [Bell rings.
Tho. How now ! oh, the bell rings to breakfast.

Brother Giuliano, I pray you go in and bear my wife company:
I'll but give order to my servants for the dispatch of some business,
and come to you presently. [Exit Giu. [Enter Cob.

What, Cob! our maids ^vill have you by the back (i'faith)

For coming so late this morning.
Cob. Perhaps so, sir, take heed somebody have not them by the

belly for walking so late in the evening. [Exit.
Tho. Now (in good faith) my mind is somewhat eased.

Though not reposed in that security
As I could wish; well, I must be content,
Howe'er I set a face on't to the world.
Would I had lost this finger at a vent.

So Prospero had ne'er lodged in my house,

Why't cannot be, where there is such re.sort

Of wanton gallants, and young revellers.

That any woman should be honest long,

la't like, that factious beauty will preserve
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The sovereign state of chastity unscarr'd.

When such strong motives muster, and make head

Against her single peace? no, no: beware
When mutual pleasure sways the appetite.
And spirits of one kind and quality.
Do meet to parley in the pride of blood.

Well, (to be plain) if I but thought the time

Had answer'd their affections, all the world
Should not persuade me, but I were a cuckold:

Marry, I hope they have not got that start.

For opportunity hath balk'd them yet.
And shall do still, while I have eyes and eara

To attend the imposition of my heart:

My presence shall be as an iron bar,

'Twixt the conspiring motions of desire,

Yea, every look or glance mine eye objects.
Shall check occasion, as one doth his slave, [Enter Biancha
When he forgets the limits of prescription. with Hesperida.

Bia. Sister Hesperida, I pray you fetch down the rose-water
above in the closet: Sweet-heart, will you come in to breakfast?

Tho. An she have overheard me now ? [Exit Hesperida.
Bia. I pray thee, (good Muss) we stay for you.
Tho. By Christ, I would not for a thousand crowns.

Bia. What ail you, sweet-heart ? are you not well ? speak, good
MtLSS.

Tho. Troth, my head aches extremely on a sudden,
Bia. Oh Jesu !

Tho. How now! what!
Bia. Good Lord, how it burns! Muss, keep you warm; good

truth, it is this new disease, there's a number are troubled withaU
for God's sake, sweet-heart, come in out of the air.

Tho. How simple, and how subtle are her answers I

A new disease, and many troubled with it.

Why true, she heard me all the world to nothing.
Bia. I pray thee, good sweet-heart, come in; the air will do you

harm, in troth.

Tho. I'll come to you presently, it will away, I hope.
Bia. Pray God it do. [ExiL
Tho. A new disease ! I know not, new or old,

But it may well be call'd poor mortals' Plague;
For like a pestilence it doth infect

The houses of the brain: first it begins

Solely to work upon the phantasy.
Filling her seat with such pestiferous air.

As soon corrupts the judgment, and from thence.
Sends like contagion to the memory.
Still each of other catching the infection,
Which as a searching vapour spreads itself

Confusedly through everj' sensive part.
Till not a thought or motion in the mind
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Be free from the black poison of suspect.

Ah, but what error is it to know this,

And want the free election of the soul

In such extremes! well. I will once more strive

(Even in despite of hell) myself to be,

And shake this fever off that thus shakes me. [Ezit.

ACT 11

SCENE I.—Enter Musco, disguised like a soldier.

Mus. 'Sblood, I cannot choose but laugh to see myself trans-

lated thus, from a poor creature to a creator; for now must I

create an intolerable sort of lies, or else my profession loses his

grace, and yet the he to a man of my coat is as ominous as the

Fico, oh, sir, it holds for good policy to have that outwardly in

vilest estimation, that inwardly is most dear to us: So much for

my borrowed shape. Well, the troth is, my master intends to

follow his son dry-foot to Florence, this morning: now I, knowing
of this conspiracy, and the rather to insinuate with my young master,

(for so must we that are blue waiters, or men of service do, or else

perhaps v.'e may wear motley at the year's end, and who wears

motley you know:) I have got me afore in this disguise, deter-

mining here to lie in ambuscado, and intercept him in the midway;
if I can but get his cloak, his purse, his hat, nay, any thing so I can

stay his journey, Rex Begum, I am made for ever, i' faith: well, now
must I practise to get the true garb of one of these Lance-knights;

my arm here, and my God's so, young master and his cousin.

Lor. ju. So, sir, and how then? [Enter Lor. ju. and Step.

Stef. God's foot, I have lost my purse, I think.

Lor. ju. How ? lost your purse ? where ? when had you it ?

Stej). I cannot tell, stay.
Mu^. 'Slid, I am afraid they will know me, would I couki get

by them.
Lor. ju. What I have you it ?

Step. No, I think I was bewitched, I.

Lor. ju. Nay, do not weep, a pox on it, hang it, let it go.

iStep. Oh, it's here; nay, an it had been lost, I had not cared

but for a jet ring Marina sent me.

Lor. ju. A jet ring! oh, the poesie, the popsie!

Step. Fine, i' faith: Though fancy sleep , my love is deep: meaning
that though I did not fancy her, yet she loved me dearly.

Lor. ju. Most excellent.

Step. And then I sent her another, and my poesie was: Thi

deeper the sweeter, Fll be judged by Saint Peter.

Lor. ju. How, by St. Peter ? I do not conceive that.

Step. Marry. St. Peier to make up the metre.

Lor. ju. Well, you are beholding to that Saint, he help'd you at

your need; thank him, thank him.

Mus. I will venture, come what will: Gentlemen, please you

change a few crowns for a very excellent good blade here; I am a

poor gentleman, a soldier, one that (in the better state of my for-
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tunes) scorned so mean a refuge, but now it's the humour of necessity
to have it so: you seem to be, gentlemen, well affected to martial

men, else I should rather die with silence, than live with shame:

howe'er, vouchsafe to remember it la my want speaks, not myself:
this condition agrees not with my spirit.

Lor. ju. Where hast thou served ?

Mus. May it please you, Signior, in all the provinces of Bohemia,

Eungaria, Dalmatia, Poland, where not? I have been a poor
servitor by sea and land, any time this xiiij. years, and follow'd

the fortunes of the best Commanders in Christendom. I waa
twice shot at the taking of Aleppo, once at the relief of VienJia; I

have been at America in the galleys thrice, where I was most dan-

gerously shot in the head, through both the thighs, and yet, being
thus maim'd, I am void of maintenance, nothing left me but mj
scars, the noted marks of my resolution.

,

Step. How will you sell this rapier, friend 7

Mus. Faith, Signior, I refer it to your own judgment; you are

a gentleman, give me wliat you please.

Step. True, I am a gentleman, I know that; but what though, I

pray you say, what would you ask ?

Mus. I assure you the blade may become the side of the best

prince in Europe.
Lor. ju. Ay, with a velvet scabbard.

Step. Nay, an't be mine it shall have a velvet scabbard, that is

flat, I'd not wear it as 'tis an you would give me an angel.
Mus. At your pleasure, Signior, nay, it's a most pure Toledo.

Step. I had rather it were a Spaniard: but tell me, what shall I

give you for it ? an it had a silver hilt—
Lor. ju. Come, come, you shall not buy it; hold, there's a shil-

ling, friend, take thy rapier.

Step. Why, but I will buy it now, because you say so: what, shall

I go without a rapier ?

Lor. ju. You may buy one in the city.

Step. Tut, I'll buy this, so I will; tell me your lowest price.
Lor. ju. You shall not, I say.

Step. By God's lid, but I will, though I give more than 'tis worth.

Lor. ju. Come away, you are a fool.

Step. Friend, I'll have it for that word: follow me.
Mus. At you service, Signior. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Enter Lorenzo senior.

Lor. se. My labouring spirit being late opprest
With my son's folly, can embrace no rest

Till it hath plotted by advice and skill.

How to reduce him from affected will

To reason's manage; which while I intend,

My troubled soul begins to apprehend
A farther secret, and to meditate

Upon the difference of man's estate:

Where is decipher'd to true judgment's eye
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A deep, conceal'd, and precious mystery.
Yet can I not but worthily admire
At nature's art: who (when she did inspire
This heat of hfe) placed Reason (as a king)
Here in the head, to have the marshalling
Of our affections: and with sovereignty
To sway the state of our weak empery.
But as in divers commonwealths we see.

The form of government to disagree:
Even so in man, who searcheth soon shall find

As much or more varietj' of mind.
Some men's affections like a sullen wife.

Is with her husband reason still at strife.

Others (like proud arch-traitors that rebel

Against their sovereign) practise to expel
Their liege Lord Reason, and not shame to tread

Upon his holy and anointed head.

But as that land or nation best doth thrive.

Which to smooth-fronted peace is most proclive.
So doth that mind, whose fair affections ranged
By reason's rules, stand constant and unchanged.
Else, if the power of reason be not such,

Why do we attribute to him so much ?

Or why are we obsequious to his law.

If he want spirit our affects to awe ?

Oh no, I argue weakly, he is strong.
Albeit my son have done him too much wrong. [Enter Musco.
Mus. My master: nay, faith, have at you: I am fiesh'd now I

have sped so well: Gentleman, I beseech you respect the estate of

a poor soldier; I am ashamed of this base course of life, (God's my
comfort) but extremity provokes me to't; what remedy?

Lor. se. I have not for you now.
Mus. By the faith I bear unto God, gentleman, it is no ordinary

custom, but only to preserve manhood. I protest to you, a man
I have been, a man I may be, by your sweet bounty.

Lor, se. I pray thee, good friend, be satisfied.

Mus. Good Signior: by Jesu, you may do the part of a kind

gentleman, in lending a poor soldier the price of two cans of beer, a

matter of small value, the King of heaven shall pay you, and I shall

rest thankful: sweet Signior
—

Lor. se. Nay, an you be so importunate—
Mus. Lord, sir, need vsill have his course: I was not made

to this vile use; well, the edge of the enemy could not have abated

me so much: it's hard when a man hath served in his Prince's

cause and be thus. Signior, let me derive a small piece of silver

from you, it shall not be given in the course of time, by this good
ground, I was fain to pawn my rapier last night for a poor supper,
I am a Pagan else: sweet Signior

—
Lor. se. Believe me, I am rapt with admiration.

To think a man of thy exterior presence
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Should (in the constitution of the mind)
Be so degenerate, infirm, and base.

Art thou a man ? and sham'st thou not to beg ?

To practise such a servile kind of Hfe ?

Why, were thy education ne'er so mean,
Having thy Hmbs: a thousand fairer courses

Offer themselves to thy election.

Nay, there the wars might still supply thy wants.
Or service of some virtuous gentleman.
Or honest labour; nay, what can I name.
But would become thee better than to beg 7

But men of your condition feed on sloth.

As doth the Scarab on the dung she breeds in,

Not caring how the temper of your spirits
Is eaten with the rust of idleness.

Now, afore God, whate'er he be that should

Relieve a person of thy quality,
While you insist in this loose desperate course,
I would esteem the sin not thine, but his.

Mus. Faith, Signior, I would gladly find some other course, if so.

Lior. se. Ay, you'd gladly find it, but you will not seek it.

Mus. Alas, sir, where should a man seek? in the wars, there's

no ascent by desert in these days, but—and for service, would it

were as soon purchased as wish'd for, (God's my comfort) I know
what I would say.

Lor. se. What's thy name 7

Mit^. Please you: Portensio.

Lor. 5c Portensio ?

Say that a man should entertain thee now.
Would thou be honest, humble, just, and true 7

Mus. Signior: by the place and honour of a soldier—
Lor. se. Nay, nay, I like not these affected oaths;

Speak plainly, man: what thinkst thou of my words 7

Mus. Nothing, Signior, but wish my fortunes were as happy as

my service should be honest.

Lor. se. Well, follow me, I'll prove thee, if thy deeds
Will carry a proportion to thy words. [^Exit Lor. se.

Mus. Yes, sir, straight, I'll but garter my hose; oh, that my
belly were hoop'd now, for I am ready to burst with laughing.
'

Slid, was there ever seen a fox in years to betray himself thus 7

now shall I be possest of all his determinations, and consequently
my young master; well, he is resolved to prove my honesty:
faith, and I am resolved to prove his patience: oh, I shall abuse
him intolerably: this small piece of service will bring him clean

out of love with the soldier for ever. It's no matter, let the world
think me a bad counterfeit, if I cannot give him the slip at an instant:

why, this is better than to have stayed his journey by half: well,

I'll follow him. Oh, how I long to be employed. \^Exit.
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SCENE III.—Enter Pbospero, Bobadilla, and Matheo.

Mat. Yes, faith, sir, we were at your lodging to seek you too.

Pros. Oh, I came not there to-night.
Bob. Your brother delivered us as much.
Pros. Who, Oiuliano ?

Bob. Giuliano. Signior Prospero, I know not in what kind you
value me, but let me tell you this: as sure as God, I do hold it so
much out of mine honour and reputation, if I should but cast the
least regard upon such a dunghill of flesh; I protest to you (as I

have a soul to be saved) I ne'er saw any gentlemanlike part in him-
an there were no more men living upon the face of the earth, 1

should not fancy him, by Phoebus.

Mat. Troth, nor I, he is of a rustical cut, I know not how: he
doth not carry himself like a gentleman.

Pros. Oh, Signior Matheo, that's a grace pecuHar but to a few;

qvos cequus amavit Jupiter.
Mat. I understand you, sir. [Enter Lob. ju. and Step.
Pros. No question you do, sir: Lorenzo! now on my soul,

welcome; how dost thou, sweet rascal? my Genius! 'Sblood, I

shall love Apollo and the mad Thespian girls the better while I

live for this; my dear villain, now I see there's some spirit in thee:

Sirrah, these be they two I writ to thee of, nay, what a drowsy
humour is this now ? why dost thou not speak ?

Lor. ju. Oh, you are a fine gallant, you sent me a rare letter.

Pros. Why, was't not rare?

Lor. ju. Yes, I'll be sworn I was ne'er guilty of reading the like,

match it in all Pliny's familiar Epistles, and I'll have my judgment
burn'd in the ear for a rogue, make much of thy vein, for it is

inimitable. But I marie what camel it was, that had the carriage
of it ? for doubtless he was no ordinary beast that brought it.

Pros. Why?
Lor. ju. Why, sayest thou ? why, dost thou think that any

reasonable creature, especially in the morning, (the sober time of

the day too) would have ta'en my father for me ?

Pros. 'Sblood, you jest, I hope?
Lor. ju. Indeed, the best use we can turn it to, is to make a

jest on't now: but I'll assure j'ou, my father had the proving of

your copy some hour before I saw it.

Pros. What a dull slave was this! But, sirrah, what said he to

it, i' faith?

Lor. ju. Nay, I know not what he said. But I have a shrewd

guess what he thought.
Pro. What? what?
Lor. ju. Marry, that thou art a damn'd dissolute villain.

And I some grain or two better, in keeping thee company.
Pros. Tut, that thought is like the moon in the last quarter,

'twill change shortly: but, sirrah, I pray thee he acquainted with

my two Zanies hero, thou wilt take exceeding pleasure in them if
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thou hear'st them once, but what strange piece of silence is this?

the sign of the dumb man ?

Lor. ju. Oh, sir, a kinsman of mine, one that may make our

music the fuller, an he please, he hath his humour, sir.

Proa. Oh, what is't? what is't?

Lor. ju. Nay, I'll neither do thy judgment nor his folly that

wrong, as to prepare thy apprehension: I'll leave him to the mercy
of the time, if you can take him: so.

Pros. Well, Signior Bobadilla, Signior Matheo: I pray you know
this gentleman here, he is a friend of mine, and one that will well

deserve your affection, I know not your name, Signior, but I shall

be glad of any good occasion to be more famihar with you.

Ste-p. My name is Signior Stephano, sir, I am this gentleman's

cousin, sir, his father is mine uncle; sir, I am somewhat melancholy,
but you shall command me, sir, in whatsoever is incident to a

gentleman.
Bob. Signior, I must tell you this, I am no general man, embrace

it as a most high favour, for (by the host of Egypt) but that I con-

ceive you to be a gentleman of some parts, I love few words: you
have wit: imagine.

Step. Ay, truly, sir, I am mightily given to melancholy.
Mat. O Lord, sir, it's your only best humour, sir, your true

melancholy breeds your perfect fine wit, sir: I am melancholy

myself divers times, sir, and then do I no more but take your pen
and paper presently, and write you your half score or your dozen

of sonnets at a sitting.

Lor. ju. Mass, then he utters them by the gross.

Step. Truly, sir, and I love such things out of measure.

Lor. ju. I'faith, as well as in measure.

Mat. Why, I pray you, Signior, make use of my study, it's at

your service.

Step. I thank you, sir, I shall be bold, I warrant you, have you
a close stool there ?

Mat. Faith, sir, I have some papers there, toys of mine own

doing at idle hours, that you'll say there's some sparks of wit in

them, when you shall see them.

Pros. Would they were kindled once, and a good fire made, I

might see self-love burn'd for her heresy.

Step. Cousin, is it well ? am I melancholy enough ?

Lor. ju. Oh, ay, excellent.

Pros. Signior Bobadilla, why muse you so ?

Lor. ju. He is melancholy too.

£06. Faith, sir, I was thinking of a most honourable piece of

service was perform'd to-morrow, being St. Mark's day, shall be

some ten years.
Lor. ju. In what place was that service, I pray you, sir ?

Bob. Why, at the beleaguering of Ghibelletto, where, in less than

two hours, seven hundred resolute gentlemen, as any were in

Europe, lost their lives upon the breach: I'll tell you, gentlemen,
it was the first, but the best leaguer that ever I beheld with these
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eyes, except the taking in of Tortosa last year by the Otnowaya,
but that (of all other) was the most fatal and dangerous exploit
that ever I was ranged in, since I first bore arms before the face of

the enemy, as I am a gentleman and a soldier.

Stej). So, I had as lief as an angel I could swear as well as that

gentleman.
Lor. ju. Then you were a servitor at both, it seems.

Boh. Lord, sir: by Plmeton, I was the first man that entered

the breach, and had I not effected it with resolution, I had been

slain if I had had a million of lives.

Lor. ju. Indeed, sir ?

Stej). Nay, an you heard him discourse you would say so: how
like you him ?

Boh. I assure you (upon my salvation) 'tis true, and yourself
shall confess.

Pros. You must bring him to the rack first.

Boh. Observe me judicially, sweet Sigiiior: they had planted me
a demi-culverin just in the mouth of the breach; now, sir, (as

we were to ascend), their master gunner (a man of no mean skill

and courage, you must think,) confronts me with his linstock

ready to give fire; I spying his intendment, discharged my petronel
in hia bosom, and with this instrument, my poor rapier, ran

violently upon the Moors that guarded the ordnance, and put
them pell-mell to the sword.

Pros. To the sword ? to the rapier, Signior.
Lor. ju. Oh, it was a good figure observed, sir: but did you all

this, Signior, without hurting your blade 7

Boh. Without any impeach on the earth: you shall perceive, sir,

it is the most fortunate weapon that ever rid on a poor gentleman's

thigh : shall I tell you, sir ? you talk of Morglay, Excalihur, Durindana,
or so: tut, I lend no credit to that is reported of them, I know the

viitue of mine own, and therefore I dare the boldlier maintain it.

Step. I marie whether it be a Toledo or no ?

Bob. A most perfect Toledo, I assure you, Signior.

Step. I have a countryman of his here.

Mat. Pray you let's see, sir: yes, faith, it ia.

Boh. This a Toledo! pish!

Step. Why do you pish, Signior ?

Bob. A Fleming, by Phoebus ! I'll buy them for a guilder a piece,

an I'll have a thousand of them.

Lor. ju. How say you, cousin ? I told you thus much.

Pros. Where bought you it, Signior?

Step. Of a scurvy rogue soldier, a pox of God on him, he swore

it was a Toledo.

Bob. A provant rapier, no better.

Mat. Mass, I think it be indeed.

Lor. ju. Tut, now it's too late to look on it, put it up, put it up.

Step. Well, I will not put it up, but by God's foot, an e'er I

meet him—
Pros. Oh, it is past remedy now, sir, you must have patience.
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Step. Whoreson, coney-catching rascal; oh, T could eat the

very hilts for anger.
Lor. ju. A sign you have a good ostrich stomach, cousin.

Step. A stomach ? would I had him here, you should see an I

had a stomach.
Pros. It's better as 'tis: come, gentlemen, shall we go?
Lor. ju. A miracle, cousin, look here, look here. [Enter Mttsco.

Step. Oh, God's lid, by your leave, do you know me, sir?

Mus. Ay, sir, I know you by sight.

Step. You sold me a rapier, did you not T

Mus. Yes, marry did I, sir.

Step. You said it was a Toledo, ha ?

Mus. True, I did so.

Step. But it is none.

Mus. No, sir, I confess it, it is none.

Step. Gentlemen, bear witness, he has confest it. By God's lid,

an you had not confest it—
Lor. ju. Oh, cousin, forbear, forbear.

Step. Nay, I have done, cousin.

Pros. Why, you have done like a gentleman, he has confest it,

what would you more ?

Lor. ju. Sirrah, how dost thou like him ?

Pros. Oh, it's a precious good fool, make much on him: I can

compare him to nothing more happily than a barber's virginals;
for every one may play upon him.
Mus. Gentleman, shall I intreat a word with you ?

Lor. ju. With all my heart, sir, you have not another Toledo
to sell, have you ?

Mus. You are pleasant, your name is Signior Lorenzo, as I take it ?

Lor. ju. You are in the right: 'Sblood, he means to catechise

me, I think.

Mus. No, sir, I leave that to the Curate, I am none of that coat.

Lor. ju. And yet of as bare a coat; well, say, sir.

Mus. Faith, Signior, I am but servant to God Mars extraordinary,
and indeed (this brass varnish being washed off, and three or four
other tricks subiated) I appear yours in reversion, after the decease of

your good father, Musco.
Lor. ju. Musco, 'sblood, what wind hath blown thee hither in

this shape ?

Mus. Your easterly wind, sir, the same that blew your father

hither.

Lor. ju. My father ?

Mus. Nay, never start, it's true, he is come to town of purpose
to seek you.

Lor. ju. Sirrah Prospero, what shall we do, sirrah ? my father ia

come to the city.
Pros. Thy father : where is he ?

Mus. At a gentleman's house yonder by St. Anthony's, where
he but stays my return; and then—

Pros. Who's this ? Musco ?

k
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Mus. The same, sir.

Pros. Why, how com'st thou transmuted thus?

Mus. Faith, a device, a device, nay, for the love of God, stand

not here, gentlemen, house yourselves, and I'll tell you all.

Lor. ju.'^ But art thou sure he will stay thy return ?

Mus. Do I live, sir ? what a question is that !

Pros. Well, we'll prorogue his expectation a little: Musco, thou

ehalt go with us: Come on, gentlemen: nay, I pray thee, (good

rascal) droop not, 'sheart, an our wits be so gouty, that one old

plodding brain can outstrip us all. Lord, I beseech thee, may

they lie and starve in some miserable spittle, where they may never

see'the face of any true spirit again, but be perpetually haunted

with some church-yard hobgoblin in seculo seculorum.

MvA. Amen, Amen. lExeunt.

ACT III

SCENE I.—Enter Thobello, otm? Piso.

Pis. He will expect yon, sir, within this half hour.

The. Why, what's a clock ?

Pis. New striken ten.

Tho. Hath he the money ready, can you tell T

Pis. Yes, sir, Baftista brought it yesternight.

Tho. Oh, that's well: fetch me my cloak. [Exit Piso.

Stay, let me see; an hour to go and come.

Ay, that will be the least: and then 'twill be

An hour before I can dispatch with him ;

Or very near: well, I will say two hours;

Two hours ? ha ! things never dreamt of yet

May be contrived, ay, and eilected too.

In two hours' absence: well, I will not go.

Two hours; no, fleering opportunity,
I will not give your treachery that scope.

Who will not judge him worthy to be robb'd,

That sets his doors wide open to a thief.

And shews the felon where his treasure lies ?

Again, what earthy spirit but uill attempt
To taste the fruit of beauty's golden tree.

When leaden sleep seals up the dragon's eyes T

Oh, beauty is a project of some power.

Chiefly when opportunity attends her:

She will infuse true motion in a stone,

Put glowing fire in an icy soul.

Stuff peasants' bosoms with proud CCesar's spleen,

Pour rich device into an empty brain:

Bring youth to folly's gate: there train him in.

And after all, extenuate his sin.

Well, I will not go, I am resolved for that.

Go, carrv it again: yet stay: yet do too,

I will defer it till some other time. \Enter Fiso.
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Pia. Sir, Signior Platano will meet you there with the bond.
Tho. That's true: by Jesu, I had clean forgot it.

I mu3t go, what's a clock ?

Pis. Past ten, sir.

Tho. 'Heart, then will Prospero presently be here too.
With one or other of his loose consorts.

I am a Jew if I know what to say.
What course to take, or which way to resolve.

My brain (methinks) is like an hour-glass,
And my imaginations like the sands
Run dribbling forth to fill the mouth of time.
Still changed with turning in the ventricle.

What were I best to do ? it shall be so.

Nay, I dare build upon his secrecy. Piso.

Pis. Sir.

Tho. Yet now I have bethought me too, I will not.

Is Cob within ?

Pis. I think he be, sir.

Tho. But he'll prate too, there's no talk of him.

No, there were no course upon the earth to this.

If I durst trust him; tut, I were secure.
But there's the question now, if he should prove,
Rimarum plenus, then, 'sblood, I were rooked.

The state that he hath stood in till this present
Doth promise no such change: what should I fear then?

Well, come what will, I'll tempt my fortune once.

Piso, thou mayest deceive me, but I think thou lovest me, Piso.

Pis. Sir, if a servant's zeal and humble duty may be term'd

love, you are possest of it.

Tho. I have a matter to impart to thee, but thou must be secret,
Piso.

Pis. Sir, for that—
Tho. Nay, hear me, man ; think I esteem thee well,

To let thee in thus to my private thoughts;
Piso, it is a thing sits nearer to my crest,

Than thou art 'ware of; if thou sbould'st reveal it—
Pis. Reveal it, sir ?

Tho. Nay, I do not think thou would'st, but if thou should'st—
Pis. Sir, then I were a villain:

Disclaim in me for ever \i I do.

Tho. He will not swear: he has some meaning, sure,
Else (being urged so much) how should he choose,
But lend an oath to all this protestation ?

He is no puritan, that I am certain of.

What should I think of it ? urge him again,
And in some other form: 1 will do so.

Well, Piso, thou hast sworn not to disclose ; ay, you did swear ?

Pis. Not yet, sir, but I will, so please you.
Tho. Nay, I dare take thy word.

But if thou wilt swear, do aa you think good.
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I am resolved without auch circumstance.

Pis. By my soul's safety, sir, I here protest.

My tongue shall ne'er take knowledge of a word
Deliver'd me in compass of your trust.

Tho. Enough, enough, these ceremonies need not,
I know thy faith to be as firm as brass.

Piso, come hither: nay, we must be close

In managing these actions: So it is,

(Now he has sworn I dare the safelier speak;)
I have of late by divers observations—
But, whether his oath be lawful, yea, or no? ha!

I will ask counsel ere I do proceed:
Piso, it will be now too long to stay.
We'll spy some titter time soon, or to-morrow.

Pis. At your pleasure, sir.

Tho. I pray j'ou search the books 'gainst I return
For the receipts 'twixt me and Platano.

Pis. I will, sir.

Tho. And hear you : if my brother Prospero
Chance to bring hither any gentlemen
Ere I come back, let one straight bring me word.

Pis. Very well, sir.

Tho. Forget it not, nor be not you out of the way.
Pis. I will not, sir.

Tho. Or whether he come or no, if any other.

Stranger or else: fail not to send me word.

Pis. Yes, sir.

Tho. Have care, I pray you, and remember it.

Pts. I warrant you, sir.

Tho. But, Piso, this is not the secret I told thee of.

Pis. No, sir, I suppose so.

Tho. Nay, believe me, it is not.

Pis. I do beUeve you, sir.

Tho. By heaven it is not, that's enough.

Marry, I would not thou should'st utter it to any creature living.
Yet I care not.

Well, I must hence: Piso, conceive thus much,
No ordinary person could have drawn
So deep a secret from me; I mean not this,

But that 1 have to tell thee: this is nothing, this.

Piso, remember, silence, buried here:

No greater hell than to be slave to fear. [Exit Tho,

Pis. Piso, remember, silence, buried here:

Whence should this flow of passion (trow) take head? ha!

Faith, I'll dream no longer of this running humour.
For fear I sink, the violence of the stream

Already hath transported me so far

That I can feel no ground at all: but soft, [Enter Cob.

Oh, it's our water-bearer: somewhat has crost him now.

Cob. Fasting days: what t^sll you me of your fasting days?
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would they were all on a light fire for me: they say the world shall

be consumed with fire and brimstone in the latter day: but I would
we had these ember weeks and these villainous Fridays burnt in

the mean time, and then—
Pis. Why, how now. Cob I what moves thee to this choler, ha ?

Cob. Collar, sir? 'swounds, I scorn your collar, I, sir, am no
collier's horse, sir, never ride me with your collar, an you do, I'll

shew you a jade's trick.

Pis. Oh, you'll slip your head out of the collar: why. Cob, you
mistake me.

Cob, Nay, I have my rheum, and I be angry as well as another,
sir.

Pis. Thy rheum ? thy humour, man, thou miatakest.

Cob. Humour? mack, I think it be so indeed: what is this

humour ? it's some rare thing, I warrant.
Pis. Marry, I'll tell thee what it is (as 'tis generally received in

these days): it is a monster bred in a man by self-love and affecta-

tion, and fed by folly.

Cob. Row ? must it be fed ?

Pis. Oh ay, humour is notliing if it be not fed, why, didst thou
never hear of that ? it's a common phrase. Feed my humour.

Cob. I'll none on it: humour, avaunt, I know you not, be gone.
Let who will make hungry meals for you, it shall not be I: Feed

you, quoth he ? 'sblood, I have much ado to feed myself, especially
on these lean rascal days too, an't had been any other day but a

fasting day: a plague on them all for me: by this light, one might
have done God good service and have drown'd them all in the flood

two or three hundred thousand years ago, oh, I do stomach them
hugely: I have a maw now, an't were for Sir Bevis's horse.

Pis. Nay, but I pray thee. Cob, what makes thee so out of love

with fasting days ?

Cob. Marry, that that will make any man out of love with them,
I think: their bad conditions, an you will needs know: First, they
are of a Flemish breed, I am sure on't, for they raven up more
butter than all the days of the v/eek beside: next, they stink of

fish miserably: thirdly, they'll keep a man devoutly hungry all day,
and at night send him supperless to bed.

Pis. Indeed, these are faults, Cob.

Cob. Nay, an this were all, 'twere something, but they are the

only known enemies to my generation. A fasting day no sooner

comes, but my lineage goes to rack, poor Cobs, they smoke for it,

they melt in passion, and your maids too know this, and yet would
have me turn Hannibal, and eat my own fish and blood: my
princely coz, [pulls out a red herring.] fear nothing; I have not the
heart to devour you, an I might be made as rich as Golias : oh, that
I had room for my tears, I could weep salt water enough now to

preserve the Uves of ten thousand of my kin: but I may curse none
but these filthy Almanacks, for an 'twere not for them, these days
of persecution would ne'er be known. I'll be hang'd an some fish-

monger's son do not make on them, and puts in more fasting days
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tlian he 3hould do, because he would utter his father's dried stock-

fish.

Pis. 'Soul, peace, thou'lt be beaten like a stockfish else: here

is Signior Matheo. [Enter Matheo, Prospeko, Lorenzo junior,

BOBADILLA, StEPHANO, MuSCO.
Now must I look out for a messenger to my master.

[Exeunt Cob and Piso-

SCENE II,

Pros. Beshrew me, but it was an absolute good jest, and exceed-

ingly well carried.

Lor. ju. Ay, and our ignorance maintain'd it as well, did it not ?

Pros. Yes, faith, but was't possible thou should'st not know him ?

Lor. ju. 'Fore God, not I, an I might have been join'd patten
with one of the nine worthies for knowing him. 'Sblood, man, he

had so writhen himself into the habit of one of your poor Dispar-
view's here, your decayed, ruinous, worm-eaten gentlemen of the

round: such as have vowed to sit on the skirts of the city, let your
Provost and his half dozen of halberdiers do what they can; and
have translated begging out of the old hackney pace, to a fine easy
amble, and made it run as smooth off the tongue as a shove-groat

shilUng, into the likeness of one of these lean Pirgo's. had he moulded
himself so perfectly, observing every trick of their action, as varying
the accent: swearing with an emphasis. Indeed, all with so

special and exquisite a grace, that (hadst thou seen him) thou

would'st have sworn he might have been the Tamberlane, or the

Agamemnon on the rout.

Pros. Why, Musco, who would have thought thou hadst been
such a gallant?

Lor. ju. I cannot tell, but (unless a man had juggled begging
all his life time, and been a weaver of phrases from his infancy, for

the apparelling of it) I think the world cannot produce his rival.

Pros. Where got'st thou this coat, 1 marie ?

Mus. Faith, sir, I had it of one of the devil's near kinsmen, a

broker.

Pros. That cannot be, if the proverb hold, a crafty knave needs

no broker.

Mus. True, sir, but I need a broker, ergo, no crafty knave.
Pros. Well put oil, well put off.

Lor. ju. Tut, he has more of these shifts.

ilus. And yet where I have one, the broker has ten, sir. [Enter Pis.

Pis. Francisco, Martino, ne'er a one to be found now: what
a spite's this 7

Pros. How now, Piso ? is my brother within ?

Pis. No, sir, my master went forth e'en now, but Signior Giuliano

18 within. Cob, what. Cob ! Is he gone too ?

Pros. Whither went thy master ? Piso, canst thou tell 7

Pis. 1 know not, to Doctor CZewen^ 5, 1 think, sir. Cob. [Exit Pis.

Lor. ju. Doctor Clement, what's he? I have heard much speech
of him.
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Pros. Why, dost thou not know him? he is the Oonfaloniere of

the state here, an excellent rare civilian, and a great scholar, but
the only mad merry old fellow in Europe: I shewed him you the
other day.

Lor. ju. Oh, I remember him now; Good faith, and he hath a

very strange presence, methinks, it shews aa if he stood out of the
rank from other men. I have heard many of his jests in Padua;
they say he will commit a man for taking the wall of his horse.

Pros. Ay, or wearing his cloak on one shoulder, or any thing
indeed, if it come in the way of his humour.

Pis. Oaspar, Martino, Cob: 'Sheart, where should they be,
trow? {Enter Viso.

Bob. Signior Thordlo's man, I pray thee vouchsafe us the lighting
of this match.

Pis. A pox on your match, no time but now to vouchsafe?

Francisco, Cob. [Exit.
Bob. Body of me: here's the remainder of seven pound, since

yesterday was sevennight. It's your right Trinidado: did you
never take any, signior ?

Step. No, truly, sir; but I'll learn to take it now, since you
Bommend it so.

Bob. Signior, believe me (upon my relation) for what I tell you,
the world shall not improve. I have been in the Indies, (where this

herb grows) where neither myself nor a dozen gentlemen more (of

my knowledge) have received the taste of any other nutriment in

the world, for the space of one and twenty weeks, but tobacco only.
Therefore it cannot be but 'tis most divine. Further, take it in the

nature, in the true kind, so, it makes an antidote, that had you taken
the most deadly poisonous simple in all Florence it should expel it,

and clarify you with as much e^se as I speak. And for your green
wound, your Balsamum, and your are all mere gulleries, and
trash to it, especially your Trinidado: your iVtcofiaTi is good too: I

could say what I know of the virtue of it, for the exposing of rheums,
raw humours, crudities, obstructions, with a thousand of this kind;
but I profess myself no quack - salver. Only thus much; bj'

Hercules, 1 do hold it, and will affirm it (before any Prince in Europe)
to be the most sovereign and precious herb that ever the earth
tendered to the use of man.

Lor. ju. Oh, this speech would have done rare in an apothecary's
mouth. [Enter Piso and Cob.

Pis. Ay; close by Saint Anthony's: Doctor Clement's.

Cob. Oh, oh.

Bob. Where's the match I gave thee ?

Pis. 'Sblood, would his match, and he, and pipe, and all, were at

Sancto Domingo. [Exit.
Cob. By God's deins, I marie what pleasure or felicity they

have in taking this roguish tobacco; it's good for nothing but to
choke a man, and fill him full of smoke and embers: there were
four died out of one house last week with taking of it, and two
more the bell went for yesternight, one of them (they say) will
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ne'er escape it, he voided a bushel of soot yesterday, upward and
downward. By the stocks, an there were no wiser men than I, I'd

have it present death, man or woman, that should but deal with a

tobacco pipe; why, it will stifle them all in the end as many as

use it; it's little better than rat's-bane. [Exit Piso.

All. Oh, good Signior; hold, hold.

Bob. You base cullion, you.
Pis. Sir, here's your match; come, thou must needs be talking

too.

Cob. Nay, he will not meddle with his match, 1 warrant you;
well, it shall be a dear beating, an I live.

Bob. Do you prate ?

Lor. ju. Nay, good Signior, will you regard the humour of a fool ?

Away, knave.
Pros. Piso, get him away. [Exit Piso and Gob.

Bob. A whoreson filthy slave, a turd, an excrement. Body of

Ccpsar, but that I scorn to let forth so mean a spirit, I'd have stabb'd

him to the earth.

Pros. Marry, God forbid, sir.

Bob. By this fair heaven, I would have done it.

Step. Oh, he swears admirably: (by this fair heaven!) Body of

Coesar : 1 shall never do it, sure (upon my salvation). No, I have

not the right grace.
Mat. Signior, will you any ? By this air, the most divine tobacco

as ever I drunk.
Lor. ju. I thank you, sir.

Stej). Oh, this gentleman doth it rarely too, but nothing like the

other. By this air, as I am a gentleman : By Phoebus. [E.vit Bob.

Mus. Master, glance, glance: Signior Prospero. and Mat.

Step. As I have a soul to be saved, I do protest
—

Pros. That you are a fool.

Lor. ju. Cousin, will you any tobacco 7

Step. Ay, sir: upon my salvation.

Lor. ju. How now, cousin?

Step. 1 protest, as I am a gentleman, but no soldier indeed.

Pros. No, Signior, aa I remember, you served on a great horse,

last general muster.

Step. Ay, sir, that's true, cousin, may I awear as I am a soldier,

by that?
Lor. ju. Oh yes, that you may.
Step. Then as I am a gentleman, and a soldier, it is divine

tobacco.
Pros. But soft, where's Signior Mathe/j ? gone ?

Mus. No, sir, they went in here.

Proa. Oh, let's follow them: Signior Malheo is gone to salute his

mistress, sirrah, now thou shalt hear some of his verses, for he

never comes hither without some shreds of poetry: Come, Signior

Stephana. Musco.

Step. Musco ? where ? Is this Musco f

Lor. ju. Ay ; but peace, cousin, no words of it at any hand.
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Step. Not I, by this fair heaven, as I have a soul to be saved, by
Phabus.

Pros. Oh rare! your cousin's discourse is simply suited, all in

oaths.

Lor. ju. Ay, he lacks nothing but a httle light stuff, to draw them
out withal, and he were rarely fitted to the time. ^Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Enter Thorello vcith Cob.

Tho. Ha, how many are there, sayest thou ?

Cob. Marry, sir, your brother, Signior Prospero.
Tho. Tut, beside him : what strangers are there, man ?

Cob. Strangers? let me see, one, two; mass, I know not well,

there's so many.
Tho. How? so many?
Cob. Ay, there's some five or six of them at the most.
Tho. A swarm, a swarm ?

Spite of the devil, how they sting my heart!

How long hast thou been coming hither. Cob t

Cob. But a little while, sir.

Tho. Didst thou come running ?

Cob. No, sir.

Tho. Tut, then I am familiar with thy haste.

Ban to my fortunes: what meant I to marry 7

I that before was rank'd in such content.

My mind attired in smooth silken peace.

Being free master of mine own free thoughts,
And now become a slave ? what, never sigh,
Be of good cheer, man: for thou art a cuckold,
*Tis done, 'tis done: nay, when such flowing store.

Plenty itself falls in my -wife's lap.
The CornticopicB will be mine, I know. But, Cob,
What entertainment had they ? I am sure

My sister and my wife would bid them welcome, ha ?

Cob. Like enough: yet I heard not a word of welcome.
Tho. No, their lips were seal'd with kisses, and the voice

Drown'd in a flood of joy at their arrival.

Had lost her motion, state, and faculty.

Cob, which of them was't that first kiss'd my wife?

(My sister, I should say,) my wife, alas,

I fear not her: ha ? who was it, say'st thou ?

Cob. By my troth, sir, will you have the truth of it 7

Tho. Oh ay, good Cob: I pray thee.

Cob. God's my judge, I saw nobody to be kiss'd, unless they
would have kiss'd the post in the middle of the warehouse; for

there I left them all, at their tobacco, with a pox.
Tho. How ? were they not gone in then ere thou cam'st ?

Cob. Oh no, sir.

Tho. Spite of the devil, what do I stay here then ?

Cob, follow me. [Exit Tho.
Cob. Nay, soft and fair, I have eggs on the spit; I cannot go
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yet, sir: now am 1 for some divers reasons hammering, hammer-

ing revenge: oh, for three or four gallons of vinegar, to sharpen
my wits: Revenge, vinegar revenge, russet revenge; nay, an he
had not lien in my house, 'twould never have grieved me; but

being my guest, one that I'll be aworn my wife has lent him her

smock off her back, while his own shirt has been at washing: pawned
her neckerchers for clean bands for him : sold almost all my platters
to buy him tobacco; and yet to see an ingratitude \vretch strike

his host; well, I hope to raise up an host of furies for't: here

oomes M. Doctor. [Enter Doctor Clement, Lokenzo senior, Peto.
Clem. What's Signior Thorello gone ?

Pei. Ay, sir.

Clem. Heart of me, what made him leave us so abruptly 7 How
now, sirrah ; what make you here ? what would you have, ha ?

Cob. An't please your worship, I am a poor neighbour of your
worship's.

Clem. A neighbour of mine, knave 7

Cob. Ay, sir, at the sign of the Water-tankard, hard by the Green
Lattice: I have paid scot and lot there any time this eighteen years.

Clem. What, at the Green Lattice ?

Cob. No, sir: to the parish: marry, I have seldom scaped scot-

free at the Lattice.

Clem. So : but what business hath my neighbour ?

Cob. An't like your worsiiip, I am come to crave the peace of

your worship.
Clem. Of me, knave? peace of me, knave? did I e'er hurt thee?

did I ever threaten thee ? or wrong thee ? ha ?

Cob. No. God's my comfort, I mean your worship's warrant, for

one that hath wroag'd me, sir: his arms are at too much liberty, 1

would fain have them bound to a treaty of peace, an I could by any
means compass it.

Lor. Why, dost thou go in danger of thy life for him 7

Cob. No, sir; but I go in danger of my death everj' hour by his

means; an I die within a twelve-month and a day, I may swear,

by the laws of the land, that he kill'd me.
Clem. How ? how, knave 7 swear he kill'd thee 7 what pretext 7

what colour hast thou for that 7

Cob. Marry, sir, both black and blue, colour enough, I warrant

you, I have it here to shew your worship.
Clem. What is he that gave you this, sirrah 7

Cob. A gentleman in the city, sir.

Clem. A gentleman ? what call you him 7

Cob. Signior Bobadilla.

Clem. Good: But wherefore did he beat you, sirrah? how

began the quarrel 'twxt you ? ha: speak truly, knave, I advise you.
Cob. Marry, sir, because I spake against their vagrant tobacco,

as 1 came by them: for nothing else.

Clem. Ha, you speak against tobacco ? Peto, his name.

Pet. What's your name, sirrah ?

Cob. Oliver Cob, sir, set Oliver Cob, sir.
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Clem. Tell Oliver Cob he shall go to the jail.

Pet. Oliver Cob, meister Doctor says you shall go to the jail.

Cob. Oh, I beseech your worship, for God's love, dear master
Doctor.

Clem. Nay, God's precious! an such drunken knaves as you are

oome to dispute of tobacco once, I have done: away with him.
Cob. Oh, good master Doctor, sweet gentleman.
Lor. se. Sweet Oliver, would I could do thee any good; master

Doctor, let me intreat, sir.

Clem. WTiat? a tankard-bearer, a thread-bare rascal, a beggar, a

slave that never drunk out of better than piss-pot metal in his life,

and he to deprave and abuse the virtue of an herb so generally
received in the courts of princes, the chambers of nobles, the bowers
of sweet ladies, the cabins of soldiers: Peio, away with him, by
God's passion, I say, go to.

Cob. Dear master Doctor.
Lor. se. Alas, poor Oliver.

Clem. Peto: ay: and make him a warrant, he shall not go, I but
fear the knave.

Cob. O divine Doctor, thanks, noble Doctor, most dainty Doctor,
delicious Doctor. [Exeunt Peto with Cob.

Clem. Signior Lorenzo : God's pity, man.
Be merry, be merry, leave these dumps.

Lor. se. Troth, would I could, sir: but enforced mirth

(In my weak judgment) has no happy birth.

The mind, being once a prisoner unto cares.

The more it dreams on joy, the worse it fares.

A smiling look is to a heavy soul

As a gilt bias to a leaden bowl.
Which (in itself) appears most vile, being spent
To no true use; but only for ost«nt.

Clem. Nay, but, good Signior, hear me a word, hear me a word,
your cares are nothing; they are like my cap, soon put on, and
a« soon put off. What? your son is old enough to govern himself;
let him run his course, it's the only way to make him a staid man:
if he were an unthrift, a ruffian, a drunkard, or a licentious liver,
then you had reason: you had reason to take care: but being none
of these, God's passion, an I had twice so many cares as you have,
I'd drown them all in a cup of sack: come, come, I muse your
parcel of a soldier returns not all this while. {Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—Enter Gittliano, with Biancha.

Oiu. Well, sister, I tell you true: and you'll find it so in the end.
Bia. Alas, brother, what would you have me to do ? I cannot

help it; you see, my brother Prospero he brings them in here,

they are his friends.

Giu. His friends? his friends? 'sblood, they do nothing but
haunt him up and down like a sort of unlucky sprites, and tempt
him to all manner of villainy that can be thought of; well, by this
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light, a little thing would make me play the devil with some of them;
an't were not more for your husband's sake than any thing else,

I'd make the house too hot for them; they should say and swear,
hell were broken loose, ere they went. But by God's bread, 'tis

nobody's fault but yours; for an you had done as you might have

done, they should have been damn'd ere they should have come in,

e'er a one of them.
Bia. God's my life; did you ever hear the like? what a strange

man is this I could I keep out all them, think you 7 I should put

myself against half a dozen men, should I 7 Good faith, you'd
mad the patient'st body in the world, to hear you talk so, without

any sense or reason. [Enter Matheo with Hesperida, Bobadiixa,
Stephano, Lorenzo junior, Pbospero, Musco.

Hesp. Servant, (in troth) you are too prodigal of your wits'

treasure, thus to pour it forth upon so mean a subject as my worth.

Mat. You say well, you say well.

Giu. Hoyday, here is stuff.

Lor.ju. Oh, now stand close; pray God she can get him to read it.

Pros. Tut, fear not: I warrant thee he will do it of himself with

much impudency.
Hes. Servant, what is that same, I pray you 7

Mat. Marry, an Elegy, an Elegy, an odd toy.
Ghi. Ay, to mock an ape withal. O Jesu.

Bia. Sister, I pray you let's hear it.

Mat. Mistress, I'll read it, if you please.
Hes. 1 pray you do, servant.

Giu. Oh, here's no foppery. 'Sblood, it frets me to the gall to

think on it. [Exit.

Pros. Oh ay, it is his condition, peace: we are fairly rid of him.

Mat. Faith, I did it in an humour: I know not how it is, but

please you come near, signior: this gentleman hath- judgment, he

knows how to censure of a 1 pray you, sir, you can judge.

iStep. Not I, sir : as I have a soul to be saved, as I am a gentleman.
Lor. ju. Nay, it's well; so long as he doth not forswear himself.

Bob. Signior, you abuse the excellency of your mistress and her

fair sister. Fie, while you live avoid this prolixity.
Mat. I shall, sir ; well, incipere duke.

Lor. ju. How, incipere dulce ? a sweet thing to be a fool indeed.

Pros. What, do you take incipere in that sense ?

Lor. ju. You do not, you? 'Sblood, this was your villainy to

gull him with a motte.

Pros. Oh, the benchers' phrase: paum verba, pauca verba.

Mat. Rare creature, let me speak without offence.

Would God my rude words had the influence

To rule thy tJwughts, as thy fair looks do mine.
Then shouldst thou he his prisoner, who is thine.

Lor. ju. 'Sheart, this is in Hero and Leander !

Pros. Oh ay: peace, we shall have more of thia.

Mat. Be not unkind and fair : misshapen stuff

la ofbeliaviour boisterous and rough :
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How like you that, Sigriior? 'sblood, he shakes his head like a

bottle, to feel an there be any brain in it.

Mat. But observe the catastrophe now,
And I in duty will exceed all other.

As you in beauty do excel love's mother.

Lot. ju. Well, I'll have him free of the brokers, for he utters

nothing but stolen remnants.
Pros. Nay, good critic, forbear.

Lor. ju. A pox on him, hang him, filching rogue, steal from the
dead 7 it's worse than sacrilege.

Proa. Sister, what have you here? verses ? I pray you let's see.

Bia. Do you let them go so Ughtly, sister ?

Hes. Yes, faith, when they come lightly.
Bia. Ay, but if your servant should hear you, he would take it

heavily.
Hes. No matter, he ia able to bear.

Bia. So are asses.

Hes. So is he.

Pros. Signior Matheo, who made these verses? they are excellent

good.
Mat. O God, sir, it's your pleasure to say so, sir.

Faith, I made them extempore this morning.
Pros. How extempore ?

Mat. Ay, would I might be damn'd else; ask Signior Bobadilla.
He saw me write them, at the—(pox on it) the Mitre yonder.
Mv^. Well, an the Pope knew he cursed the Mitre it were enough

to have him excommunicated all the taverns in the town.

Step. Cousin, how do you like this gentleman's verses ?

Lor. ju. Oh, admiiable, the best that ever I heard.

Step. By this fair heavens, they are admirable,
The best that ever I heard. [Enter Gixti-iano.

Giu. I am vext I can hold never a bone of me still,

'Sblood, I think they mean to build a Tabernacle here, well ?

Pros. Sister, you have a simple servant here, that crowns your
beauty with such encomiums and devices, you may see what it ia to

be the mistress of a wit that can make your perfections so trans-

parent, that every blear eye may look through them, and see him
drowned over head and ears in the deep well of desire. Sister

Biancha, I marvel you get you not a servant that can rhyme and
do tricks too.

Giu. O monster ! impudence itself ! tricks I

Bia. Tricks, brother ? what tricks ?

Hes. Nay, speak, I pray you, what tricks ?

Bia. Ay, never spare any body here: but say, what tricks ?

Hes. Passion of my heart ! do tricks ?

Pros. 'Sblood, here's a trick vied, and revied: why, you mon-
keys, you! what a cater-wauling do you keepl has he not given
you rhymes, and verses, and tricks ?

Giu. Oh, see the devil !

Pros. Nay, you lamp of virginity, that take it in snuff so: come
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and cherish this tame poetical fury in your servant, you'll be begg'd
else shortly for a concealment: go to, reward his muse, you
cannot give him less than a shilling in conscience, for the book he
had it out of cost him a teston at the least. How now, gallants,

Lorenzo, Signior Bohadilla ! what, all sons of silence 7 no spirit.
Criu. Come, you might practise your rulfian tricks somewhere else,

and not here, I wiss: this is no tavern, nor no place for such

exploits.
Pros. 'Sheart, how now !

Gin. Nay, boy, never look askance at me for the matter; I'll

tell you of it, by God's bread, ay, and you and your companions
mend yourselves when I have done.

Pros. My companions ?

Oiu. Ay, your companions, sir, so I say ! 'Sblood, I am not

afraid of you nor them neither, you must have your poets, and

your cavaliers, and your fools follow you up and down the city,
and here they must come to domineer and swagger ? sirrah, you
ballad-singer, and slops, your fellow there, get you out; get you
out: or (by the will of God) I'll cut off your ears, go to.

Pros. 'Sblood, stay, let's see what he dare do: cut off his ears;

you are an ass, touch any man here, and by the Lord 111 run my
rapier to the hilts in thee.

Giu. Yea, that would I fain see, boy.
Bia. O Jesu ! Piso ! Matheo I murder !

Hes. Help, help, Piso !

[They all draw, enter Piso and some more of the house to part

them, the women make a great cry.

Lor. ju. Gentlemen, Prospero, forbear, I pray you.
Bob. Well, sirrah, you Holofernes : by my hand, I will pink thy

flesh full of holes with my rapier for this, I will, by this good
heaven: nay, let him come, let him come, gentlemen, by the body of

St. George, I'll not kill him. [They offer to fight again, and are parted.
Pis. Hold, hold, forbear.

Giu. You whoreson, bragging coistril. [Enter Thorelx.0.

Tho. Why, how now? what's the matter? what stir is here?

Whence springs this quarrel ? Piso, where is he t

Put up your weapons, and put off thi.'^ rage.

My wife and sister, they are cause of this.

What, Piso ? where is this knave 1

Pis. Here, sir.

Pros. Come, let's go: this is one of my brother's ancient humours,
this.

Step. 1 am glad nobody was hurt by this ancient humour.

[Exit Prospero, Lorenzo ju., Musco, Stephano, Bobadilla, Matheo.

Tho. Why, how now, brother, who enforced this brawl ?

Giu. A sort of lewd rake-hells, that care neither for God nor the

devil. And they must come here to read ballads and roguery, and
tra^h. I'll mar the knot of them ere I sleep, perhaps; especially

Signior Pilhagoras. he that's all manner of shapes: and songs and

sonnets, his fellow there.
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Hes. Brother, indeed you are too violent.

Too sudden in your courses, and you know
My brother Prospero's temper will not bear

Any reproof, chiefly in such a presence.
Where every slight disgrace he should receive,

Would wound him in opinion and respect.
Giu. Respect ? what talk you of respect 'mongst such

As had neither spark of manhood nor good manners 7

By God I am ashamed to hear you: respect? ^Ezit.
Hes. Yes, there was one a civil gentleman,

And very worthily demeaned himself.

Tho. Oh, that was some love of yours, sister.

Hes. A love of mine? i' faith, I would he were
No other's love but mine.

Bia. Indeed, he seem'd to be a gentleman of an exceeding fair

disposition, and of very excellent good parts.

[Ezii Hesperid-a, Biancha.
Tho. Her love, by Jesu: my wife's minion,

Fair disposition ? excellent good parts ?

'Sheart, these phrases are intolerable.
Good parts ? how should she know his parts 7 well, well,

It is too plain, too clear: Piso, come hither.

What, are they gone ?

Pis. Ay, sir, they went in.

Tho. Are any of the gallants within 7

Pis. No, sir, they are all gone.
Tho. Art thou sure of it ?

Pis. Ay, sir, I can assure you.
Tho. Pisa, what gentleman was that they praised so ?

Piso. One they call him Signior Lorenzo, a fair young gentleman,
sir.

Tho. Ay, I thought so : my mind gave me as much :

'Sblood, I'll be hang'd if they have not hid him in the house,
Some where, I'll go search, Piso, go with me.
Be true to me and thou shalt find me bountiful. [^Exeunt.

SCENE M.—Enter Cob, to him Teb.

Cob. What, Tib, Tib, I say.
Tib. How now, what cuckold is that knocks so hard 7 Oh,

husband, is't you ? What's the news ?

Cob. Nay, you have stunn'd me, i' faith; you have given me a

knock on the forehead will stick by me: cuckold? 'Swounds,
cuckold 7

Tib. Away, you fool, did I know it was you that knock'd?
Come, come, you may call me as bad when you list.

Cob. May I ? 'swounds, Tib, you are a whore.
Tib. 'Sheart, you Ue in your throat.

Cob. How, the lie? and in my throat too? do you long to be
etabb'd, ha?

Tib. WTiy, you are no soldier ?

I—C489



38 Ben Jonson's Plays

Cob. Mass. that's true, when was Bobadilla here? that rogue,
that slave, that fencing Burg^dlion ? I'll tickle him, i'faith.

Tih. Why, what's the matter ?

Coh. Oh, he hath basted me rarely, sumptuously: but I have it

here will sauce him, oh, the doctor, the honestest old Trojan in

all Italy, 1 do honour thfc very flea of his dog: a plague on him, he

put me once in a villainous filthy fear: marry, it vanish'd away like

the smoke of tobacco: but I was smok'd soundly first, I thank the

devil, and his good angel my guest: well, wife, or Tib, (which you
will) get you in, and lock the door, I charge you; let nobody into

you, not Bobadilla himself, nor the devil in his likeness; you are a

woman; you have flesh and blood enough in you; therefore be not

tempted; keep the door shut upon all comers.

Tib. I warrant you there shall nobody enter here without my
consent.

Cob. Nor with your consent, sweet Tib, and so I leave you.
Tib. It's more than you know, whether you leave me so.

Cob. How?
Tib. Why, sweet.

Cob. Tut, sweet or sour, thou art a flower.

Keep close thy door, I ask no more. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.—Enter Lobenzo jun., Peospkro, SxEPHA^fo, Musco.

Lor. ju. Well, Mu^co, perform this business happily,
And thou makest a conquest of my love for ever.

Pros. I'faith, now let thy spirits put on their best habit.

But at any hand remember thy message to my brother.

For there's no other means to start him.

Mus. I warrant you, sir, fear nothing; I have a nimble soul that

hath waked all my imaginative forces by this time, and put them
in true motion: what you have possest me withal, I'll discharge
it amply, sir. Make no question. \_Exit Musco.

Pros. That's well said, Musco: faith, sirrah, how dost thou

approve my wit in this device ?

Lor. ju. Troth, well, howsoever; but excellent if it take.

Pros. Take, man: why, it cannot choose but take, if the circum-

stances miscarry not, but tell me zealously: dost thou afiect my
sister Hesperida, as thou pretendest ?

Lor. ju. Prospero, by Jesu.

Pros. Come, do not protest, I beUeve thee: i'faith, she is a virgin

of good ornament, and much modesty, unless I conceived very

worthily of her, thou shouldest not have her.

Lor. ju. Nay, I think it a question whether I shall have her for

all that.

Pros. 'Sblood, thou shalt have her, by this light, thou shalt!

Lor. ju. Nay, do not swear.

Pros. By St. Mark, thou shalt have her: I'll go fetch her pre-

sently, 'point but where to meet, and by this hand, I'll bring her!

Lor. ju. Hold, hold, what, all policy dead ? no prevention of

mischiefs stirring.
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Pros. Why, by—what shall I swear by ? thou shalt have her, by

my soul.

Lor. ju. I pray thee have patience, I am satisfied: Prospero,
omit no offered occasion that may make my desires complete, I

beseech thee.

Pros. I warrant thee. [Exeunt.

ACT IV

SCENE I.—Enter Lorenzo sen., Peto, meeting Musco.

Peto. Was your man a soldier, sir ?

Lor. se. Ay, a knave, I took him up begging upon the way.
This morning as I was coming to the city.
Oh! here he is; come on, you make fair speed:
Why, where in God's name have you been so long ?

Mus. Marry, (God's my comfort) where I thought I should have
had little comfort of your worship's service.

Lor. se. How so ?

Mus. God, sir ! your coming to the city, and your entertain-
ment of men, and your sending me to watch; indeed, all the cir-

cumstances are as open to your son as to yourself.
Lor. se. How should that be ? unless that villain ilf«5co

Have told him of the letter, and discovered
AH that I strictly charged him to conceal ? 'tis so.

Mus. I' faith, you have hit it: 'tis so indeed.

Lor. se. But how should he know thee to be my man ?

Mus. Nay, sir, I cannot tell ; unless it were by the black art ? is

not your son a scholar, sir ?

Lor. se. Yes; but I hope his soul ia not allied

To such a devilish practice: if it were,
I had just cause to weep my part in him,
And curse the time of his creation.

But where didst thou find them, Portensio f

Mus. Nay, sir, rather you should ask where they found me ? for

I'll be sworn I was going along in the street, thinking nothing, when
(of a sudden) one calls, Signior Lorenzds man: another, he cries,
soldier : and thus half a dozen of them, till they had got me within

doors, where I no sooner came, but out flies their rapiers and all

bent against my breast, they swore some two or three hundred
oaths, and all to tell me I was but a dead man, if I did not confess
where you were, and how I was employed, and about what; which,
when they could not get out of me, (as God's my judge, they should
have kill'd me first,) they lock'd me up into a room in the top of a
house, where, by great miracle, (having a light heart) I slid down
by a bottom of packthread into the street, and so scaped: but,
master, thus much I can assure you, for I heard it while I was
lock'd up: there were a great many merchants and rich citizens'

wives with them at a banquet, and your son, Signior Lorenzo, has

'pointed one of them to meet anon at one Cob^s house, a water-
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bearer's, that dwells by the wall: now there you shall be sure to

take him: for fail he will not.

Lor. se. Nor will I fail to break this match, 1 doubt not;

Well, go thou along with master Doctor's man,
And stay there for me; at one CoVs house, say'st thou 7 \^Exxt.

Mu«. Ay, sir, there you shall have him: when can you tell?

Much wench, or much son: 'sblood, when he has stay'd there

three or four hours, travelling with the expectation of somewhat;
and at the length be delivered of nothing: oh, the sport that I

should then take to look on him if I durst; but now I mean to

appear no more afore him in this shape: I have another trick to act

yet; oh, that I were so happy aa to light upon an ounce now of

this Doctor's clerk: Gk>d save you, sir.

Peto. I thank you, good sir.

Mus. I have made you stay somewhat long, sir.

Peio. Not a whit, sir, I pray you what, sir, do you mean 7 you
have been lately in the wars, sir, it seems.

Mus. Ay, marry have I, sir.

Peto. Troth, sir, I would be glad to bestow a bottle of wine on

you, if it please you to accept it.

Mus. O Lord, sir.

Peto. But to hear the manner of your services, and your devices

in the wai^, they say they be very strange, and not like those a

man reads in the Roman histories.

Mus. O God, no, sir, why, at any time when it please you, I

shall be ready to discourse to you what I know: and more too

somewhat.
Peto. No better time than now, sir, we'll go to the Mermaid:

there we shall have a cup of neat wine, I pray you, sir, let me
request you.
Mus. I'll follow you, sir, he ia mine own, i'faith. [Exeutd.

Enter Bobadilla, Lorenzo jun., Matheo, Stephano.
Mat. Signior, did you ever see the like clown of him where we

were to-day: Signior Prosperous brother? I think the whole earth

cannot shew his like, by Jesu.

Lor. ju. We were now speaking of him, Signior Bobadillo tells me
he is fallen foul of you too.

Mat. Oh ay, sir, he threatened me with the bastinado.

Bob. Ay, but I think I taught you a trick this morning for that.

You shall kill him without all question, if you be so minded.
Mat. Indeed, it is a most excellent trick.

Bob. Oh, you do not give spirit enough to your motion; you
are too dull, too tardy: oh, it must be done like lightning, hay I

Mat. Oh, rare.

Bob. Tut, 'tis nothing an't be not done in a—
Lor. ju. Signior, did you never play with any of our masters here ?

Mat. Oh, good sir.

Bob. Nay, for a more instance of their preposterous humour,
there came three or four of them to me, at a gentleman's house,
where it was my chance to be resident at that time, to intreat my
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presence at their schools, and withal so much importuned me, that

(I protest to you as I am a gentleman) I was ashamed of their rude
demeanour out of all measure: well, I told them that to come to
a public school they should pardon me, it was opposite to my
humour, but if so they would attend me at my lodging, I protested
to do them what right or favour I could, as I was a gentleman, etc.

Lor. ju. So, sir, then you tried their skill.

Bob. Alas, soon tried: you shall hear, sir, within two or three

days after they came, and by Jesu, good Signior, beUeve me, 1

graced them exceedingly, shewed them some two or three tricks of

prevention hath got them since admirable credit, they cannot
deny this; and yet now they hate me, and why? because I am
excellent, and for no other reason on the earth.

Lor. ju. This is strange and vile as ever I heard.
Bob. I will tell you, sir, upon my first coming to the city, they

assaulted me some three, four, five, six of them together, as I have
walk'd alone in divers places of the city; as upon the Exchange, at

my lodging, and at my ordinary, where I have driven them afore
me the whole length of a street, in the open view of all our gallants,
pitying to hurt them, believe me; yet all this lenity will not depress
their spleen; they will be doing with the pismire, raising a hill a
man may spurn abroad with his foot at pleasure: by my soul, I
could have slain them all, but I deHght not in murder: I am loth
to bear any other but a bastinado for them, and yet I hold it good
policy not to go disarm'd, for though I be skilful, I may be sup-
pressed with multitudes.

Lor. ju. Ay, by Jesu, may you, sir, and (in my conceit) our whole
nation should sustain the loss by it, if it were so.

Bob. Alas, no: what's a peculiar man to a nation? not seen.
Lor. ju. Ay, but your skill, sir.

Bob. Indeed, that might be some loss, but who respects it? I
will tell you, Signior, (in private) I am a gentleman, and live here
obscure, and to myself; but were I known to the Duke (observe
me) I would undertake (upon my head and life) for the public
benefit of the state, not only to spare the entire lives of his subjects
in general, but to save the one half, nay, three parts of his yearly
charges, in holding wars generally against all his enemies; and how
will I do it, think you ?

Lor. ju. Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive.
Bob. Marry, thus, I would select nineteen more to myself,

throughout the land, gentlemen they should be of good spirit;
strong and able constitution, I would choose them by an instinct, a
trick that I have, and I would teach these nineteen the special
tricks, as your punto, your reverso, your staccato, your imbroccato,
your passado, your montanto, till they could all play very near or

altogether as well as myself. This done, say the enemy were forty
thousand strong: we twenty would come into the field the tenth of
March, or thereabouts, and would challenge twenty of the enemy;
they could not in their honour refuse the combat: well, we would
kill them: challenge twenty more, kill them; twenty more, kill



42 Ben Jonson's Plays

them; twenty more, kill them too; and thus would we kill every
man his twenty a day, that's twenty score; twenty score, that's

two hundred; two hundred a day, five days a thousand: forty
thousand; forty times five, five times forty, two hundred days kills

them all, by computation, and this will I venture my life to perform:
provided there be no treason practised upon us.

Lor. ju. Why, are you so sure of your hand at all times ?

Bob. Tut, never mistrust, upon my soul.

Lor. ju. Mass, I would not stand in Signior Oiuliano's state, then,
an you meet him, for the wealth of Florence.

Boh. Why, Signior, by Jesu, if he were here now, I would mit draw

my weapon on him, let this gentleman do his mind, but I will

bastinado him (by heaven) an ever I meet him.

Enter Giuliano and goes out again.
Mat. Faith, and I'll have a fling at him.

Lor. ju. Look, yonder he goes, I think.

Gin. 'Sblood, what luck have I, I cannot meet with these

bragging rascals.

Bob. It's not he: is it?

Lor. ju. Yes, faith, it is he.

Mat. I'll be hang'd then if that were he.

Lor. ju. Before God, it was he: you make me swear.

Step. Upon my salvation, it was he.

Bob. Well, had I thought it had been he, he could not have jrone

BO, but I cannot be induced to believe it was he yet. [Enter Gm.
Giu. Oh, gallant, have I found you? draw to your tools; draw,

or by God's will I'll thrash you.
Boh. Signior, hear me.
Giu. Draw your weapons then.

Bob. Signior, I never thought it till now: body of St. George, I

have a warrant of the peace served on me even now, as I came

along, by a water-bearer, this gentleman saw it, Signior Matheo.

Giu. The peace! 'Sblood, you will not draw?

[Matheo runs away. He beats him and disarms him.

Lor. ju. Hold, Signior, hold, under thy favour forbear.

Giu. Prate again as you like this, you whoreson cowardly rascal,

you'll control the point, you? your consort he is gone; had he
staid he had shared with you, in faith. [Exit Giuliano.

Boh. Well, gentlemen, bear witness, I was bound to the peace,

by Jesu.

Lor. ju. Why, and though you were, sir, the law allows you to

defend yourself; that's but a poor excuse.

Bob. I cannot tell ;
I never sustained the like disgrace I. by heaven) ;

sure I was struck with a planet then, for I had no power to touch

my weapon. [Exit.

Lor. ju. Ay, like enough; I have heard of many that have been

beaten under a planet; go, get you to the surgeon's, 'sblood,

an these be your tricks, your passados, and your montantos, I'll

none of them: God, that this age should bring forth such

creatures! come, cousin.
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Step. Mass, I'll have this cloak.

Lor. ju. God's will: it's Giuliano' a.

Step. Nay, but 'tis mine now, another might have ta'en it up
as well as I, I'll wear it, so I v/ill.

Lor. ju. How an he see it? he'll challenge it, assure yourself.
Step. Ay, but he shall not have it; I'll say I bought it.

Lor. ju. Advise you, cousin, take heed he give not you as much.

[Exeunt.
Enter Thorello, Prospero, Biancha, Hespertba.

Tho. Now trust me, Prospero, you were much to blame,T incense your brother and disturb the peace
, Of my poor house, for there be sentinels,

I That every minute watch to give alarms

j

Of civil war, without adjection

I Of your assistance and occasion.
\h>> Pros. No harm done, brother, I warrant you: since there ia no

harm done, anger costs a man nothing: and a tall man is never his

own man till he be angry, to keep his valour in obscurity, is to keep
himself as it were in a cloak- bag: what's a musician unless he

play? what's a tall man unless he fight? for indeed, all this my
brother stands upon absolutely, and that made me fall in with him
so resolutely.

Bia. Ay, but what harm might have come of it?

Proa. Might? so might the good warm clothes your husband
wears be poison'd for any thing he knows, or the wholesome wine
he drunk even now at the table.

Tho. Now, God forbid: O me! now I remember,
My wife drunk to me last; and changed the cup,
And bade me wear this cursed suit to-day.
See if God suffer murder undiscover'd !

I feel me ill ; give me some mithridate,
Some mithridate and oil ; good sister, fetch me,
Oh, I am sick at heart: I burn, I burn;
If you will save my life, go fetch it me.

Pros. Oh, strange humour, my very breath hath poison'd him.
Hea. Good brother, be content, what d6 you mean?

The strength of these extreme donceits will kill you.
Bia. Beshrew your heart-blood, brother Prospero,

For putting such a toy into his head.
Pros. Is a fit simile a toy ? will he be poison'd with a simile ?

Brother Thorello, what a strange and vain imagination is this?
For shame be wiser, on my soul there's no such matter.

Tho. Am I not sick? how am I then not poison'd?
Am I not poison'd? how am I then so sick?

Bia. If you be sick, your own thoughts make you sick.

Proa. His jealousy is the poison he hath taken.

Enter Mtjsco like the doctor's man.
Mus. Signior Thorello, my master. Doctor Clement, salutes yoa,

and desires to speak with you, with all speed possible.
Tho. No time but now ? well, I'll wait upon his worship, Piso,

y
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Cob, I'll seek them out, and set them sentinels till I return. Piao,

Cob, Piso. [Exit.
Pros. Musco, this is rare, but how got'st thou this apparel of the

Doctor's man ?

Mtis. Marry, sir. My youth would needs bestow the wine on me
to hear some martial discourse; where I so marshall'd him, that I

made him monstrous drunk, and because too much heat was the

cause of his distemper, I stript him stark naked as he lay along
asleep, and borrowed his suit to deliver this counterfeit message in,

leaving a rusty armour and an old brown bill to watch him till my
return: which shall be when I have pawn'd his apparel, and spent
the money perhaps.

Pros. Well, thou art a mad knave, Musco, his absence will be a

good subject for more mirth: I pray thee return to thy young
master Lorenzo, and will him to meet me and Hesperida at the

Friary presently: for here, tell him, the house is so stored with

jealousy, that there is no room for love to stand upright in: but
I'll use such means she shall come thither, and that I think will meet
best with his desires: Hie thee, good Musco.
Mus. I go, sir. [Exit.

Enter Thorello, to him Piso.

Tho. Ho, Piso, Cob, where are these villains, trow 7

Oh, art thou there ? Piso, hark thee here :

Mark what I say to thee, I must go forth;
Be careful of thy promise, keep good watch.
Note every gallant and observe him well.

That enters in my absence to thy mistress ;

If she would shew him rooms, the jest is stale,

Follow them, Piso, or else hang on him.
And let him not go after, mark their looks;
Note if she offer but to see his band,
Or any other amorous toy about him,
But praise his leg, or foot, or if she say,
The day is hot, and bid him feel ber hand.
How hot it is, oh, that's a monstrous thing:
Not« me all this, sweet Piso; mark their sighs.
And if they do but whisper, break them off,

I'll bear thee out in it: wilt thou do this?

Wilt thou be true, sweet Piso f

Pis. Most true, sir.

^rho. Thanks, gentle Piso : where is Cob ? now : Cob f

[Exit ThoreUcL

Bia. He's ever calling for Cob, I wonder how he employs Cob so.
|

Pros. Indeed, sister, to ask how he employs Cob is a necessary

question for you that are his wife, and a thing not very easy for

you to be satisfied in: but this I'll assure youjTCoft'a wife is an
excellent bawd indeed, and oftentimes your husband haunts her

house, marry, to what end I cannot altogether accuse him, imagine

you what you think convenient: but I have known fair hides have
foul hearts ere now, I can tell you.
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Bia. Never said you truer than that, brother! Piso, fetch your

cloke, and go with me, I'll after him presently: I would to Christ
I could take him there, i' faith. [Exeunt Piso and Biancha.

Pros. So let them go: this may make sport anon, now, my fair

sister Hesperida: ah, that you knew how happy a thing it were to

be fair and beautiful !

Hes. That toucheth not me, brother.

Pros. That's true: that's even the fault\nf it, for indeed beauty
stands a woman in\p stead, unless it procure her touching: but,

sister, whether it touch you or no, it touchesVour beauties, and I

am sure they will abidesthe touch, an they do not, a plague of all

ceruse, say I ! and it toiK^s me too in part, though not in thee.

Well, there's a dear and respited friend of mine, sifter, stands very
strongly affected towards you, and hath vowed to inflame whole
bonfires of zeal in his heart, in honour of your perfections. I have

already engaged my promise to bring you where you shall hear him
confirm much more than I am able to lay down for him: Signior
Lorenzo is the man: what say you, sister; shall I intreat so much
favour of you for my friend, as to direct and attend you to his

meeting? upon my soul, he loves you extremely, approve it,

sweet Hesperida, will you ?

Ues. Faith, I had very little confidence in mine own constancy,
if I durst not meet a man: but, brother Prospero, this motion of

yours savours of an old knight adventurer's servant, methinks.
Pros. What's that, sister ?

Hes. Marry, of the squire.
Pros. No matter, Hesperida, if it did, I would be such an one for

my friend, but say, will you go ?

Hes. Brother, I will, and bless my happy stars.

Enter Clement and Thokello.
Clem. Why, what villainy is this? my man gone on a false

message, and run away when he has done, why, what trick is

there in it, trow? 1, 2, 3. 4, and 5.

Tho. How I is my wife gone forth, where is she, sister ?

Hes. She's gone abroad with Piso.

Tho. Abroad with Piso ? Oh, that villain dors me,
He hath discovered all unto my wife.

Beast that I was to trust him: whither went she?
Hes. I know not, sir.

Pros. I'll tell you, brother, whither I suspect she's gone.
Tho. Whither, for God's sake ?

Pros. To CoVs house, I believe: but keep my counsel.

Tho. I will, I will, to Cob's house ? doth she haunt CoVs f I

She's gone a purpose now to cuckold me, \
With that lewd rascal, who to win her favour, 3
Hath told her all.

"

[Exit.
Clem. But did your mistress see my man bring him a message 7

Pros. That we did, master Doctor.

Clem. And whither went the knave ?

Pros. To the tavern, I think, sir.

I—*c^
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Clem. What, did Thorello give him any thing to spend for the

message he brought liim ? if he did I should commend my man's
wit exceedingly if he would make himself drunk with the joy of it,

farewell, lady, keep good rule, you two, I beseech you now: by
God's— ; marry, my man makes me laugh. [ExU.

Proa. What a mad doctor is this 1 come, sister, let's away.
[ExeuTii.

Enter Matheo and Bobadilla.
Mat. I wonder, Signior, what they will say of my going away, ha ?

Bob. Why, what should they say ? but as of a discreet gentleman.
Quick, wary, respectful of natures.
Fair lineaments, and that's all.

Mat. Why so, but what can they say of your beating 7

Bob. A rude part, a touch with soft wood, a kind of gross battery
used, laid on strongly: borne most patiently, and that's all.

Mat. Ay, but would any man have offered it inVenice ?

Bob. Tut, I assure you no: you shall have thave yonr Nobilis,

your Gentilezza, come in bravely upon your reverse, stand you close,

stand you firm, stand you fair, save j'^our retricato with his left leg,
come to the assaulto with the right, thrust with brave steel, defy
your base wood. But wherefore do I awake this remembrance ? I

was bewitch'd, by Jesu: but I will be revenged.
Mat. Do you hear, is't not best to get a warrant and have him

arrested, and brought before Doctor Clement ?

Bob. It were not amiss, would we had it. [Enter AIusco.

Mai. Why, here comes his man, let's si)eak to him.

Bob. Agreed, do you speak.
Mat. God save you. sir.

Mus. W^ith all my heart, sir.

Mat. Sir, there is one GiuUano hath abused this gentleman and

me, and we determine to make our amends by law, now if you
would do u.s the favour to procure us a warrant, for his arrest, of

your master, you shall be well considered, I assure i'faith, sir.

Mus. Sir, you know my service is m}' living, such favours as

these gotten of my master is his only preferment, and therefore you
must consider me as I may make benefit of my place.

Mat. How is that?
Mus. Faith, sir, the thing is extraordinary, and the gentleman

may be of great account: yet be what he will, if you will lay me
down five crowns in my hand, you shall have it, otherwise not.

Mat. How shall we do. Signior? you have no money.
Bob. Not a cross, by Jesu.

Mat. Nor I, before God, but two pence, left of my two shillings
in the morning for wine and cakes, let's give him some pawn.

Bob. Pawn ? we have none to the value of his demand.
Mat. O Lord, man, I'll pawn this jewel in ray ear, and you may

pawn your silk stockings, and pull up your boots, they will ne'er

be mist.

Bob. Well, an there be no remedy, I'll step aside and put them off.

Mat. Do you hear, sir ? we have no store of money at tliis time.
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but you shall have good pawns, look you, sir, this jewel and this

gentleman's silk stockings, because we would have it dispatch'd ere

we went to our chambers.
Mus. I am content, sir, I will get you the warrant presently.

What's his name, say you, Giuliano ?

Mat. Ay, ay, Giuliano.

Mus. What manner of man is he ?

Mat. A tall, big man, sir; he goes in a cloak most commonly of

eilk russet, laid about with russet lace.

Mus. 'Tis very good, sir.

Mat. Here, sir, here's my jewel.
Boh. And here are stockings.
Mus. Well, gentlemen, I'll procure this warrant presently, and

appoint you a varlet of the city to serve it, if you'll be upon the
Realto anon, the varlet shall meet you there.

Mat. Very good, sir, I wish no better. {Exeunt Boba. and Mat.
Mus. This is rare, now will I go pawn this cloak of the doctor's

man's at the broker's for a varlet's suit, and be the varlet myself,
and get either more pawns, or more money of Giuliano for my
arrest. {Exit.

ACT V
SCENE I.—Enter Lorenzo senior.

Lor. se. Oh, here it is, I am glad I have found it now.
Ho ! who is within here ? [Enter Tib.

Tih. I am within, sir, what's your pleasure ?

Lor. se. To know who is within besides yourself.
Tib. Why, sir, you are no constable, I hope ?

Lor. se. Oh, fear you the constable ? then I doubt not,
You have some guests within deserve that fear ;

I'll fetch him straight.
Tih. O' God's name, six.

Lor. se. Go to, tell me is not the young Lorenzo here ?

Tih. Young Lorenzo, I saw none such, sir, of mine honesty.
Lor. se. Go to, your honesty flies too lightly from you:

There's no way but fetch the constable.

Tih. The constable, the man is mad, I think. [Cla-ps to the door.
Enter Piso and Biancha.

Piso. Ho, who keeps house here ?

Lor. se. Oh, this is the female copes-mate of my son.
Now shall I meet him straight.

Bia. Knock, Piso, pray thee.

Pis. Ho, good wife. [Enter Tib
Tih. Why, what's the matter with you ?

Bia. Why, woman, grieves it you to ope your door ?

Belike you get something to keep it shut.

Tih. What mean these questions, pray ye ?

Bia. So strange you make it ! is not Thorello, my tried husband,
here?
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Lor. St. Her husband ?

Tib. I hope he needs not be tried here.

Bia. No, dame: he doth it not for need but pleasure.
Txh. Neither for need nor pleasure is he here.

Lor. se. This is but a device to balk me withal; Soft, who's

this? [JE'nier Thorello.

Bia. Oh, sir, have I forestall'd your honest market ?

Found your close walks T you stand amazed now, do you 7

I'faith (I am glad) I have smoked you yet at last;

What's yoiir jewel, trow? In: come, let's see her;

Fetch forth your housewife, dame; if she be fairer

In any honest judgment than myself,
I'll be content with it: but she is change.
She feeds you fat; she soothes your appetite,

And you are well : your wife, an honest woman.
Is meat twice sod to you, sir; Oh, you treachour.

Lor. se. She cannot counterfeit this palpably.
Tho. Out on thee, more than strumpet's impudency.

Steal'st thou thus to thy haunts 7 and have I taken

Thy bawd and thee, and thy companion.
This hoary-headed letcher, this old goat.

Close at your villainy, and would'st thou 'scuse it.

With this stale harlot's jeat, accusing me ?

Oh, old incontinent, dost thou not shame.
When all thy powers in chastity are spent,

To have a mind so hot ? and to entice

And feed the enticements of a lustful woman?
Bia. Out, I defy thee, I, dissembling wretch !

Tho. Defy me, strumpet ? ask thy pander here,

Can he deny it ? or that wicked elder.

Lor. se. Why, hear you, Signior ?

Tho. Tut, tut, never speak.

Thy guilty conscience will discover thee.

Lor. se. What lunacy is this that haunts this man? [Enter Grtr.

Oiu. Oh, sister, did you see my cloak ?

Bia. Not I, I see none.

Oiu. God's life, I have lost it then, saw you Hesperida ?

Tho. Hesperida ? is she not at home ?

Giu. No, she is gone abroad, and nobody can tell me of it at

home. \hxxi.

Tho. heaven ! abroad ? what Ught ! a harlot too !

Why ? why ? hark you, hath she, hath she not a brother ?

A brother's house to keep, to look unto ?

But she must fling abroad, my wife hath spoil'd her.

She takes right after her, she does, she does,

Well, you goody bawd and— [Enter CoB.

That make your husband such a hoddy-doddy;
And you, young apple squire, and old cuckold-maker,

I'll have you every one before the Doctor,

Nay, you shall answer it, I charge you go.
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Lot. at. Marry, with all my heart, I'll go willingly: how have I

wrong'd myself in coming here.

Bia. Go with thee? I'll go with thee to thy shame, 1 warrant
thee.

Cob. Why, what's the matter? what's here to do?
Tlw. What, Cob, art thou here? oh, I am abused.

And in thy house, was never man so wrong'd.
Cob. 'Slid, in my house? who wrong'd you in my house?
Thx). Marry, young lust in old, and old in young here.

Thy wife's their bawd, here have I taken them.
Cob. Do you hear ? did I not charge you keep your doors shut

here, and do you let them lie open for all comers, do you scratch ?

\Gob beats his wife.
Lor. se. Friend, have patience; if she have done wrong in this,

let her answer it afore the Magistrate.
Cob. Ay, come, you shall go afore the Doctor.
Tib. Nay, I will go, I'll see an you may be allowed to beat your

poor wife thus at every cuckoldly knave's pleasure, the devil and
the pox take you all for me: why do you not go now ?

Tho. A bitter quean, come, we'll have you tamed. [Exeunt.
Enter Musco alone.

Mus. Well, of all my disguises yet, now am I most hke myself,
being in this varlet's suit, a man of my present profession never
counterfeits till he lay hold upon a debtor, and says he rests him,
for then he brings him to all manner of unrest. A kind of little

kings we are, bearing the diminutive of a mace, made like a young
artichoke, that always carries pepper and salt in itself, well, I

know not what danger I undergo by this exploit, pray God I come
well off. [Enter Bobadilla and Mathbo.

Mat. See, I think yonder is the varlet.

Bob. Let's go in quest of him.
Mat. God save you, friend, are not you here by the appointment

of Doctor Clement's man ?

Mus. Yes, an't please you, sir; he told me two gentlemen had
will'd him to procure an arrest upon one Signior Giuliano by a
warrant from his master, which I have about me.

Mat. It is honestly done of you both; and see where he cornea

you must arrest; upon him, for God's sake, before he be 'ware.

Bob. Bear back, Matheo ! [Enter Stbphaso.
Mus. Signior Giuliano, I arrest you, sir, in the Duke's name.

Steip. Signior Giuliano ! am I Signior Giuliano ? I am one

Signior Steyhano, I tell you, and you do not well, by God's lid. to

arrest me, I tell you truly; I am not in your master's books, I

would you should well know; ay, and a plague of Grod on you for

making me afraid thus.

Mus. Why, how are you deceived, gentlemen?
Bob. He wears such a cloak, and that deceived ua.

But see, here a comes, officer, this is he. [Enter GroxiANO.
Giu. Why, how now, signior gull: are you a turn'd filcher of

late? come, deliver my cloak.
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Step. Your cloak, sir 7 I bought it even now in the market.

ilus. Signior Giuliano, I must arrest you, sir.

Giu. Arrest me, sir, at whose suit ?

Mtu. At these two gentlemen's.
Oiu. I obey thee, varlet; but for these villains—
Mu3. Keep the peace, I charge you, sir, in the Duke's name, sir.

Giu. What's the matter, varlet?

Mus. You must go before master Doctor Clement, sir, to answer

what these gentlemen will object against you, hark you, sir, I will

use vou kindly.
Mat. We'll be even with you, sir, come, Signior Bobadilla, we'll

go before and prepare the Doctor: varlet, look to him.

[Exeunt Bobadilla and Matheo.

Bob. The varlet is a tall man, by Jesu.

Giu. Away, you rascals, Signior, I shall have my cloak.

Step. Your cloak? I say once again, I bought it, and I'll keep it.

Giu. You will keep it?

Step. Ay, that I %vill.

Giu. Varlet, stay, here's thy fee, arrest him.

Mus. Signior Stephana, I arrest you.

Step. Arrest me! there, take your cloak: I'll none of it.

Giu. Nav, that shall not serve your turn, varlet, bring him away,

I'll go with thee now to the Doctor's, and carry liim along.

Step. \ATiy, is not here your cloak ? what would you have ?

Giu. I care not for that.

Mus. I pray you, sir.

Giu. Never" talk of it; I will have him answer it.

Mus. Well, sir, then I'll leave you, I'll take this gentleman's

word for his appearance, as I have done yours.

Giu. Tut. I'll have no words taken, bring him along to answer it.

Mus. Good sir, I pity the gentleman's case, here's your money

again.
Giu. God's bread, tell not me of my money, bring him away,

Mua. I warrant you, he will go with you of himself.

Giu. Yet more ado ?

Mus. I have made a fair mash of it.

Step. Must I go? [Exeuni.

Enter Doctor Clemext, Thorello, Lorenzo senior, Biaxcha,

Piso, TtB, a Servant or tux) of the Doctor's.

Clem. Nay, but stay, stay, give me leave; my chnir. sirrah;

you, Signior Lorenzo, say you went thither to meet your son.

Lor. se. Ay, sir.

Clem. But who directed you thither ?

Lor. se. That did my man, sir.

Clem. Where is he?

Lor. se. Nay, I know not now, I left him with your clerk,

And appointed him to stay here for me.

Clem. About what time was this?
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Lor. 86. Many, between one and two, aa I take it.

Clem. So, what time came my man with the message to you,
Signior Thorello ?

Tho. After two, sir.

Clem. Very good, but, lady, how that you were at Cob's, ha?
Bia. An't please you, sir, I'll tell you: my brother Prospero

told me that Cob's house was a suspected place.
Clem. So it appears, methinks; but on.

Bia. And that my husband used thither daily.
Clem. No matter, so he use himself well.

Bia. True, sir, but you know what grows by such haunts often-

times.

Clem. Ay, rank fruits of a jealous brain, lady: but did you find

your husband there in that case, as you suspected ?

Tho. I found her there, sir.

Clem. Did you so? that alters the case; who gave you know-

ledge of your wife's being there ?

Tho. Marry, that did my brother Prospero.
Clem. How, Prospero first tell her, then tell you after? Where

is Prospero ?

Tho. Gone with my sister, sir, I know not whither.

Clem. Why, this is a mere trick, a de\"ice; you are gulled in this

most grossly: alas, poor wench, wert thou beaten for this? how
now, sirrah, what's the matter? [Enter one of the Doctor's men.

Ser. Sir, there's a gentleman in the court without desires to speak
with your worship.

Clem. A gentleman? what's he?
Ser. A soldier, sir, he sayeth.
Clem. A soldier? fetch me my armour, my sword, quickly; a

soldier speak with me, why, when, knaves ?—come on, coiue on, hold

my cap there, so; give me my gorget, my sword; stand by, I

will end your matters anon; let the soldier enter, now, sir, what
have you to say to me ? [Enter Bobadilla and iilAXHEO.

Boh. By your worship's favour.

Clem. Nay, keep out, sir, I know not your pretence, you send
me word, sir, you are a soldier, why, sir, you shall be answered
here, here be them have been amongst soldiers. Sir, your pleasure.

Boh. Faith, sir, so it is: this gentleman and myself have been
most violently wronged by one Signior Giuliano: a gallant of the

city here; and for my own part, I protest, being a man in no sort

given to this filthy humour of quarrelling, he hath assaulted me in

the way of my peace, despoiled me of mine honour, disarmed me
of my weapons, and beaten me in the open streets: when I not so
much as once offered to resist him.

Clem. Oh, God's precious, is this the soldier? here, take my
armour quickly, 'twill make him swoon, I fear; he is not fit to look
on't that will put up a blow. [Enter Servant.

Mat. An't please your worship, he was bound to the peace.
Clem. Whv, an he were, sir, his hands were not bound, were

they ?
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Ser. There ia one of the varlets of the city has brought two

gentlemen here upon arrest, sir.

Clem. Bid him come in, set by the picture.
Enter Mcsco with GnjLiANO and Stephano.

Now, sir, what! Signior Oiuliarw? is't you that are arrested at

signior freshwater's suit here?

Giu. I'faith, master Doctor, and here's another brought at my
suit.

Clem. What are you, sir?

Step. A gentleman, sir; oh, uncle?
Clem. Uncle ? who, Lorenzo ?

Lor. se. Ay, sir.

Step. God's my witness, my uncle, I am wrong'd here monstrously;
he chargeth me with stealing of his cloak, and would I might never

stir, if I did not find it in the street by chance.

Giu. Oh, did you find it now ? you said you bought it erewhile.

Step. And you said I stole it, nay, now my uncle is here I care not.

Clem. Well, let this breathe awhile; you that have cause to

complain there, stand forth ; had you a warrant for this arrest ?

Boh. Ay, an't please your worship.
Clem. Nay, do not speak in passion so, where had you it ?

Boh. Of your clerk, sir.

Clem. That's well, an my clerk can make warrants, and my hand
not at them ;

where is the warrant ? varlet, have you it ?

Mus. No, sir, your worship's man bid me do it for these gentle-

men, and he would be my discharge.
Clem. Why, Signior Giuliano, are you such a novice to be arrested

and never see the warrant ?

Giu. Why, sir, he did not arrest me.
Clem. No ? how then ?

Giu. Marry, sir, he came to me and said he must arrest me, and
he would use me kindly, and so forth.

Clem. Oh, God's pity, was it so, sir? he must arrest you.
Give me my long sword there; help me off, so; come on, sir varlet,

I must cut off your legs, sirrah; nay, stand up, I'll use you kindly;
I must cut off your legs, I say.
Mus. Oh, good sir, I beseech you, nay, good master Doctor.

Oh, good sir.

Clem. I must do it; there is no remedy;
I must cut off j'our legs, sirrah.

I must cut off your ears, you rascal, I must do it;

I must cut off your nose, I must cut off 3'our head.

Mus. Oh, for God's sake, good master Doctor.

Clem. Well, rise; how dost thou now? dost thou feel thyself
well ? hast thou no harm ?

J/ws. No, I thank God, sir, and your good worship.
CUm. Why so ? I said I must cut off thy legs, and I must cut off

thy arms, and I must cut off thy head; but I did not do it so:

you said you must arrest this gentleman, but you did not arrest

him, you knave, you slave, you rogue, do you say you must arrest.
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sirrah? away with him to the jail, I'll teach you a trick for your
must.
Mus. Good master Doctor, I beseech you be good to me.
Clem. Marry o' God : away with him, I say.
Mus. Nay, 'sblood, before I go to prison, I'll put on my old

brazen face, and disclaim in my vocation: I'll discover, that's flat,

an I be committed, it shall be for the committing of more villainies

than this, hang me an I lose the least grain of my fame.
Clem. Why? when, knave? by God's marry, I'll clap thee by

the heels too.

Mus. Hold, hold, I pray you.
Clem. What's the matter? stay there.

Mus. Faith, sir, afore I go to this house of bondage, I have a
case to unfold to your worship: which (that it may appear more
plain unto your worship's view) I do thus first of all uncase, and
appear in mine own proper nature, servant to this gentleman: and
known by the name of Musco.

Lor. se. Ha, Musco !

Step. Oh, uncle, Musco has been •with my cousin and I all this day.
Clem. Did not I tell you there was some device ?

Mus. Nay, good master Doctor, since I have laid myself thus

open to your worship, now stand strong for me, till the progress of

my tale be ended, and then if my wit do not deserve your coun-

tenance, 'slight, throw it on a dog, and let me go hang myself.
Clem. Body of me, a merry knave, give me a bowl of sack,

Signior Lorenzo, I bespeak your patience in particular, marry, youi
ears in general, here, knave. Doctor Clement drinks to thee.

Mus. I pledge master Doctor an't were a sea to the bottom.
Clem. Fill his bowl for that, fill his bowl: so, now speak freely.
Mus. Indeed, this is it will make a man speak freely. But to the

point, know then that I, Musco, (being somewhat more trusted of

my master than reason required, and knowing his intent to Florence, )

did assume the habit of a poor soldier in wants, and minding by
some means to intercept his journey in the midway, 'twixt the

grange and the city, I encountered him, where begging of him in
the most accomplished and true garb, (as they term it) contrary to
all expectation, he reclaimed me from that bad course of life;

entertained me into his service, employed me in his business,

possest me with his secrets, which I no sooner had received, but

(seeking my young master, and finding him at this gentleman's
house) I revealed all most amply; this done, by the device of

Signior Prospero and him together, I returned (as the raven did to
the ark) to mine old master again, told him he should find his son
in what manner he knows, at one Cob's house, where indeed he
never meant to come; now my master, he to maintain the jest,
went thither, and left me with your worship's clerk, who, being of
a most fine supple disposition, (as most of your clerks are) proffers
me the wine, which I had the grace to accept very easily, and to
the tavern we went: there after much ceremony, T made him drunk
in kindness, stript him to his shirt, and leaving him in that cool
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vein, departed, froliok, courtier-like, having obtained a suit: which
suit fitting me exceedingly well, I put on, and usurping your man's

phrase and action, carried a message to Signior Thorelh in your
name; which message was merely devised but to procure his

absence, while Signior Prospero might make a conveyance of

Flesptrida to my master.

Clem. Stay, fill me the bowl again, here; 'twere pity of hia life

would not cherish such a spirit: I drink to thee, fill him wine,

why, now do you perceive the trick of it ?

Tho. Ay, ay, perceive well we were all abused.
Lor. St. Well, what remedy?
ClRm. Where is Lorenzo and Prospero, canst thou tell ?

Mus. Ay, sir, they are at supper at the Mermaid, where I left your
man.

Clem. Sirrah, go warn them hither presently before me, and if

the hour of your fellow's resurrection be come, bring him too. But
forward, forward, when thou hast been at Thorello's. [Exit Servant.

Mus. Marry, sir, coming along the street, these two gentlemen
meet me, and very strongly supposing me to be your worship's
scribe, entreated me to procure them a warrant for the arrest of

Signior Giuliano, I promised them, upon some pair of silk stockings
or a jewel, or so, to do it, and to get a varlet of the city to serve

it, which varlet I appointed should meet them upon the Realto at

such an hour, they no sooner gone, but I, in a mere hope of more
gain by Signior Giuliano, went to one of Satan'' s old ingles, a broker,
and there pawned your man's livery for a varlet's suit, which here,
with myself, I ofier unto your worship's consideration.

Clem. Well, give me thy hand; Proh. superi ingenium magnum
quis noscit Homerum. Illias ceternum si latuisset opus ? I admiie
thee, I honour thee, and if thy master or any man here be angry
with thee, I shall suspect his wit while I know him for it: do you
hear, Signior Thorello, Signior Lorenzo, and the rest of my good
friends, I pray you let me have peace when thej' come, I have sent

for the two gallants and Hesperida, God's marry, I must have

you, friends, how now ? what noise is there ?

Enter Servant, then Peto.
Ser. Sir, it is Peto is come home.
Clem. Peto, bring him hither, bring liim hither, what, how

now, signior drunkard, in arms against me, ha? your reason,

your reason for this.

Pet. I beseech your worship to pardon me.
Clem. Well, sirrah, tell him I do pardon him.

Pei. Truly, sir, I did happen into bad company by chance, and

they cast me in a sleep and stript me of all my clothes.

Clem. Tut, this is not to the purpose touching your armour, what

might your armour signify ?

Pet. Marry, sir, it hung in the room where they stript me, and I

borrowed it of one of the drawers, now in the evening, to come home
in, because I was loth to come through the street in my shirt.
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Enter Lorenzo junior, Pbospero, Hesperida.

Clem. Well, disarm him, but it's no matter, let him stand by:
•who be these? oh, young gallants; welcome, welcome, and you,
lady, nay, never scatter such amazed looks amongst us. Qui nil

potest sperare desperet nihil.

Pros. Faith, master Doctor, that's even I, my hopes are small,
and my despair shall be as little. Brother, sister, brother, what,
cloudy, cloudy ? and will no sunshine on these looks appear ? well,
since there is such a tempest toward, I'll be the porpoise, I'll dance:

wench, be of good cheer, thou hast a cloak for the rain yet, where
is he? 'Sheart, how now, the picture of the prodigal, go to,

I'll have the calf drest for you at my charges.
Lor. se. Well, son Lorenzo, this day's work of yours hath much

deceived my hopes, troubled my peace, and stretch'd my patience
further than became the spirit of duty.

Clem. Nay, God's pity, Signior Lorenzo, you shall urge it no more:
come, since you are here, I'll have the disposing of all, but first,

Signior Oiulinno, at m}' request take your cloak again.
Oiu. Well, sir, I am content.

Clem. Stay, now let me see, oh, signior snow-liver, I had almost

forgotten him, and your Genius there, what, doth he suffer for a

good conscience too ? doth he bear his cross with patience ?

Mus. Nay, they have scarce one cross between them both to bear.

Clem. Why, dost thou know him ? what is he ? what is he ?

Mus. Marry, search his pocket, sir, and he'll shew you he is an
author, sir.

Clem. Die mihi musa virum: are you an author, sir? give me
leave a little, come on, sir, I'll make verses with you now in honour
of the gods and the goddesses for what you dare extempore; and
now I begin.

Mount thee my Phlegon muse, and testify.
How Saturn sitting in an ebon cloud.

Disrobed his podex, white as ivory.
And through the welkin thundered all aloud.

There's for you, sir.

Pros. Oh, he writes not in that height of style.
Clem. No: we'll come a step or two lower then.

From Catadupa and the hanks of Nile,
Where only breeds your movstrous crocodile.

Now are we purposed for to fetch our style.

Pros. Oh, too far-fetch'd for him still, master Doctor.
Clem. Ay, say you so? let's intreat a sight of his vein then.
Pros. Signior, master Doctor desires to see a sight of your vein,

nay, you must not deny him.
Clem. What, all this verse, body of me, he carries a whole

realm; a commonwealth of paper in his hose, let's see some of hia

subjects.
Unto the boundless ocean of thy beauty.
Runs this poor river, charg'd with streams of zeal.
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Returning thee the tribute of my duty:
Which here my youth, my plaints, my love reveal.

Good ! is this your own invention ?

Mat. No, sir, I translated that out of a book, called Delia.

Clem.. Oh, but I would see some of your own, some of your own.
Mat. Sir, here's the beginning of a sonnet I made to my mistress.

Clem. That, that: who? to Madonna Hesperida, is she your
mistress ?

Pros. It pleaseth him to call her so, sir.

Clem. In summer time, when Phoebus' golden rays.
You translated this too, did you not ?

Pros. No, this is invention; he found it in a ballad.

Mat. Faith, sir, I had most of the conceit of it out of a ballad

Indeed.

Clem. Conceit, fetch me a couple of torches, sirrah,

I may see the conceit: quickly! it's very dark I

Giu. Call you this poetry ?

Lor. ju. Poetry? nay, then call blasphemy, religion;
Call devils, angels; and sin, piety:
Let all things be preposterously transchanged.

Lor. se. Why, how now, son ! what, are you startled now ?

Hath the brize prick'd you, ha? go to; you see

How abjectly your poetry is rank'd in general opinion.
Lor. ju. Opinion, O God, let gross opinion sink and be damn'd

As deep as Barathrum,
If it may stand with your most wish'd content,
I can refell opinion and approve
The state of poesy, such as it is,

Blessed, eternal, and most true divine:

Indeed, if you will look on Poesy
As she appears in many, poor and lame,
Patch'd up in remnants and old worn rags,
Half starved for want of her pecuHar food:

Sacred invention, then I must confirm

Both your conceit and censure of her merit.

But view her in her glorious ornaments.
Attired in the majesty of art.

Set high in spirit, with the precious taste

Of sweet philosophy, and which is most,
Crown'd with the rich traditions of a soul

That hates to have her dignity profaned
With any relish of an earthly thought:
Oh, then how proud a presence doth she bear.

Then is she like herself, fit to be seen

Of none but grave and consecrated eyes:
Nor is it any blemish to her fame.
That such lean, ignorant, and blasted wits,

Such brainless gulls, should utter their stol'n wares

With such applauses in our vulgar ears:

Or that their slubber'd lines have current pass
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From the fat judgments of the multitude,
But that this barren and infected age
Should set no ditference 'twtxt these empty spirits
And a true poet: than which reverend name

Nothing can more adorn humanity. [Enter with torches.

Clem. Ay, Lorenzo, but election is now governed altogether by
the influence of humour, which, instead of those holy flames that

should direct and light the soul to eternity, hurls forth nothing but
smoke and congested vapours, that stifle her up, and bereave her

of all sight and motion. But she must have store of hellebore given
her to purge these gross obstructions: oh, that's well said, give me
thy torch, come, lay this stuff together. So, give fire! there, see,

see, how our poet's glory shines brighter and brighter, still, still it

increaseth, oh, now it's at the highest, and now it declines as fast:

you may see, gallants, sic transit gloria rnundi. Well now, my two

signior outsides, stand forth, and lend me your large ears, to a

sentence, to a sentence: first, you, Signior, shall this night to the

cage, and so shall you, sir, from thence to-morrow morning, you,
Signior, shall be carried to the market cross, and be there bound;
and so shall you, sir, in a large motley coat, with a rod at your
girdle; and you in an old suit of sackcloth, and the ashes of your
papers (save the ashes, sirrah) shall mourn all day, and at night
both together sing some ballad of repentance very piteously, which

you shall make to the tune of Who list to lead and a soldier^s life.

Sirrah bill-man, embrace you this torch, and light the gentlemen to

their lodgings, and because we tender their safety, you shall watch
them to-night, you are provided for the purpose, away, and look
to your charge with an open eye, sirrah.

Bob. Well, I am arm'd in soul against the worst of fortune.

Mat. Faith, so should I be, an I had slept on it.

Pet. I am arm'd too, but I am not like to sleep on it.

Mus. Oh, how this pleaseth me. [Exeunt.
Clem. Now, Signior Thorello, Oiuliano, Prospero, Biavcha.

Step. And not me, sir.

Clem. Yes, and you, sir: I had lost a sheep an he had not bleated,
I must have you all friends: but first a word with you, young
gallant, and you, lady.

Oiu. Well, brother Prospero, by this good light that shines here,
I am loth to kindle fresh coals, but an you had come in my walk
within these two hours I had given you that you should not have
clawed off again in haste, by Jesus, I had done it, I am the arrant'st

rogue that ever breathed else, but now beshrew my heart if I

bear you any malice in the earth.

Pros. Faith, I did it but to hold up a jest, and help my sister to

a husband, but, brother Thorello, and sister, you have a spice of the

jealous yet, both of you, (in your hose, I mean,) come, do not dwell

upon your anger so much, let's all be smooth foreheaded once again.
Thar. He plays upon my forehead, brother Giuliano, I pray you

tell me one thing I shall ask you: is my forehead any thing rougher
than it was wont to be ?

Oiu. Pwougher? your forehead is smooth enough, man.
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TTio. Why should he then say, be smooth foreheaded.
Unless he jested at the smoothness of it?

And that may be, for horn is very smooth ;

So are my brows, by Jeau, smooth as horn !

Bia. Brother, had he no haunt thither, in good faith ?

Pros. No, upon my soul.

Bia. Xay, then, sweet-heart: nay, T pray thee, be not anfrry. eood

faith, I'll never suspect thee any more, nay, kiss me. sweet musa.
Tho. Tell me, Biancha, do not you play the woman with me.
Bia. What's that, sweet-heart 7

Tho. Dissemble.

Bia. Dissemble?
Tho. Nay, do not turn away: but say i'faith was it not a match

appointed 'twixt this old gentleman and you ?

Bia. A match ?

Tho. Nay, if it were not, I do not care: do not weep, I pray
thee, sweet Biancha, nay, so now! by Jesus, I am not jealous,
but resolved I have the faithful'st wife in Italy.

For this I find, where jealousy is fed.
Horns in the mind are worse than on the head.

See what a drove of horns fly in the air.

Winged with my cleansed and my credulous breath:

Watch them, suspicious eyes, ivatch where they fall.

See, see, on heads tJiat think they have none at all.

Oh, what a plenteous ivorld of this will come.
When a ir rains liorns, all men be sure of some.

Clem. Why, that's well, come then : what say you, are all

agreed ? doth none stand out ?

Pros. None but this gentleman: to whom in my own person I

owe all duty and affection; but most seriously intreat pardon, for

whatsoever hath past in these occurrants that might be contrary to

his most desired content.

Lor. se. Faith, sir, it is a virtue that pursues

Any save rude and uncomposed spirits,

To make a fair construction, and indeed

Not to stand off, when such respective means
Invite a general content in all.

Clem. Well, then I conjure you all here to put off all discontent-

ment, first, you, Signior Lorenzo., j'our cares: j^ou, and you, your

jealousy; you, your anger, and you, your wit, sir; and for a peace-

offering, here's one willing to be sacrificed upon this altar: say, do

you approve my motion ?

Pros. We do. Til be mouth for all.

Clem. Why, then I wish them all joy, and now, to make our

evening happiness more full: this night you shall be all my guests:
where we'll enjoy the very spirit of mirth, and carouse to the health

of this heroic spirit, whom to honour the more I do invest in my
own robes, desiring you two, Giuliano and Prospero, to be his

supporters, the train to follow, myself will lead, ushered by my
page here with this honourable verse—Claudite jam rivo9 pueri sat

prata bibernnt.



EVERY MAN OUT OF HIS HUMOUR
TO THE NOBLEST NURSERIES OF HUMANITY AND LIBERTY IN

THE KINGDOM

THE INNS OF COURT
I UNDERSTAND you, Gentlemen, not your houses: and a worthy succession
of you, to all time, as being bom the judges of these studies. When I

wrote this poem, I had friendship with divers in your societies; who, as

they were great names in learning, so they were no less examples of living.
Of them, and then, that I say no more, it was not despised. Now that
the printer, by a doubled charge, thinks it worthy a longer life than

commonly the air of such things doth promise, I am careful to put it a
servant to their pleasures, who are the inheritors of the first favour bom
it. Yet, I command it lie not in the way of your more noble and useful
studies to the pubUc: for so I shall suffer for it. But when the gown and
cap Is ofl, and the lord of liberty reigns, then, to take it in your hands,
perhaps may make some bencher, tincted with humanity, read and not

repent him. By your true honourer, Ben Jonson.

DRAMATIS PERSONS
AspER, the Presenter. I Saviolina.
Macilente.

!

SoRDiDO.—His Hind.
PuNTARvoLO,—his Lady.—Waiting

Gent.— Huntsman.— Servingmen.—Dog and Cat.

Carlo Buffone.
Fastidious Brisk,—Cinedo, his

Page.
Deliro, Fallace,—Fido, their Ser-

vant.—Musicians.

FuNGOSO. — Tailor, Haberdasher .

Shoemaker.
SOGLIARDO.
Shift.—Rustics.

Notary.
Clove, Orange. — A Groom. —

Drawers.—Constable, and Officers.
Grex.—Cordatus—Mitis.

THE CHARACTERS OF THE PERSONS
AsPER, he is of an ingenious and free spirit, eager and constant in reproof,

without fear controlling the world's abuses. One whom no servile hope
of gain, or frosty apprehension of danger, can make to be a parasite, either
to time, place, or opinion.

Macilente, a man well parted, a sufficient scholar, and travelled; who,
wanting that place in the world's account which he thinks his merit

capable of, falls into such an envious apoplexy, with which his judgment
is so dazzled and distasted, that he grows violently impatient of any
opposite happiness in another.

Puntarvolo, a vain-glorious knight, over-englishing his travels, and
wholly consecrated to singularity; the very Jacob's staS of compliment;
a sir that hath lived to see the revolution of time in most of his apparrl.
Of presence good enough, but so palpably afiected to his own praise, that
for want of flatterers he commends himself, to the floutage of his own
family. He deals upon returns, and strange performances, resolving, in

despite of public derision, to stick to his own fashion, phrase, and gesture.
Carlo Buffone, a public, scurrilous, and profane jester, that more

swift than Circe, with absurd similes, will transform any person into

deformity. A good feast-hound or banquet-beagle, that will scent you
out a supper some three miles off, and swear to his patrons, damn him!
he came in oars, when he was but wafted over in a sculler. A slave that
hath an extraordinary gift in pleasing his palate, and will swill up more
sack at a sitting than would make all the guard a posset. His religion is

railing, and his discourse ribaldry.

5Q
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Fastidious Brisk, a neat, spruce, affecting courtier, one that wears
clothes well, and in fashion; practiseih by his glass how to salute; speaks
good remnants, notwithstanding the base viol and tobacco; swears tersely,
and with variety; care^ not what lady's favour he belies, or great man's
familiarity: a good property to perfume the boot of a coach. He will

borrow another man's horse to praise, and backs him as his own. Or, for

a need, on foot can post himself into credit with his merchant, only with
the gingle of his spur, and the jerk of his wand.

Deliro, a good doting citizen, who, it is thought, might be of the
common-council for his wealth; a fellow sincerely besotted on his own
wife, and so wrapt with a conceit of her perfections, that he simply holds

himself unworthy of her. And, in that hood-wink'd humour, lives more
like a suitor than a husband; standing in as true dread of her displeasure,
as when he first made love to her. He doth sacrifice two-pence in juniper
to her every morning before she rises, and wakes her with villainous-out-

of-tune music, which she out of her contempt (though not out of her

judgment) is sure to dislike.

Fallace, Deliro's wife, and idol; a proud mincing peat, and as perverse
as he is officious. She dotes as perfectly upon the courtier, as her husband
doth on her, and only wants the face to be dishonest.

Saviolina, a court-lady, whose weightiest praise is a light wit, admired

by herself, and one more, her servant Brisk.

SoRDiDO, a wretched hob-nailed chuff, whose recreation is reading of

almanacks; and felicity, foul weather. One that never pray'd but for a

lean dearth, and ever wept in a fat harvest.

Fx;ngoso, the son of Sordido, and a student; one that has revelled in

his time, and follows the fashion afar ofl, like a spy. He makes it the

whole bent of his endeavours to wring sufficient means from his wretched

father, to put him in the courtiers' cut
;

at which he earnestly aims, but so

unluckily, that he still lights short a suit.

SoGLiARDO, an essential clown, brother to Sordido, yet so enamoured
of the name of a gentleman, that he will have it, though he buys it. He
comes up every term to learn to take tobacco, and see new motions. He
is in his kingdom when in company where he may be well laughed at.

Shift, a thread-bare shark; one that never was a soldier, yet lives upon
lendings. His profession is skeldring and odling, his bank Paul's, and his

warehouse Picthatch. Takes up single testons upon oaths, till doomsday.
Falls undar executions of three shillings, and enters into five-groat bonds.
He way-lays the reports of services, and cons them without book, damning
himself he came nt w from them, when all the while he was taking the diet

in the bawdy-house, or lay pawned in his chamber for rent and victuals.

He is of that admirable and happy memory, that he will salute one i'^r

an old acquaintance that he never saw in his life before. He usurps upon
cheats, quarrels, and robberies, which he never did, only to get him a

name. His chief exercises are, taking the whifi, squiring a cockatrice, and

making privy searches for imparters.
Clove and Orange, an inseparable case of coxcombs, city bom; the

Gemini, or twins of foppery; that like a pair of wooden foils, are fit f'^r

nothing but to be practised upon. Being well flattered they'll lend money,
and repent when they have done. Their glory is to invite players, and
make suppers. And in company of better rank, to avoid the suspect of

insufficiency, will inforce their ignorance most desperately, to set upon
the understanding of any thing. Orange is the most humorous of the two,
(whose small portion of juice being squeezed out,) Clove serves to stick

him with commendations.

CoRDATUS, the author's friend; a man inly acquainted with the scope
and drift of his plot; of a discreet and understanding judgment; and has
the j)lace of a moderator.

MiTis, is a person of no action, and therefore we afiford him no character.
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THE STAGE. After the second sounding.

Enter Cordatus, Asper, and MiTiS.

Cor. Nay, my dear Asper.
Mit. Stay your mind.

Asp. Away I

Who ts so patient oj this impious world.
Thai he can check his spirit, or rein his tongue?
Or who hath such a dead unfeeling sense.
That heaven's horrid thunders cannot wake?
To see the earth crack'd with the weight of sin.
Hell gaping under us, and o'er our heads

Black, ravenous ruin, with her sail-stretch'd wings.

Ready to sink us down, and cover us.

Who can behold such prodigies as these.

And have his lips seal'd up? Not I : my soul

Was never ground into such oily colours.
To flatter vice, and daub iniquity :

But, with an armed and resolved hand,
I'll strip the ragged follies of the time

Naked as at their birth—
Cor. Be not too bold.

Asp. You trouble me—and with a whip of steel.

Print wounding lashes tn their iron ribs.

I fear ru> mood stamp'd in a private brow.
When I am pleased t'unmask a public vice.

I fear no strumpet's drugs, nor ruffian's stab.
Should I detect their hateful luxuries :

No broker's, usurer's, or lawyer's gripe.
Were I disposed to say, they are all corrupt.
I fear no courtier's frown, should I applaud
The easy flexure of his supple hams.

Tut, these are so innate and popular.
That drunken custom would not shume to laugh.
In scorn, at him, that should but dare to tax 'em:
And yet, not one of these, but knows his works.
Knows what damnation is, the devil, and hell ;

Yet hourly they persist, grow rank in sin.

Puffing their souls away in perjurous air.

To cherish their extortion, pride, or lusts.

Mit. Forbear, good Asper ; be ttot like your name.

Asp. 0, but to such wlwse faces are all zeal.

And, with the words of Hercules, invade
Such crimes as these I that will not smell of sin.
But seem as they were made of sanctity !

Religion in their garments, and their hatr

Cut shorter than their eye-brows I when the conscience

Is vaster than the ocean, and devours
More wretches than the counters.

Mit. Gentle Asper,
Contain your spirits in more stricter bounds.
And be not thus transported with the violence

Of your strong thoughts.
Cor. Unless your breath had power,

To melt the world, and mould it new again.
It is in vain to spend it in these moods.

Asp. [turning to the stage.] / not observed this thronged round till now I

Gracious and kind spectators, you are welcome ;

Apollo and the Muses feast your eyes
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Wtth graceful objects, and may our Minerva
Ansvier your hopes, unto their largest strain I

Yet here mistake me not, judicious friends ;

I do not this, to beg your patience,
Or servilely to fawn on your applause.
Like some dry brain, despairing in his merit.

Let me be censured by the austerest brow,
Where I want art or judgment, tax me freely.

Let envious censors, with their broadest eyes.

Look through and through me, I pursue no favour ;

Only vouchsafe me your attentions.

And I will give you music worth your ears.

0, how I hate the monstrousness of time.
Where every servile imitating spirit.

Plagued with an itching leprosy of wit,

In a mere halting fury, strives to fling

His ulcerous body in the Thespian spring,
.And straight leaps forth a poet I but as lame

As Vulcan, or the founder of Crtpplegate.
Mit. In faith this humour will come ill tn some.

You will be thought to be too peremptory.

Asp. This humour ? good ! and why this humour, Mitis ?

Nay, do not turn, but answer.

Mit. Answer, what?

Asp. / will not stir your patience, pardon me,
I urged it for some reasons, and the rather

To give these ignorant well-spoken days
Some taste of their abuse of this word humour.

Cor. 0, do rwt let your purpose fall, good Asper ;

It cannot but arrive most acceptable.

Chiefly to such as have the happiness
Daily to see how the poor innocent word
Is rack'd and tortured.

Mit. Ay, I pray you proceed.

Asp. Ha, what ? what is't r

Cor. Fof the abuse of humour.

Asp. O, I crave pardon, I had lost my thoughts.

Why, humour, as 'tis ens, we thus define it.

To be a quality of air, or water.
And in itself holds these two properties.

Moisture and fluxure : as, for demonstration.
Pour water on this floor, 'twill wet and run :

Likewise the air, forced through a horn or trumpet.
Flows instantly away, and leaves behind

A kind of dew ; and hence we do conclude.
Thai whatsoe'er hath fluxure and humidity.
As wanting power to contain itself,

Is humour. So in every human body.
The choler, melancholy, phlegm, and blood.

By reason that they flow continually

In some one part, and are not continent.

Receive the name of humours. Now thus far
It mOy, by metaphor, apply itself

Unto the general disposition :

As when some one peculiar quality
Doth so possess a man, that it doth draw
All his affects, his spirits, and his powers.
In their confluctions, all to run one way.
This may be truly said to be a humour.
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But that a rook, by wearing a pyed feather.
The cable hat-band, or the three-piled ruff,

A yard of shoe-tye, or the Switzer's knot

On his French garters, should affect a humour I

0, it is more than most ridiculous.

Cor. He speaks pure truth ; now if an idiot

Have but an apish or fantastic strain.
It is his humour.

Asp. Well, I will scourge those apes.
And to these courteous eyes oppose a mirror.
As large as is the stage whereon we act ;

Where they shall see the time's deformity
Anatomised in every nerve, and sinew,
With constant courage, and contempt of fear.

Mit. Asper, (I urge it as your friend,) take heed.
The days are dangerous , full of exception,
And mett are grown impatient of reproof.

Asp. Ha, ha I

You might as well have told me, yond' is heaven.
This earth, these men, and all had moved alike.—
Do not I know the time's condition ?

Yes, Mitis, and their souls ; and who they be

Thai either will or can except against me.
None but a sort of fools, so sick m taste.
Thai they contemn all physic of the mind.
And, like galVd camels, kick at every touch.

Good men, and virtuous spirits, thai loath thetr vices.
Will cherish my free labours, love my lines.
And with the fervour of their shining grace
Make my brain fruitful, to bring forth more objects.

Worthy their serious and intentive eyes.
But why enforce I this ? as fainting ? no.

If any here chance to behold himself.
Let him not dare to challenge me of wrong ;

For, if he shame to have his follies known.
First he should shame to act 'em . my strict hand
Was made to seize on vice, and with a gripe
Squeeze out the humour of such spongy souls.
As lick up every idle vanity.

Cor. Why, this is right furor poeticus I

Kind gentlemen, we hope your patience
Will yet conceive the best, or entertain

This supposition, that a madman speaks.
Asp. What, are you ready there ? Mitis, sit down.

And my Cordatus. Sound ho f and begin.
I leave you two, as censors, to sit here :

Observe what I present, and liberally

Speak your opinions upon every scene.
As it shall pass the view of these spectators.

Nay, nrnp y" xf tedious, sirs ; for shame begin.

And, Mitts, note me ; if in all this front
You can espy a gallant of this mark.
Who, to be thought one of the judicious,
Sits with his arms thus wreath'd, his hat pull'd here.
Cries mew, and nods, then shakes his empty head.
Will ahew more several motions in his face
Than the new London, Rome, or Niniveh,
And, now and then, breaks a dry biscuit jest.

Which, that it may more easily be chew'd.
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He steeps in his own laugJUer.

Cor. Why, mil that

Make it be sooner swallowed ?

Asp. O, assure you.
Or if it did not, yet as Horace sings,
Mean cotes are welcome still to hungry guests.

Cor. 'Tis true ; but why should we observe them, Asper ?

.\sp. 0, I would know 'em ; for in such assentblies

They are more infectious than the pestilence :

Arid therefore I would give them pills to purge,
A nd make them fit for fair societies.

How monstrous and detested is't to see

A fellow thai has neither art nor brain.
Sit like an Ansturchus, or stark ass,

Taking men's Itnes with a tobacco face.
In snuff still spitting, using his wry'd looks.
In nature of a xnce, to wrest and turn
The good aspect of those that shall sit near him.
From what they do behold ! O, 'tis most vile.

Mit. Nay, Asper.
Asp. Peace, Mitis, I do know your thought ;

You'll say, your guests here will except at this :

Pish ! you are too timorous, and full of doubt.

Then he, a pattent, shall reject all phystc,
'Cause the physician tells him, you are sick :

Or, if I say, that he is vicious,
You will not hear of virtue. Come, you are fond.
Shall I be so extravagant, to think.
That happy judgments, and composed spirits.
Will challenge me for taxing such as these ?

I am ashamed.
Cor. Nay, but good, pardon us ;

We must not bear this peremptory sail.
But use our best endeavours how to please.

Asp. Why, therein I commend your careful thoughts.
And I will mix with you in industry
To please : but whom ? attentive auditors.
Such as will join their profit with their pleasure,
A nd come to feed their understanding parts :

For these I'll prodigally spend mvself.
And speak away my spirit into air ;

For these, I'll melt my brain into invention,
Coin new conceits, arid hang my richest words
As polish'd jewels in their bounteous ears ?

But stay, I lose myself, and wrong their patience :

If I dwell here, they'll not begin, I see.

Friends, sit you still, and entertain this troop
With some familiar and by-conference,
I'll haste them sound. Now, gentlemen, I go
To turn an actor, and a humorist.
Where, ere I do resume my present person.
We hope to make the circles of your eyes
Flow with distilled laughter : if we fail.
We must impute it to this only chance.
Art hath an enemy call'd ignorance. [Exit

Cor. How do you like his spirit, Mitis ?

Mit. / should like it much better, if he were less confident.

Cor. Why, do you suspect his merit ?

Mit. No : but I fear this will procure him much envy.
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Cor. 0, that sets the stronger seal on his desert : if he had no enemies, I

should est/'em his fortunes most wretched at this instant
Mit. You have seen his play, Cordatus : pray you. how is it ?

Cor. Faith, sir, I must refrain to judge ; only this I can say of it, 'tis

strange, and of a particular kind by itself, somewhat like Vetus Comcedia;
a work that hath bounteously pleased me ; how it will answer the general
expectation, I know not.

Mit. Does he observe all the laws of comedy in it ?

Cor. What laws mean you ?

Mit. Why, the equal division of it into acts and scenes, according to the
Terentian manner ; his true number of actors ; the furnishing of the scene
with Grex or CJwrus, and that the whole argument fall within compass of a
day's business.

Cor. O no, these are too nice observations.
Mit. They are such as must be received, by your favour, or it cannot be

authentic.

Cor. Troth, I can discern no such necessity.
Mit. No I

Cor. No, I assure you, signior. If those laws you speak of had been
delivered us ab initio, and in their present virtue and perfection, there had
been some reason of obeying their powers ; but 'tis extant, that that which we
call Comcedia, was at first rwthing hut a simple and continued song, sung by
one only person, till Susario invented a second ; after him, Epicharmus a
third ; Phormus and Chionides devised to have four actors, with a prologue
and chorus ; to which Cratinus, long after, added a fifth and sixth : Eupolis,
more ; Aristophanes, more than they ; every man in the dignity of his spirit
and judgment supplied something. And, though that in him this kind of
poem appeared absolute, and fully perfected, yet how is the face of it changed
since, in Menander, Philemon. Cecilius, Plautus, and the rest ! who have
utterly excluded the chorus, altered the property of the persons, their names,
and natures, and augmented it with all liberty, according to the elegancy and
disposition of those times wherein they wrote. I see not then, but we should
enfoy the same license, or free power to illustrate and heighten our invention,
as they did ; and not be tied to tiiose strict and regular forms which the nicenes's

of a few, who are nothing but form, would thrust upon us.
Mit. Well, we will not dispute of this now ; but what's his scene ?
Cor. Marry, Insula Fortunata, sir.

Mit. 0, the Fortunate Island : mass, he has bound himself to a strict km
there.

Cor. Why so ?

Mit. He cannot lightly alter the scene, without crossing the seas.
Cor. He needs not, having a whole island to run through, I think.
Mit. No I how comes it then, that in some one play we see so many seas,

countries, and kingdoms, passed over with such admirable dexterity ?
Cor. O, that but shews how well the authors can travel in their vocation,

and outrun the apprehension of their auditory. But, leaving this, I would
they would begin at once : this protraction is able to sour the best-settled patience
in the theatre. [The third sounding.

Mit. They have answered your wish, sir ; they sound.
Cor. O, here comes the Prologue.

Enter Prologue.
Now, sir, if you had staid a little longer, I meant to have spoke your prologue
for you, i'faith.

Prol. Marry, with all my heart, sir, you shall do it yet, and I thank you.

[Going.
Cor. Nay, nay, stay, stay ; hear you ?
Prol. You could not have studied to have done me a greater benefit ai the

instant ; for I protest to you. I am unperfect, and, had I spoke it, I tnust of
necessity have been out.
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Cor. Why, but do you speak this seriously ?

Prol. Seriously I ay, wit's my help, do I ; arid esteem myself indebted to

your kindness for it.

Cor. For what ?

Prol. Why, for undertaking the prologue for me.
Cor. How I did I undertake it for you ?

Prol. Did you I I appeal to all these gentlemen, whether you did or no.

Come, come, it pleases you to cast a strange look on't now ; but 'twill not serve.

Cor. 'Fore me, but it must serve ; and therefore speak your prologue.
Prol. An I do, let me die poisoned with some venomous hiss, and never

ItxK to look as high as the two-penny room again. [Exit.
Mit. He has put you to it, sir.

Cor. 'Sdeath, what a humorous fellow is this I Gentlemen, good faith I can

speak no prologue, howsoever his weak wit has had the fortune to make this

strong use of me here before you : but I protest
—

Enter Carlo Buffone, followed by a Boy with wine.

Car. Come, come, leave these fustian protestations ; away, come, I cannot

abide these grey-headed ceremonies. Boy, fetch me a glass quickly, I may
bid these gentlemen welcome ; give them a health here. [Exit Boy.] / mar'le

whose wit it was to put a prologue in yond' sackhuVs mouth ; they might well

think he'd be out of tune, and yet you'd play upon him too.

Cor. Hang him, dull clock I

Car. 0, good words, good words ; a well-timber'd fellow, he would have

made a good column, an he had been thought on, when the house was a building
—

Re-enter Boy with glasses.

O, art thou come } Well said ; give me, boy ; fill so ! Here's a cup of
wine sparkles like a diamond. Gentlewomen (I am sworn to put them in

first) and gentlemen, around, in place of a bad prologue, I drink this good

draught to your health here, Canary, the very elixir and spirit of wine.

[Drinks.] This is that our poet calls Castalian liquor, when he comes abroad

now and then, once in a fortnight, and makes a good meal among players,
where he has caninum appetitum; marry, at home he keeps a good philo-

sophical diet, beans and butter-milk ; tin honest pure rogue, he will take you

off three, four, five of these, one after another, and look villainously when he

has done, like a one-headed Cerberus.—He does not hear me, I hope.
—And

then, when his belly is well ballaced, and his brain rigged a little, he sails away
withal, as though he would work wonders when he comes home. He has made
a play here, and he calls it. Every Man out of his Humour: but an he get

me out of the humour he has put me in, I'll trust none of his tribe again while

I live. Gentles, all I can say for him is, you are welcome. I could wish

my bottle here amongst you ; but there's an old rule. No pledging your own
health. Marry, if any here be thirsty for it, their best way [thai I know) is,

sit still, seal up their lips, and drink so much of the play in at their ears. [Exit.
Mit. What may this fellow be, Cordatus ?

Cor. Faith, if the time will suffer his description, I'll give it you. He is

one, the author calls him Carlo Buffone, an impudent common jester, a violent

railer, and an incomprehensible epicure ; one whose company is desired of
all men, but beloved of none ; he will sooner lose his soul than a jest, and

profane even the most holy things, to excite laughter : no honourable or

reverend personage whatsoever can come within the reach of his eye, but is

turned into all manner of variety, by his adulterate similes.

Mit. You paint forth a monster.

Cor. He will prefer all countries before his native, and thinks he can never

sufficiently, or with admiration enough, deliver his affectionate conceit of

foreign atheistical policies. But stay
—

Enter Macilknth.
Observe these : he'll appear himself anon.

Mit. 0, this is your envious man, Macilente, I think.

Cor. The same, sir.
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ACT I

SCEXE I.—The Country.

Enter Macilexte, unth a book.

Maci. Viri est, fortunoe ccecitatem facilk, ferre.

'Tis true; but, Stoic, where, in the vast world.

Doth that man breathe, that can so much command
His blood and his affection ? Well, I see

I strive in vf.in to cure my wounded soul;

For every cordial that my thoughts apply
Turns to a corsive and doth eat it farther.

There is no taste in this philosophy;
'Tis like a potion that a man should drink,

But turns his stomach with the sight of it.

I am no such pill'd Cynick to believe.

That beggary is the only happiness;
Or with a number of these patient fools.

To sing: My mind to me a kingdom is,

Wh&n the lank hungry belly barks for food,
I look into the world, and there I meet
With objects, that do strike vay blood-shot eyea
Into my brain: where, when I view myself,

Having before observ'd this man is great,

flighty and fear'd; that lov'd and highly favour'd:

A third thought wise and learn'd ; a fourth rich.

And therefore honour'd; a fifth rarely featur'd;
A sixth admired for his nuptial fortunes:

When I see these, I say, and view myself,
I wish the organs of my sight were crack'd;
And that the engine of my grief could cast

Mine eyeballs, like two globes of wildfire, forth.

To melt this unproportion'd frame of nature.

Oh, they are thoughts that have transfix'd my heart.
And often, in the strength of apprehension.
Made my cold passion stand upon my face.

Like drops of dew on a stiff cake of ice.

Cor. This alludes well to that of the poet,

Invidus suspirat, gemit, incutitque denies,

Sudat frigidus, intuens quod odit.

Mit. 0, peace, you break the scene.

Enter Sogliakdo and Carlo Buffone.

Maci. Soft, who be these?

I'll lay me down awhile till they be past. [Lies doxon.

Cor. Signior, note this gallant, I pray you.
Mit. What is he?
Cor. A tame rook, youUl take him. presently ; list.
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i'^og. Nay, look you, Carlo; this is my humour now! I have land

and money, my friends left me well, and I will be a gentleman
whatsoever it cost me.

Car. A most gentlemanlike resolution.

Sog. Tut! an I take an humour of a thing once, I am like your
tailor's needle, I go through: but, for my name, signior, how think

you? will it not serve for a gentleman's name, when the signior is

put to it, ha?
Car. Let me hear; how is it?

Sog. Signior Insulso Sogliardo: methinks it sounds well.

Car. O excellent! tut! an all fitted to your name, you might
very well stand for a gentleman: I know many Sogliardos gentlemen.

Sog. Why, and for my wealth I might be a justice of peace.
Car. Ay, and a constable for your wit.

Sog. All this is my lordship you see here, and those farms you
came by.

Car. Good steps to gentility too, marry: but, Sogliardo, if you
aflFect to be a gentleman indeed, you must observe all the rare

quaUties, humours, and comphmenta of a gentleman.
Sog. I know it, signior, and if you please to instruct, I am not

too good to learn, I'll assure you.
Car. Enough, sir.—I'll make admirable use in the projection of

my medicine upon this lump of copper here. [Aside.]—-Vl\ bethink

me for you, sir.

Sog. Signior, I will both pay you, and pray you, and thank you,
and think on you.

Cor. 75 this not purely good ?

Maci. S'blood, why should such a prick-ear'd hind as this

Be rich, ha ? a fool ! such a transparent gull
That may be seen through ! wherefore should he have land.

Houses, and lordships? O, I could eat my entrails.

And sink my soul into the earth with sorrow.

Car. First, to be an accomplished gentleman, that is, a gentleman
of the time, you must give over housekeeping in the country, and
live altogether in the city amongst gallants: where, at your first

appearance, 'twere good you turn'd four or five hundred acres of

your best land into two or three trunks of apparel
—you may do it

without going to a conjurer
—and be sure you mix yourself still with

8uch as flourish in the spring of the fashion, and are least popular;

study their carriage and behaviour in all; learn to play at primero
and passage, and ever (when you lose) have two or three peculiar
oaths to swear by, that no man else swears: but, above all, prot-est

in your play, and affirm. Upon your credit. As you are a true gentleman,
at every cast; you may do it with a safe conscience, I warrant you.

Sog. O admirable rare! he cannot choose but be a gentleman
that has these excellent gifts: more, more, I beseech you.

Car. You must endeavour to feed cleanly at your ordinary, sit

melancholy, and pick your teeth when you cannot speak: and
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when you come to plays, be humorous, look with a good starch'd

face, and ruffle your brow like a new boot, laugh at nothing but

your own jests, or else aa the noblemen laugh. That's a special

grace you must observe.

Sog. I warrant you, sir.

Car. Ay, and sit on the stage and flout, provided you have a

good suit.

Sog. 0, I'll have a suit only for that, sir.

Car. You must talk much of your kindred and allies.

Sog. Lies! no, signior, I shall not need to do so, I have kindred
in the city to talk of: I have a niece is a merchant's wife; and a

nephew, my brother Sordido's son, of the Inns of court.

Car. O, but you must pretend alhance with courtiers and great
persons: and ever when you are to dine or sup in any strange
presence, hire a fellow with a great chain, (though it be copper, it's

no matter,) to bring you letters, feign'd from such a nobleman, or
such a knight, or such a lady. To their worshipful, right rare, and
nobly qualified friend and kinsman, signior Insulso Sogliardo : give
yourself style enough. And there, while you intend circumstances
of news, or enquiry of their health, or so, one of your familiars,
whom you must carry about you still, breaks it up, as 'twere in a

jest, and reads it publicly at the table: at which you must seem to
take as unpardonable offence, as if he had torn your mistress's

colours, or breath'd upon her picture, and pursue it with that hot

grace, as if you would advance a challenge upon it presently.
Sog. Stay, I do not like that humour of challenge, it may be

accepted; but I'll tell you what's my humour now, I will do this:
I will take occasion of sending one of my suits to the tailor's, to
have the pocket repaired, or so; and there such a letter as you
talk of, broke open and all shall be left; O, the tailor will presently
give out what I am, upon the reading of it, worth twenty of your
gallants.

Car. But then you must put on an extreme face of discontent-
ment at your man's negligence.

Sog. 0, so I will, and beat him too: I'll have a man for the

purpose.
Mac. You may; you have land and crowns: O partial fate!

Car. Mass, well remember'd, you must keep your men gallant at
the first, fine pied liveries laid with good gold lace; there's no loss

in it, they may rip it off and pawn it when they lack victuals.

Sog. By 'r Lady, that is chargeable, signior, 'twill bring a man
in debt.

Car. Debt! why that's the more for your credit, sir: it's an
excellent poUcy to owe much in these days, if you note it.

Sog. As how, good signior ? I would fain be a politician.
Car. O! look where you are indebted any great sum, your

creditor observes you with no less regard, than if he were bound to

you for some huge benefit, and will quake to give you the least
cause of offence, lest he lose his money. I assure you, in these

I—D 4S9
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times, no man haa his servant more obsequious and pliant, than

gentlemen their creditors: to whom, if at any time you pay but a

moiety, or a fourth part, it comes more acceptably than if you gave
them a new-year's gift.

Sog. I perceive you, sir: I will take up, and bring myself in

credit, sure.

Car. Marry this, always beware you commerce not with bank-

rupts, or poor needy Ludgathians; they are impudent creatures,

turbulent spirits, they care not what violent tragedies they stir, nor

how they play fast and loose with a poor gentleman's fortunes, to

get their own. Marry, these rich fellows that have the world, or

the better part of it, sleeping in their counting-houses, they are

ten times more placable, they; either fear, hope, or modesty,
restrains them from offering any outrages: but this is nothing to

your followers, you shall not run a penny more in arrearage for

them, an you list, yourself.

Sog. No! how should I keep 'em then?

Car. Keep 'em! 'sblood, let them keep themselves, they are no

sheep, are they? what, you shall come in houses, where plate,

apparel, jewels, and divers other pretty commodities lie negligently

scattered, and I would have those Mercuries follow me, I trow,

should remember they had not their fingers for nothing.

Sog. That's not so good, methinks.

Car. Why, after you have kept them a fortnight, or so, and

shew'd them enough to the world, you may turn them away, and

keep no more but a boy, it's enough.

Sog. Nay, my humour is not for boys,' I'll keep men, an I keep

any; and I'll give coats, that's my humour: but I lack a culUsen.

Car. Why, now you ride to the city, jou may buy one; I'll

bring you where you shall have your choice for money.
Sog. Can you, sir ?

Car. O, ay: you shall have one take measure of you, and make

you a coat of arms to fit you, of what fashion you will.

Sog. By word of mouth, I thank you, signior; I'll be once a little

prodigal in a humour, i'faith, and have a most prodigious coat.

Mac. Torment and death! break head and brain at once.

To be deliver'd of your fighting issue.

Who can endure to see blind Fortune dote thus ?

To be enamour'd on this dusty turf.

This clod, a whoreson puck-fist! O G !

I could run wild vnth. grief now, to behold

The rankness of her bounties, that doth breed

Such bulrushes; these mushroom gentlemen.
That shoot up in a night to place and worship.

Car. [seeing Macilente.] Let him alone; some stray, some stray.

Sog. Nay, I will examine him before I go, sure.

Car. The lord of the soil has all wefts and strays here, has

he not ?

Sog. Yes, sir.
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Car. Faith then 1 pity the poor fellow, he's fallen into a fool's

hands, {Aside.
Sog. Sirrah, who gave you a commission to lie in my lordship ?

Mac. YoMi lordship!

Sog. How! my lordship? do you know me, sir?

Mac. I do know you, sir.

Car. He answers him like an echo. [Aside.
Sog. Why, Who am I, sir?

Mac. One of those that fortune favours.

Car. The periphrasis of a fool. I'll observe this better. [Aside.
Sog. That fortune favours ! how mean you that, friend ?

Mac. I mean simply: that you are one that hves not by your wits.

Sog. By my wits! no, sir, I scorn to Uve by my wits, I. I have
better means, I tell thee, than to take such base courses, as to live

by my wits. WTiat, dost thou think I hve by my wits ?

Mac. Methinks, jester, you should not relish this well.

Car. Ha! does he know me?
Mac. Though yours be the worst use a man can put his wit to,

of thousands, to prostitute it at every tavern and ordinary; yet,
methinks, you should have turn'd your broadside at this, and have
been ready with an apology, able to sink this hulk of ignorance into
the bottom and depth of his contempt.

Car. Oh, 'tis Macilente! Signior, you are well encountered;
how is it? 0, we must not regard what he says, man, a trout, a
shallow fool, he has no more brain than a butterfly, a mere stuft

suit; he looks like a musty bottle new wicker'd, his head's the cork,

light, light! [Aside to Macilente.]—I am glad to see you so well

return'd, signior.
Mac. You are! gramercy, good Janus.

Sog. Is he one of your acquaintance ? I love him the better for that.
Car. Od's precious, come away, man, what do you mean? an

you knew him as I do, you'd shun him as you would do the plague,
Soy. Why, sir?

Car. O, he's a black fellow, take heed of him.

Sog. Is he a scholar, or a soldier ?

Car. Both, both; a lean mongrel, he looks as if he were chop-
fallen, with barking at other men's good fortunes: 'ware how you
offend him; he carries oil and fire in his pen, will scald where it

drops: his spirit is like powder, quick, violent; he'll blow a man
up with a jest: I fear him worse than a rotten wall does the cannon;
shake an hour after at the report. Away, come not near him.

Sog. For God's sake let's be gone; an he be a scholar, you know
I cannot abide him; I had as lieve see a cockatrice, specially as
cockatrices go now.

Car. What, you'll stay, signior? this gentleman Sogliardo, and
1, are to visit the knight Puntarvolo, and from thence to the city;
we shall meet there. [Exit with Sogliardo.
Mac. Ay, when I cannot shun you, we will meet. y^v ' ^\

*Tis strange! of all the creatures I have seen, /C^3^-~~>^0'
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I envy not this BufFone, for indeed
Neither his fortunes nor his parts deserve it:

But I do hate him, as I hate the devil,

Or that brass-visaged monster Barbarism.

O, 'tis an open-throated, black-mouth'd cur.

That bites at all, but eats on those that feed him.
A slave, that to your face will, serpent- like.

Creep on the ground, as he would eat the dust,
And to your back will turn the tail, and sting
More deadly than the scorpion: stay, who's this?

Now, for my soul, another minion
Of the old lady Chance's! I'll observe him.

Enter Sordido toith an Almanack in his hand.

Sord. rare! good, good, good, good, good!
I thank my stars, I thank my stars for it.

Mac. Said I not true ? doth not his passion speak
Out of my divination ? O my senses.

Why lose you not your powers, and become
Dull'd, if not deaded, with this spectacle ?

I know him, it is Sordido, the farmer,
A boor, and brother to that swine was here. [Aside..

Sord. Excellent, excellent, excellent! as I would wish, as I

would wish.

Mac. See how the strumpet fortune tickles him,
And makes him swoon with laughter, O, O, !

Sord. Ha, ha, ha! I will not sow my grounds this year. Let me
see, what harvest shall we have ? June, July ?

Mac. What, is't a prognostication raps him so ?

Sord. Til* 20, 21, 22 days, rain and wind. O good, good! the 23,
and 24, rain and some wind, good ! the 25, rain, good still ! 26, 27,

28, wind and some rain ; would it had been rain and some wind !

well, 'tis good, when it can be no better. 29, inclining to rain :

inclining to rain! that's not so good now: 30, and 31, wind and no
rain : no rain! 'shd, stay: this is worse and worse: What says he
of St. Swithin's? turn back, look, saint Swithin's : no rain !

Mac. O, here's a precious, dirty, damned rogue.
That fats himself with expectation
Of rotten weather, and unseason'd hours;
And he is rich for it, an elder brother !

His barns are full, his ricks and mows well trod,

His garners crack with store! 0, 'tis well; ha, ha, ha!
A plague consume thee, and thy house!

Sord. here, St. Swithin's, the 15 day, variable weather, for the

most fart rain, good ! for the most part rain : why, it should rain

forty days after, now, more or less, it was a rule held, afore I w rts

able to hold a plough, and yet here are two days no rain; ha! it

makes me muse. We'll see how the next month begins, if that be

better, August 1, 2, 3, and 4, days, rainy and blustering : this is well
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now: 5, 6, 7, 8, and 9, rainy, with some thunder ; Ay marry, this is

excellent; the other wa3 false printed sure: the 10 and 11, great
store of rain ; good, good, good, good, good! the 12, 13, arid 14

days, rain ; good still: 15, and 16, rain ; good still: 17 and 18, rain,

good still: 19 and 20, good still, good still, good still, good still, good
still ! 21, some rain ; some rain ! well, we must be patient, and attend
the heaven's pleasure, would it were more though: the 22, 23, great

tempests of rain, thunder and lightning.

good again, past expectation good!
1 thank my blessed angel; never, never
Laid I [a] penny better out than this.

To purchase this dear book: not dear for price,
And yet of me as dearly prized as life.

Since in it is contain'd the very life.

Blood, strength, and sinews, of my happiness.
Blest be the hour wherein I bought this book;
His studies happy that composed the book,
And the man fortunate that sold the book !

Sleep with this charm, and be as true to me,
As I am joy'd and confident in thee. {P^its it up.

Enter a Hind, and gives Sordido a paper to read.

Mac. Ha, ha, ha!
Is not this good ? Is it not pleasing this 7

Ha, ha, ha! God pardon me! ha, ha!
Is't possible that such a spacious villain

Should Uve, and not be plagued ? or lies he hid
Within the wrinkled bosom of the world,
Where Heaven cannot see him? S'blood! methinks
'Tis rare, and strange, that he should breathe and walk.
Feed with digestion, sleep, enjoy his health,

And, like a boisterous whale swallowing the poor.
Still swim in wealth and pleasure! is't not strange?
Unless his house and skin were thunder proof,
I wonder at itl Methinks, now, the hectic.

Gout, leprosy, or some such loath'd disease.

Might Ught upon him; or that fire from heaven

Might fall upon his barns; or mice and rats
Eat up his grain; or else that it might rot
Within the hoary ricks, even as it stands:
Metliinks this might be well; and after all

The devil might come and fetch him. Ay, 'tis true!
Meantime he surfeits in prosperity,
And thou, in envy of him, gnaw'st thyself:
Peace, fool, get hence, and tell thy vexed spirit.
Wealth in this age will scarcely look on merit. [J?7><',<i and exit.

Sord. Who brought this same, sirrah ?

Hind. Marry, sir, one of the justice's men; he says 'tis a precept,
and all their hands be at it.
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Sord. Ay, and the prints of them stick in my flesh.

Deeper than in their letters: they have sent me
Pills wrapt in paper hero, that, should I take them,
Would poison all the sweetness of my book,
And turn my honey into hemlock -juice.

But I am wiser than to serve their precepts, U

Or follow their prescriptions. Here's a device,
*

To charge me bring my grain unto the markets:

Ay, much ! when I have neither barn nor garner,
X'or earth to hide it in, I'll bring 't; till then.

Each corn I send shall be as big as Paul's.

O, but (say some) the poor are like to starve.

Why, let 'em starve, what's that to me ? are bees

Bound to keep life in drones and idle moths ? no :

Why such are these that term themselves the poor.

Only because they would be pitied.

But are indeed a sort of lazy beggars.
Licentious rogues, and sturdy vagabonds.
Bred by the sloth of a fat plenteous year,
Like snakes in heat of summer, out of dung;
And this is all that these cheap times are good for:

Whereas a wholesome and penurious dearth

Purges the soil of such vile excrements.
And kills the vipers up.

Hind. 0, but master.
Take heed they hear you not.

Sord. Why so ?

Hind. They will exclaim against you.
Sord. Ay, their exclaims

Move me as much, as thy breath moves a mountain.

Poor worms, they hiss at me, whilst I at home
Can be contented to applaud m3-self.

To sit and clap my hands, and laugh, and leap,

Knocking my head against my roof, with joy
To see how plump my bags are, and my barns.

Sirrah, go hie you home, and bid your fellows

Get all their flails ready again I come.

Hind. I will. sir. [Exii.

Sord. I'll instantly set all my hinds to thrashing
Of a whole rick of corn, which I vriW hide

Under the ground ; and with the straw thereof

I'll stuflF the outsides of my other mows:
That done, I'll have them empty all my garners,
And in the friendly earth bury my store,

That, when the searchers come, they may suppose
All's spent, and that my fortunes were belied.

And to lend more opinion to my want.
And stop that many-mouthed vulgar dog.
Which else would still be baying at my door.
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Each market-day I will be seen to buy
Part of the purest wheat, as for my household;
Where when it comes, it shall increase my heaps:
'Twill yield me treble gain at this dear time.
Promised in this dear book: I have cast all.

Till then I will not sell an ear, I'll hang first.

O, I shall make my prices as I list;

My house and I can feed on peas and barley.
What though a world of wretches starve the while;
He that will thrive must think no courses vile. [Exit.

Cor. Now, signior, how approve you this ? har-e the humourists

exprest themselves truly or no ?

Mit. Yes, if it he well prosecuted, His hitherto happy enough : but

mMhinks Macilente went hence too soon ; he 7/iight have been made to

stay, and speak somewhat in reproof of Sordido's uvetchedness now at

the last.

Cor. 0, no, that had been extremely improper ; besides, he had con-

tinued the scene too long with him, as 'twas, being in no more action.

llit. Tou may inforce the length as a necessary reason ; but for

propriety, the scene wou'd very well have borne it, in my judgment.
Cor. O, worst of both ; why, you mistake his humour utterly then.

Mit. How do I mistake it ? Is it not envy ?

Cor. Yes, but you must understand, signior, he envies him not aa

he is a villain, a wolf in the, commonwealth, but as he is rich and

fortunate ; for the true condition of envy is, dolor alienae felicitatis,

to have our eyes continually fixed upon another man's prosperity that

is, his chief happiness, and to grieve at thai. Whereas, if we make
his monstrous arid abhorr'd actions our object, the grief we take then

comes nearer the nature of hate than envy, as being bred out of a kind

of contempt and loathing in ourselves.

Mit. So you'll infer it had been hate, not envy in him, to reprehejid
the humour of Sordido ?

Cor. Right, for wliat a man truly envies in another, he could altvaya
love and cherish in himself ; but no man truly reprehends in another,
what he loves in himself ; therefore reprehension is oui of his hate.

And this distinction hath he himself made in a speech there, if you
marked it, where he says, I envy not this BufPone, but I hate him.

Mit. Stay, sir : I envy not this Buffone, but I hate him. Why
might he not as well have hated Sordido as him ?

Cor. No, sir, there was subject for his envy in Sordido, his wealth :

so was there not in the other. He stood possest of no one. eminent gift,
bvi a most odious and fiend-like disposition, thai would turn charity

itself into hate, much more envy, for the present.
Mit. You have satisfied me, sir. O, here comes the fool, and the

jester again, methinks.

Cor. 'Twere pity they should be parted, sir.

Mit. What bright-shining gallant's that with them ? the knight they
werU to ?
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Cor. No, sir, this is one monsieur Fastidious Brisk, otherwise called

the fresh Frenchified courtier.

Mit. A humourist too ?

Cor. As humorous as quicksilver ; do but observe him ; the scene

is the country still, remember.

ACT II

SCENE I.—The Country ; before Pttntarvolo's House.

Enter Fastidious Brisk, Cenedo, Carlo Bxjffonb,
and SoGUARDO.

Fast. Cinedo, watch when the knight comes, and give us word.

Cin. I will, sir. [Exit.

Fast. How Uk'st thou my boy, Carlo ?

Car. 0, well, well. He looks like a colonel of the Pigmies horse,

or one of these motions in a great antique clock; he would shew
well upon a haberdasher's stall, at a corner shop, rarely.

Fast. 'Sheart, what a damn'd witty rogue's this! How he con-

founds with his similes!

Car. Better with similes than smiles: and whither were you
riding now, signior?

Fast. Who, I? \Yha.t a silly jest's that! Whither should I ride

but to the court?

Car. O, pardon me, sir, twenty places more; your hot-house, or

your whore-house—
Fast. By the virtue of my soul, this knight dwells in Elysium here.

Car. He's gone now, I thought he would fly out presently.
These be our nimble-spirited catsos, that have their evasions at

pleasure, will run over a bog like 3'^our wild Irish ; no sooner started,

but they'll leap from one thing to another, like a squirrel, heigh!
dance and do tricks in their discourse, from fire to water, from

water to air, from air to earth, as if their tongues did but e'en Uck

the four elements over, and away.
Fast. Sirrah, Carlo, thou never saw'st my gray hobby yet, didst

thou?
Car. No ; have you such a one ?

Fast. The best in Europe, my good villain, thou'lt say when thou

seest him.

Car. But when shall I see him ?

Fast. There was a nobleman in the court ofJered me a hundred

pound for him, by this light: a fine Httle fiery slave, he runs like

a—oh, excellent, excellent!—with the very sound of the spur.

Car. How! the sound of the spur?
Fast. 0, it's your only humour now extant, sir; a good gingle, a

good gingle.
Car. S'blood! you shall see him turn morrice-dancer. he has got

him bells, a good suit, and a hobby-horse.
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Sog. Signior, now you talk of a hobby-horse, 1 know where one
is will not be given for a brace of angels.

Fast. How is that, sir?

Sog. Marry, sir, I am telling this gentleman of a hobby-horse; it

was my father's indeed, and, though I say it—
Car. That should not say it—on, on.

Sog. He did dance in it, with as good humour and as good regard
as any man of his degree whatsoever, being no gentleman: I have
danc'd in it myself too.

Car. Not since the humour of gentility was upon you, did you ?

Sog. Yes, once; marry, that was but to shew what a gentleman
might do in a liumour.

Car. O, very good.

Mit. Why, this fdlovfs discourse were nothing but for the word
humour.

Cor. O bear with him ; an he should lack matter and words too,

'twere pitiful.
-^

Sog. Nay, look you, sir, there's ne'er a gentleman in the country
has the Uke humours, for the hobby-horse, as I have; I have the
method for the threading of the needle and all, the—

Car. How, the method?

Sog. Ay, the leigerity for that, and the whighhie, and the daggers
in the nose, and the travels of the egg from finger to finger, and all

the humours incident to the quaUty. The horse hangs at home in

my parlour. I'll keep it for a monument as long as I hve, sure.

Car. Do so; and when you die, 'twill be an excellent trophy to

hang over your tomb.

Sog. Mass, and I'll have a tomb, now I think on't; 'tis but so
much charges.

Car. Best build it in your lifetime then, your heirs may hap to

forget it else.

Sog. Nay, I mean so, I'll not trust to them.
Car. No, for heirs and executors are grown damnable careless,

'specially since the ghosts of testators left walking.—How like you
him, signior?

Fast. 'Fore heavens, his humour arrides me exceedingly.
Car. Arrides you!
Fast. Ay, pleases me: a pox on't! I am so haunted at the

court, and at my lodging, with your refined choice spirits, that it

makes me clean of another garb, another sheaf, I know not how ! I

cannot frame me to your harsh vulgar phrase, 'tis against my genius.
Sog. Signior Carlo ! [Takes him aside.

Cor. This is right to that of Horace, Dum vitant stulti vitia, in

contraria currunt; so this gallant, labouring to avoid 'popularity, falls
into a habit of affectation, ten thousand times hatefuller than theformer.

Car. [pointing to Fastidious.'] Who, he? a gull, a fool, no salt in

him i' the earth, man; he looks like a fresh salmon kept in a tub;
I_*D 489
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he'll be spent shortly. His brain's lighter than his feather already,
and his tongue more subject to lye, than that is to wag; he sleeps
with a musk -cat every night, and walks all day hang'd in pomander
chains for penance; he has his skin tann'd in civet, to make his

complexion strong, and the sweetness of his youth lasting in the
sense of his sweet lady; a good empty puff, he loves you well,

signior.

Sog. There shall be no love lost, sir, I'll assure you.
Fast, [advancing to them.] Nay, Carlo, I am not happy in thy love,

I see: pray thee suffer me to enjoy thy company a little, sweet
mischief: by this air, I shall envy this gentleman's place in thy
affections, if you be thus private, i'faith.

Enter Cinedo.

How now! Is the knight arrived?

Cin. No, sir, but 'tis guess'd he will arrive presently, by his fore-

runners.

Fast. His hounds! by Minerva, an excellent figure; a good boy.
Car. You should give him a French crown for it; the boy would

find two better figures in that, and a good figure of your bounty
beside.

Fast. Tut, the boy wants no crowns.

Car. No crown; speak in the singular number, and we'll beUeve

you.
Fast. Nay, thou art so capriciously conceited now. Sirrah

damnation, I have heard this knight Puntarvolo reported to be a

gentleman of exceeding good humour, thou know'st him; prithee,
how is his disposition ? I never was so favoured of my stars, as to

see him yet. Boy, do you look to the hobby ?

Cin. Ay, sir, the groom has set him up.

[As Cinedo is going out, Sogliardo takes him aside.

Fast. 'Tis well: I rid out of my way of intent to visit liim, and
take knowledge of his Nay, good Wickedness, his humour, his

humour.
Car. Why, he loves dogs, and hawks, and his wife well; he has

a good riding face, and he can sit a great horse; he will taint a

staff well at tilt; when he is mounted he looks like the sign of the

George, that's all I know; save, that instead of a dragon, he will

brandish against a tree, and break his sword as confidently upon
the knotty bark, as the other did upon the scales of the beast.

Fast. O, but this is nothing to that's delivered of him. They
say he has dialogues and discourses between his horse, himself, and
his dog; and that he vn[\ court his own lady, as she were a stranger
never encounter'd before.

Car. Ay, that he will, and make fresh love to her every morning;
this gentleman has been a spectator of it, Signior Insulso.

Sog. I am resolute to keep a page.
—Say you, sir?

[Leaps from whispering toith Cinedo.

Car. You have seen Signior Puntarvolo accost his lady ?
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Sog. O, ay, sir.

Fa.H. And how is the manner of it, prithee, good signior ?

Sog. Faith, sir, in very good sort; he has his humours for it, sir;
as first, (suppose he were now to come from riding or hunting, or so,)
he has his trumpet to sound, and then the waiting-gentlewoman she
looks out, and then he speaks, and then she speaks, very pretty,
i'faith, gentlemen.

Fast. Why, but do you remember no particulars, signior?
Sog. 0, yes, sir, first, the gentlewoman, she looks out at the

window.
Car. After the trumpet has summon'd a parle, not before ?

Sog. No, sir, not before; and then says he,—ha, ha, ha, ha!
Car. What says he ? be not rapt so.

Sog. Says he,—ha, ha, ha, ha!
Fast. Nay, speak, speak.
Sog. Ha, ha, ha !

—says he, God save you, says he ;
—ha, ha !

Car. Was this the ridiculous motive to all this passion ?

Sog. Nay, that that comes after is,
—ha, ha, ha, ha!

Car. Doubtless he apprehends more than he utters, this fellow;
or else— [A cry of Iwunds within.

Sog. List, list, they are come from hunting; stand by, close under
this terras, and you shall see it done better than I can show it.

Car. So it had need, 'twill scarce poise the observation else.

Sog. Faith, I remember all, but the manner of it is quite out of

my head.

Fast. 0, withdraw, withdraw, it cannot be but a most pleasing
object. [They stand aside.

Enter Puntabvolo, folloioed hy his Huntsman leading a

greyhound.

Punt. Forester, give wind to thy horn.—Enough; by this the
sound hath touch'd the ears of the inclos'd: depart, leave the dog.
and take with thee what thou hast deserved, the horn and thanks.

{Exit Huntsman.
Car. Ay, marry, there is some taste in this.

Fast. Is't not good ?

Sog. Ah, peace; now above, now above!

[A Waiting-gentlewoman apj.ears at the window.
Punt. Stay; mine eye hath, on the instant, through the bounty

of the window, received the form of a nymph. I will step forward
three paces; of the which, I will barely retire one; and, after some
little flexure of the knee, with an erected grace salute her; one,
two, and three ! Sweet lady, God save you !

Gent, [above.] No, forsooth; I am but the waiting-gentlewoman.
Car. He knew that before.

Punt. Pardon me: humanum est errare.

Car. He learn'd that of his cha,plain.
Punt. To the perfection of comphmenf (which is the dial of the

thought, and guided by the sun of your beauties,) are required these
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three specials; the gnomon, the puntilios, and the superficies: the

superficies is that we call place; the puntilios, circumstance; and

the gnomon, ceremony; in either of which, for a stranger to err,

'tis easy and facile; and such am I.

Car. True, not knowing her horizon, he must needs err; which

I fear he knows too well.

Punt. What call you the lord of the castle, sweet face ?

Gent, [above.] The lord of the castle is a knight, sir; signior

Puntarvolo.
Pu7it. Puntarvolo! O—
Car. Now must he ruminate.

Fast. Does the wench know him all this while, then ?

Car. O, do you know me, man? why, therein Ues the syrup of

the jest; it's a project, a designment of his own, a thing studied,

and rehearst as ordinarily at his coming from hawking or hunting,

as a jig after a play.

Sog. Ay, e'en like your jig, sir.

Punt. Tis a most sumptuous and stately edifice ! Of what years

is the knight, fair damsel ?

Gent. Faith, much about your years, sir.

Punt. What complexion, or what stature bears he ?

Gent. Of your stature, and very near upon your complexion.
Punt. Mine is melancholy,—
Car. So is the dog's, just.

Punt. And doth argue constancy, chiefly in love. What are his

endo^vments ? is he courteous ?

Gent. O. the most courteous knight in Christian land, sir.

Punt. Is he magnanimous?
Gent. As the skin between your brows, sir.

Punt. Is he bountiful ?

Car. 'Slud, he takes an inventory of his own good parts.

Gent. Bountiful! ay, sir, I would you should know it; the poor
are served at his gate, early and late, sir.

Punt. Is he learned?

Gent. O, ay, sir, he can speak the French and Italian.

Punt. Then he has travelled?

Gent. Ay, forsooth, he hath been beyond seas once or twice.

Car. As far as Paris, to fetch over a fashion, and come back again.

Punt. Is he religious?
Gent. Religious ! I know not what you call rehgious, but he goes

to church, I am sure.

Fast. 'Slid, methinks these answers should offend him.

Car. Tut, no; he knows they are excellent, and to her capacity

that speaks them.

Puni. Would I might but see his face!

Car. She should let down a glass from the window at that word,

and request him to look in't.

Pxint. Doubtless the gentleman is most exact, and absolutely

qualified; doth the castle contain him?
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Gent. No, sir, he is from home, but his lady is within.
Punt. His lady! what, is she fair, splendidious, and amiable?
Gent. O, Lord, sir.

Punt. Prithee, dear nymph, intreat her beauties to shine on this
side of the building. [Exit Waiting-gentlewoman from the window.

Car. That he may erect a new dial of compliment, with his

gnomons and his puntilios.
Fast. Nay, thou art such another cynic now, a man had need

walk uprightly before thee.

Car. Heart, can any man walk more upright than he does?
Look, look; as if he went in a frame, or had a suit of wainscot on:
and the dog watching him, lest he should leap out on't.

Fast. 0, villain!

Car. Well, an e'er I meet him in the city, I'll have him jointed,
I'll pawn him in Eastcheap, among the butchers, eke.

Fast. Peace; who be these. Carlo?

Enter Sobdido and Ftjngoso.

Sord. Yonder's your godfather; do your duty to him, son.

Sag. This, sir ? a poor elder brother of mine, sir, a yeoman, may
dispend some seven or eight hundred a year; that's his son, my
nephew, there.

Punt. You are not ill come, neighbour Sordido, though I have not
yet said, well-come; what, my godson is grown a great proficient
by this.

Sord. I hope he will grow great one day, sir.

Fast. What does he study ? the law ?

Sog. Ay, sir, he is a gentleman, though his father be but a yeoman.
Car. What call you your nephew, signior ?

Sog. Marry, his name is Fungoso.
Car. Fungoso! 0, he look'd somewhat like a sponge in that

pink'd yellow doublet, methought; well, make much of him; I see
he was never born to ride upon a mule.

Gent, [reapfears at the window.] My lady will come presently, sir.

Sog. O, now, now!
Punt. Stand by, retire yovu-selves a space; nay, pray you, forget

not the use of your hat; the air is piercing.

[Sordido and Fungoso withdraw.
Fast. What! will not their presence prevail against the current

of his humour ?

Car. O, no; it's a mere tiood, a torrent carries all afore it.

[Lady Puntarvolo appears at the window.
Punt. What more than heavenly pulchritude is this.

What magazine, or treasury of bliss ?

Dazzle, you organs to my optic sense,
To view a creature of such eminence:

O, I am planet-struck, and in yon sphere
A brighter sfar than Venus doth appear!

Fast. How! in verse!
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Car. An extacy, an extacy, man.

Lady P. [above.] is your desire to speak with me, sir knight?
Car. He will tell you that anon; neither his brain nor his body

are yet moulded for an answer.

Punt. Most debonair, and luculent lady, I decline me aa low as

the basis of your altitude.

Cor. He makes congies to his wife in geometrical projyjrtions.

Mit. Is it possible there shntdd be any such humourist ?

Cor. Very easily possible, sir, you see there is.

Punt. I have scarce collected my spirits, but lately scattered in

the admiration of your form; to which, if the bounties of your
mind be any way responsible, I doubt not but my desires shall find

a smooth and secure passage. I am a poor knight-errant, lady, that

hunting in the adjacent forest, was, by adventure, in the pursuit of

a hart, brought to this place; which hart, dear madam, escaped by
enchantment : the evening approaching, myself and servant wearied,

my suit is, to enter your fair castle and refresh me.

Lady. Sir knight, albeit it be not usual with me, chiefly in the

absence of a husband, to admit any entrance to strangers, yet in

the true regard of those innated virtues, and fair parts, which so

strive to express themselves, in you; I am resolved to entertain you
to the best of my unworthy power; which I acknowledge to be

nothing, valued with what so worthy a person may deserve. Please

you but stay while I descend. [Exit from the window.

Punt. Most admired lady, you astonish me.

[ Walks aside with Sordido and his son.

Car. What! with speaking a speech of your own penning ?

Fast. Nay, look; prithee, peace.
Car. Pox on't! I am impatient of such foppery.
Fast. O let us hear the rest.

Car. What! a tedious chapter of courtship, after sir Lancelot

and queen Guenever? Away! I marie in what dull cold nook he

found this lady out; that, being a woman, she was blest with no

more copy of wit but to serve his humour thus. 'Slud, I think he

feeds her with porridge, I: she could never have such a thick brain

else.

Sog. Why, is porridge so hurtful, signior ?

Car. 0, nothing under heaven more prejudicial to those ascending
subtle powers, or doth sooner abate that which we call acumen

tn^enn, than your gross fare: Why, I'll make you an instance; your

city-wives, but observe 'em, you have not more perfect true fools

in the world bred than they are generally; and yet you see, by the

fineness and delicacy of their diet, diving into the fat capons,

drinking your rich wines, feeding on larks, sparrows, potato-pies,
and such good unctuous meats, how their wits are refined and

rarified; and sometimes a very quintessence of conceit tiows from

them, able to drown a weak apprehension.
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Enter Lady Puntarvolo and her Watting-woman.

Fast. Peace, here comes the lady.

Lady. Gad's me, here's company! turn in again.

[Exit unth her woman.
Fast. 'Shght, our presence has cut off the convoy of the jest.
Car. All the better, I am glad on't; for the issue was very per-

spicuous. Come let's discover, and salute the knight.

[They come forward.
Punt. Stay; who be these that address themselves towards us?

What Carlo! Now by the sincerity of my soul, welcome; welcome,
gentlemen: and how dost thou, thou Grand Scourge, or Second
Untruss of the time ?

Car. Faith, spending my metal in this reeling world (here and
there), && the sway of my affection carries me, and perhaps stumble
upon a yeoman-feuterer, as I do now; or one of fortune's mules,
laden with treasure, and an empty cloak-bag, following him, gaping
when a bag will untie.

Punt. Peace, you bandog, peace! What brisk Nj'mphadoro is

that in the white virgin-boot there ?

Car. Marry, sir, one that I must intreat you to take a very par-
ticular knowledge of, and with more than ord&nary respect; monsieur
Fastidious.

Punt. Sir, I could wish, that for the time of your vouchsafed

abiding here, and more real entertainment, this my house stood on
the Muses hill, and these my orchards were those of the Hesperides.

Fast. I possess as much in your wish, sir, as if I were made lord
of the Indies; and I pray you believe it.

Car. I have a better opinion of his faith, than to think it will be
so corrupted.

Sog. Come, brother, I'll bring you acquainted with gentlemen,
and good fellows, such as shall do you more grace than—

Sord. Brother, I hunger not for such acquaintance: Do you take
heed, lest— [Carlo comes toward them.

Sog. Husht! My brother, sir, for want of education, sir, some-
what nodding to the boor, the clown ; but I request you in private,
sir.

Fung, [looking at Fastidious Brisk.] By heaven, it is a very fine
suit of clothes. [Aside.

Cor. Do you observe that, signior ? There's another humour has
new-crack'd the shell.

Mit. What ! he is enamour'd of the fashion, is he?
Cor. 0, you forestall the jest.

Fung. I marie what it might stand him in. [Aside.
Sog. Nephew!
Fung. 'Fore me, it's an excellent suit, and as neatly becomes

him. [Aside.]
—What said you, uncle?
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Sog. When saw you my niece 7

Fung. Marry, yesternight I supp'd there.—That kina of boot
does very rare too. [Aside.

Sog. And what news hear you 7

Fung. The gilt spur and all! Would I were hang'd, but 'tis

exceeding good. [Aside.]
—Say you, uncle?

Sog. Your mind is carried away with somewhat else: I ask what
news you hear ?

Fung. Troth, we hear none.—In good faith [looking at Fastidious

Brisk] I was never so pleased ^vith a fashion, days of my life. an
I might have but my wish, I'd ask no more of heaven now, but such
a suit, such a hat, such a band, such a doublet, such a hose, such a

boot, and such a— [Aside.

Sog. They say, there's a new motion of the city of Nineveh, with
Jonas and the whale, to be seen at Fleet-bridge. You can tell,

cousin ?

Fung. Here's such a world of questions with him now!—Yes, I

think there be such a thing, I saw the picture.
—Would he would

once be satisfied! Let me see, the doublet, say fifty shillings the

doublet, and between three or four pound the hose; then boots, hat,
and band: some ten or eleven pound will do it all, and suit me for

the heavens ! [Aside,

Sog. I'll see all those devices an I come to London once.

Fung. Ods 'slid, an I could compass it, 'twere rare. [Aside.]
—

Hark you, uncle.

Sog. Wliat says my nephew ?

Fung. Faith, uncle, I would have desired you to have raatle a

motion for me to my father, in a thing that Walk aside, and
I'll tell you, sir; no more but this: there's a parcel of law books

(some twenty pounds worth) that lie in a place for a little more
than half the money they cost; and I think, for some twelve pound,
or twenty mark, I could go near to redeem them; there's Plowden,

Dyar, Brooke, and Fitz-Herbert, divers such as I must have ere

long; and you know, I were as good save five or six pound, as not,
uncle. I pray you, move it for me.

Sog. That I n'ill: when would you have me do it? presently?

Fung. O, ay, I pray you, good uncle: [Sogliardo takes Sordido

aside.]
—send me good luck, Lord, an't be thy will, prosper it!

my stars, now, now, if it take now, I am made for ever.

Fast. Shall I tell you, sir? by this air, I am the most beholden
to that lord, of any gentleman living; he does use me the most

honourably, and with the greatest respect, more indeed than can
be utter'd with any opinion of truth.

Punt. Then have you the count Gratiato ?

Fast. As true noble a gentleman too as any breathes; I am
exceedingly endear'd to his love: By this hand, I protest to you,

signior, I speak it not gloriously, nor out of affectation, but there's

he and the count Frugale, signior Illustre, signior Luculento, and
a sort of 'em, that when I am at court, they do share me amongst
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them; happy is he can enjoy me most private. I do wish myself
sometime an ubiquitary tor their love, in good faith.

Car. There's ne'er a one of these but might lie a week on the

rack, ere they could bring forth his name; and yet he pours them
out as famiharly, as if he had seen them stand by the fire in the

presence, or ta'en tobacco with them over the stage, in the lord's

room.
Puini,. Then you must of necessity know our court-star there, that

planet of wit, madona Saviolina?

Fast. O Lord, sir, my mistress.

Punt. Is she your mistress ?

Fast. Faith, here be some slight favours of hers, sir, that do

speak it, she is; as this scarf, sir, or this ribbon in my ear, or so;
this feather grew in her sweet fan sometimes, though now it be my
poor fortune to wear it, as you see, sir: slight, slight, a foolish toy.

Punt. Well, she is the lady of a most exalted and ingenious spirit.

Fast. Did you ever hear any woman speak like her ? or enriched

with a more plentiful discourse ?

Car. O villainous! nothing but sound, sound, a mere echo; she

speaks as she goes tired, in cobweb-lawn, light, thin; good enough
to catch flies withal.

Punt. O manage your affections.

Fast. Well, if thou be'st not plagued for this blasphemy one day—
Punt. Come, regard not a jester: It is in the power of my purse

to make him speak well or ill of me.
Fast. Sir, I affirm it to you upon my credit and judgment, she

has the most harmonious and musical strain of wit that ever

tempted a true ear; and yet to see!—a rude tongue would profane
heaven, if it could.

Punt. 1 am not ignorant of it, sir.

Fast. Oh, it flows from her like nectar, and she doth give it that

Bweet quick grace, and exornation in the composure, that by this

good air, as I am an honest man, would I might never stir, sir, but—
she does observe as pure a phrase, and use as choice figures in her

ordinary conferences, as any be in the Arcadia.

Car. Or rather in Green's works, whence she may steal with more

security.
Sord. Well, if ten pound will fetch 'em, you shall have it; but

I'll part with no more.

Fung. I'll try what that will do, if you please.
Sord. Do so; and when you have them, study hard.

Fung. Yes, sir. An I could study to get forty shillings more now !

Well, I will put myself into the fashion, as far as this will go,

presently.
Sord. I wonder it rains not: the almanack says, we should have

a store of rain to-day. [Aside.
Punt. Why, sir, to-morrow I will associate you to court myself,

and from thence to the city about a business, a project I have; I

will expose it to you, sir ; Carlo, I am sure has heard of it.
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Car. What's that, sir ?

Puni. I do intend, this year of jubilee coming on, to travel: and
because I will not altogether go upon expense, I am determined to

put forth some five thousand pound, to be paid me five for one,

upon the return of myself, my wife, and my dog from the Turk's

court in Constantinople. K all or either of us miscarry in the

journey, 'tis gone: if we be successful, why, there will be five and

twenty thousand pound to entertain time withal. Nay, go not,

neighbour Sordido; stay to-night, and help to make our society
the fuller. Gentlemen, froUc: Carlo! what! dull now?

Car. I was thinking on your project, air, an you call it so. Is

this the dog goes with you ?

Punt. This is the dog, sir.

Car. He does not go barefoot, does he T

Punt. Away, you traitor, away!
Car. Nay, afore God, I speak simply; he may prick his foot with

& thorn, and be as much as the whole venture is worth. Besides,
for a dog that never travell'd before, it's a huge journey to Con-

stantinople. I'll tell you now, an he were mine, I'd have some

present conference with a physician, what antidotes were good to

give him, preservatives against poison; for assure you, if once your
money be out, there'll be divers attempts made against the Ufe of

the poor animal.

Punt. Thou art still dangerous.
Fast. Is signior Deliro's wife your kinswoman ?

Sog. Ay, sir, she is my niece, my brother's daughter here, and

my nephew's sister.

Sord. Do you know her, sir ?

Fast. O Lord, sir! signior Deliro, her husband, is my merchant.

Fung. Ay, I have seen this gentleman there often.

Fast. I cry you mercy, sir; let me crave your name, pray you.

Fung. Fungoso, sir.

Fast. Good signior Fungoso, I shall request to know you better,

sir.

Fung. I am her brother, sir.

Fast. In fair time, sir.

Punt. Come, gentlemen, I will be your conduct.

Fast. Nay, pray you, sir; we shall meet at signior Deliro's often.

Sog. You shall have rae at the herald's office, sir, for some week
or so at my first coming up. Come, Carlo. [Exeunt.

Mit. Methinks, Cordatus, he dwelt somewhat too long on this scene ;

it hung in the liand.

Cor. / se« not tvhere he could have insisted less, and to have made
the humours perspicuous enough.

Mit. True, as his subject lies ; but he might have altered the shape

of his argument, and explicated them better in single scenes.

Cor. That had been single indeed. Why, be they not the same

persons in this, as they would have been in those ? and is it not an
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object of more state, to behold the scene full, and relieved with variety
of speakers to the end, than to see a vast empty stage, and the actora
come in one by one, as if they were dropt down with a feather into the

eye of the spectators ?

Mit. Nay, you are better traded with these things than I, and therefore
I'll subscribe to your judgment ; marry, you shall give me leave to

make objections.
Cor. 0, what else ? it is the special intent of the author you should

do so ; for thereby others, that are present, may as well be satisfied,
who haply would object the same you would do.

Mit. So, sir ; but when appears Macilente again ?

Cor. Marry, he stays but till our silence give him leave : here he

comes, and with him signior Deliro, a merchant at whose house he is

come to sojourn : make your oivn observation now, only transfer your
thoughts to the city, with the scene : where suppose they speak.

SCENE II. A Room in Delieo's House.

Enter Delxro, Macilente, and Fido with flowers and perfumes.

Deli. I'll tell you by and by, sir,
—

Welc : me, good Macilente, to my house,
To sojourn even for ever; if my best
In cates, and every sort of good entreaty.
May move you stay with me. [He censefh : the boy strews flowers.

Maci. I thank you, sir.—
And 3'et the muffled Fates, had it pleased them.
Might have supplied me from their own full store.

Without this word, / thank you, to a fool.

I see no reason why that dog call'd Chance,
Should fawn upon this fellow more than me;
I am a man, and I have limbs, flesh, blood.
Bones, sinews, and a soul, as well as he:

My parts are every way as good as his;
If I said better, why, I did not lie.

Nath'less, his wealth, but nodding on my wants.
Must make me bow, and cry, / thank you, sir. [Aside.

Deli. Dispatch! take heed your mistress see you not.
Fido. I warrant you, sir, I'll steal by her softly. [Exit.
Deli. Nay, gentle friend, be merry; raise your looks

Out of your bosom: I protest, by heaven,
You are the man most welcome in the world.

ifaci. I thank you, sir.—I know my cue, I think. [Aside.

Re-enter Fido, with more perfumes and flowers.

Fido. Where will you have them burn, sir ?

Deli. Here, good Fido.

What, she did not see thee ?

Fido. No, sir.

Deli. That is well
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Strew, strew, good Fido, the freshest flowers; so!

Maci. What means this, signior Deliro ? all this censing 7

Deli. Cast in more franlcincense, yet more; well said.—
Macilente, I have such a wife!

So passing fair! so passing-fair-unkind!
But of such worth, and right to be unkind,

Since no man can be worthy of her kindness—
Maci. What, can there not?

Deli. No, that is as sure as death.
No man alive. I do not say, is not.

But cannot possibly be worth her kindness.

Nay, it is certain, let me do her right.

How, said I? do her right! as though I could,

As though this dull, gross tongue of mine could utter

The rare, the true, the pure, the infinite rights.

That sit, as high as I can look, within her !

Maci. Tliis is such dotage as was never heard.

Deli. Well, this must needs be granted.
Maci. Granted, quoth you ?

Deli. Nay, Macilente, do not so discredit

The goodness of your judgment to deny it.

For I do speak the very least of her:

And I would crave, and beg no more of Heaven,
For all my fortunes here, but to be able

To utter first in fit terms, what she is.

And then the true joys I conceive in her.

Maci. Is't possible she should deserve so well.

As you pretend ?

Ddi. Ay, and she knows so well

Her own deserts, that, when I strive t'enjoy them,
She weighs the things I do, with what she merits ;

And, seeing my worth out-weigh'd so in her graces,

She is so solemn, so precise, so froward.

That no observance I can do to her

Can make her kind to me: if she find fault,

I mend that fault; and then she says, I faulted.

That I did mend it. Now, good friend, advise me.
How I may temper this strange spleen in her.

Maci. You are too amorous, too obsequious.
And make her too assured she may command you.
When women doubt most of their husbands' loves,

They are most loving. Husbands must take heed

They give no gluts of kindness to their wives.

But use them like their horses; whom they feed

Not with a mangerful of meat together.

But half a peck at once ; and keep them so

Still with an appetite to that they give them.

He that desires to have a loving wife,

Must bridle all the show of that desire:
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Be kind, not amorous; nor bewraying kindness,
As if love wrought it, but considerate duty.
Offer no love rites, but let wives still seek them,
For when they come unsought, they seldom like therru

Deli. Believe me, Macilente, this is gospel.
0, that a man were his own man so much.
To rule himself thus. I will strive, i'faith.

To be more strange and careless; yet I hope
I have now taken such a perfect course,
To make her kind to me, and live contented.
That I shall find my kindness well return'd,
And have no need to fight with my affections.

She late hath found much fault with every room
Within my house; one was too big, she said,
Another was not furnish'd to her mind.
And so through all; all which, now, I have alter'd.

Then here, she hath a place, on my back-side,
Wherein she loves to walk; and that, she said.
Had some ill smells about it: now, this walk
Have I, before she knows it, thus perfumed
With herbs, and flowers; and laid in divers places,
As 'twere on altars consecrate to her.
Perfumed gloves, and delicate chains of amber.
To keep the air in awe of her sweet nostrils:

This have I done, and this I think will please her.

Behold, she comes.

Enter Fallace.

Fal. Here's a sweet stink indeed !

What, shall I ever be thus crost and plagued.
And sick of husband ? O, my head doth ache.
As it would cleave asunder, with these savours !

All my rooms alter'd, and but one poor walk
That I delighted in, and that is made
So fulsome with perfumes, that I am fear'd.

My brain doth sweat so, I have caught the plague!
Deli. Why, gentle wife, is now thy walk too sweet T

Thou said'st of late, it had sour airs about it,

And found'st much fault that I did not correct it.

Fal. Why, an I did find fault, sir ?

Deli. Nay, dear wife,
I know thou hast said thou hast loved perfumes.
No woman better.

Fal. Ay, long since, perhaps;
But now that sense is alter'd: you would have me,
Like to a puddle, or a standing pool.
To have no motion, nor no spirit within me.
No, I am like a pure and sprightly river.
That moves for ever, and yet still the same;
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Or fire, that burns much wood, yet still one flame.

Deli. But yesterday, I saw thee at our garden.

Smelling on roses, and on purple flowers;

And since, I hope, the humour of thy sense

Is nothing changed.
Fal. Why, those were growing flowers,

And these within my walk are cut and strewed.

Deli. But yet they have one scent.

Fal. Ay ! have they so ?

In your gross judgment. If you make no difference

Betwixt the scent of grooving flowers and cut ones,

You have a sense to taste lamp oil, i' faith:

And with such judgment have you changed the chambers.

Leaving no room, that I can joy to be in,

In all your house; and now my walk, and all,

You smoke me from, as if I were a fox.

And long, belike, to drive me quite away:

Well, walk you there, and I'll walk where I list.

Ddi. Wliat shall I do ? 0, I shall never please her.

Maci. Out on thee, dotard! what star ruled his birth.

That brought him such a Star ? blind Fortune still

Bestows her gifts on such as cannot use them:

How long shall I live, ere I be so happy
To have a wife of this exceeding form ? [Aside.

Deli. Away with 'em! would I had broke a joint

When I devised this, that should so dislike her.

Away, bear all away. [Exit Fido, with flowers, etc.

Fal. Ay, do; for fear

Aught that is there should like her. O, this man,

How cunningly he can conceal himself,

As though he loved, nay, honour'd and ador'd!—
Deli. Why, my sweet heart ?

Fal. Sweet heart! 0, better still!

And asking, why? wherefore? and looking strangely.

As if he were as white aa innocence !

Alas, you're simple, you: you cannot change.

Look pale at pleasure, and then red with wonder;

No, no, not you ! 'tis pity o' your naturals.

I did but cast an amorous eye, e'en now.

Upon a pair of gloves that somewhat liked me,

And straight he noted it, and gave command
All should be ta'en away.

Ddi. Be they my bane then!

What, sirrah, Fido, bring in those gloves again

You took from hence.

Fal. 'Sbody, sir, but do not:

Bring in no gloves to spite me; if you do—
Deli. Ay me, most wretched; how am I misconstrued!

Maci. O, how she tempts my heart-strings with her eye.
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To knit them to her beauties, or to break !

What mov'd the heavens, that they could not make
Me such a woman ! but a man, a beast.

That hath no bliss like others? Would to heaven,
In wreak of my misfortunes, I were turn'd

To some fair water-nymph, that, set upon
The deepest whirl-pit of the rav'nous seas,

jMy adamantine eyes might headlong hale

This iron world to me, and drown it all. [Aside.

Cor. Behold, behold, the translated gallant.

iVIit. 0, he is welcome.

Enter Fxrsaoso, apparelled like Fastidious Brisk.

Fung. Save you, brother and sister; save j'ou, sir! I have
commendations for you out o' the country. I wonder they take no

knowledge of my suit: [Aside.]
—Mine uncle Soghardo is in town.

Sister, methinks you are melancholy; why are you so sad? I

think you took me for Master Fastidious Brisk, sister, did you not T

Fal. Why should I take you for him ?

Fung. Nay, nothing.
—I was lately in Master Fastidious's com-

pany, and methinks we are very like.

Deli. You have a fair suit, brother, 'give you joy on't.

Fung. Faith, good enough to ride in, brother ; I made it to ride in.

FaL 0, now I see the cause of his idle demand was his new suit.

Deli. Pray you, good brother, try if you can change her mood.

Fung. I warrant you, let me alone: I'll put her out of her dumps.
Sister, how like you my suit!

Fal. 0, you are a gallant in print now, brother.

Fung. Faith, how like you the fashion? it is the last edition, I

assure you.
Fal. I cannot but Hke it to the desert.

Fung. Troth, sister, I was fain to borrow these spurs, I have left

my gown in gage for them, pray you lend me an angeJ.
Fal. Now, beshrew my heart then.

Fung. Good truth, I'll pay you again at my next exhibition. I

had but bare ten pound of my father, and it would not reach to put
me wholly into the fashion.

Fal. I care not.

Fung. I had spurs of mine own before, but they were not ginglers.
Monsieur Fastidious will be here anon, sister.

Fal. You jest!

Fung. Never lend me penny more while you live then; and that

I'd be loth to say, in truth.

Fal. When did you see him ?

Fung. Yesterday; I came acquainted with him at Sir Puntar-
volo's: nay, sweet sister.

Maci. I fain would know of heaven now, why yond fool

Should wear a suit of satin ? he ? that rook,
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That painted jay, with such a deal of outside:

What is his inside, trow? ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

Good heaven, give me patience, patience, patience.
A number of these popinjays there are,

Whom, if a man confer, and but examine
Their inward merit, with such men as want;
Lord, lord, what things they are! [A.tide.

Fal. [Oive^ him money.] Come, when will you pay me again, now?
Fung. lord, sister!

Maci. Here comes another.

Enter Fastidious Brisk, in a new suit

Fast. Save you, signior Deliro ! How dost thou, sweet lady ? let

me kiss thee.

Fung. How! a new suit? ah me!
Deli. And how does master Fastidious Brisk ?

Fast. Faith, live in court, signior Deliro; in grace, I thank God,
both of the noble masculine and feminine. I must speak with you
in private by and by.

Deli. When you please, sir.

Fal. Why look you so pale, brother?

Fung. 'Slid, all this money is cast away now.
Maci. Ay, there's a newer edition come forth.

Fung. 'Tis but my hard fortune! well, I'll have my suit changed,
I'll go fetch my tailor presently but first. I'll devise a letter to my
father. Have you any pen and ink, sister ?

Fal. What would j^ou do withal ?

Fung. I would use it. 'Slight, an it had come but four days
sooner, the fashion. [Exit.

Fast. There was a countess gave me her hand to kiss to-day,
i' the presence: did me more good by that light than and

yesternight sent her coach twice to my lodging, to intreat me accom-

pany her, and my sweet mistress, with some two or three nameless

ladies more: O, I have been graced by them beyond all aim of

affection: this is her garter my dagger hangs in: and they do so

commend and approve my apparel, with my judicious wearing of it,

it's above wonder.
Fal. Indeed, sir, 'tis a most excellent suit, and you do wear it as

extraordinary.
Fast. Why, I'll tell you now, in good faith, and by this chair,

which, by the grace of God, I intend presently to sit in, I had three

suits in one year mat^e three great ladies in love with me: I had
other three, undid three gentlemen in imitation: and other three

gat three other gentlemen widows of three thousand pound a year.
Deli. Is't possible?
Fast. O, beheve it, sir; your good face is the witch, and your

apparel the spells, that bring all the pleasures of the world into

their circle.

Fal. Ah, the sweet grace of a courtier!
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Maci. Well, would my father had left me but a good face for my

portion yet! though I had shared the unfortunate wit that goes
with it, I had not cared; I might have passed for somewhat in the

world then.

Fast. Why, assure you, signior, rich apparel has strange virtues:

it makes him that hath it without means, esteemed for an excellent

wit: he that enjoys it with means, puts the world in remembrance
of his means: it helps the deformities of nature, and gives lustre to

her beauties; makes continual holiday where it shines; sets the

wits of ladies at work, that otherwise would be idle; furnisheth your
two-shilling ordinary; takes possession of your stags at your new

play; and enricheth your oars, as scorning to go with your
Bcull.

Maci. Pray you, sir, add this; it gives respect to your fools,

makes many thieves, as many strumpets, and no fewer bankrupts.
Fal. Out, out! unworthy to speak where he breatheth.

Fast. What's he, signior ?

Ddi. A friend of mine, sir.

Fast. By heaven I wonder at you citizens, what kind of creatures

you are!

Deli. Why, sir?

Fast. That you can consort yourselves with such poor seam-rent
fellows.

Fal. He says true.

Deli. Sir, I will assure you, however you esteem of him, he's a

man worthy of regard.
Fast. Why, what has he in him of such virtue to be regarded, ha ?

Deli. Marry, he is a scholar, sir.

Fast. Nothing else !

Deli. And he is well travell'd.

Fast. He should get him clothes; I would cherish those good
parts of travel in him, and prefer him to some nobleman of good
place.

Ddi. Sir, such a benefit should bind me to you for ever, in my
friend's right; and I doubt not, but his desert shall more than
answer my praise.

Fast. Why, an he had good clothes, I'd carrjj^ him to coiu-t with
me to-morrow.

Ddi. He shall not want for those, sir, if gold and the whole city
will furnish him.

Fast. You say well, sir: faith, signior Deliro, I am come to have

you play the alchemist with me, and change the species of my land

into that metal you talk of.

Ddi. With all my heart, sir; what sum will serve you?
Fast. Faith, some three or four hundred.
Ddi. Troth, sir, I have promised to meet a gentleman this

morning in Paul's, but upon my return I'll dispatch you.
Fast. I'll accompany you thither.

Deli. As you please, sir; but I go not thither directly.
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FaM. 'Tis no matter, I have no other designment in hand, and
therefore as good go along.
Ddi. I were as good have a quartain fever follow me now, for I

shall ne'er be rid of him. Bring me a cloak there, one. Still, upon
his grace at court, I am sure to be visited ; I was a beast to give him

any hope. Well, would I were in, that I am out with him once,
and Come, signior Macilente, I must confer with you, as we go.

Nay, dear wife, I beseech thee, forsake these mood)*: look not like

winter thus. Here, take my keys, open my counting-houses,

spread all my wealth before thee, choose any object that delights
thee: if thou wilt eat the spirit of gold, and djink dissolved pearl in

wine, 'tis for thee.

Fal. So, sir!

Ddi. Nay, my sweet wife.

Fal. Good lord, how you are perfumed in your terms and all!

pray you leave us.

Ddi. Come, gentlemen.
Fast. Adieu, sweet lady. [Exeunt all hut Fallace.

Fal. Ay, ay! let thy words ever sound in mine ears, and thy
graces disperse contentment through all my senses ! 0, how happy
is that lady above other ladies, that enjoys so absolute a gentleman
to her servant ! A countess gives him her hand to kiss : ah, foolish

countess! he's a man worthy, if a woman may speak of a man's

worth, to kiss the lips of an empress.

Re-enter Fungoso, with his Tailor.

Fung. What's master Fastidious gone, sister?

Fal. Ay, brother.—He has a face like a cherubin! [Aside.

Fung. 'Ods me, what luck's this? I have fetch'd my tailor and
all : which way went he, sister, can you tell ?

Fal. Not I, in good faith—and he has a body like an angel!

[Aside.

Fung. How long is't since he went?
Fal. Why, but e'en now; did you not meet him?—and a tongue

able to ravish any woman in the earth. [Aside.

Fung. O, for God's sake—I'll please you for your pains, [to hia

Tailor.]
—But e'en now, say you? Come, good sir: 'slid, I had

forgot it too: if any body ask for mine uncle Sogliardo, they shall

have him at the herald's office yonder, by Paul's.

[Exit unth his Tailor.

Fal. Well, I will not altogether despair: I have heard of a

citizen's wife has been beloved of a courtier; and why not I?

heigh, ho! well, I will into my private chamber, lock the door to

me, and think over all his good parts one after another. [Exit.

Mit. Wdl, I doubt, this last scene mil endure some grievous torture.

Cor. How ? you fear 'twill be rack'd by some hard construction ?

Mit. Do not you ?

Cor. 7!lo, in good faith : unless mine eyes could light me beyond
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sense. I see no reason why this should be more liable to the rack than
the rest : you'll say, perhaps, the city will not take it well tluit the

merchant is made here to doat so perfectly upon his wife ; and she

again to be so Fastidiously affected as she is.

Mit. You have utter'd rny thought, sir, indeed.

Cor. Why, by that proportion, the court might as well take offence
at him we call the courtier, and with mu^h mare pretext, by how much
the place transcends, and goes before in dignity and virtue : bvi can
you imagine that any noble or true spirit in court, whose sinewy and
altogether unaffected graces, very loorthily express him. a courtier, will

make any exception at the opening of such an empty trunk as this

Brisk is } or think his own worth impeached, by beholding his motley
inside ?

Mit. No, sir, I do not.

Cor. No more, assure you, will any grave, wise citizen, or modest
matron, take the object of this folly in Deliro and his wife ; but rather

apply it as the foil to their own virtues. For that were to affirm, that
a man ivriting of Nero, should mean all emperors ; or speaking of
Machiavel, comprehend all statesmen; or in our Sordido, all farmers ;

and so of the rest : than which nothing can be uttered more malicious
or absurd. Indeed there are a sort of these narrow-eyed decypherers, I

confess, that will extort strange and abstruse meanings out of any
subject, be it never so conspicuous and innocently delivered. But to

such, where'er they sit concealed, let them know, the author defies them
and their loriting-tables ; and hopes no sound or safe judgment will

infect itself with their contagious comments, who, indeed, come here

only to pervert and poison the sense of what they hear, and for nought
else.

Enter Cavalier Shift, with two Si-quisses (bills) in his hand.

Mit. Stay, what new mute is this, that walks so suspiciously ?

Cor. 0, marry, this is one, for whose better illustration, we must
desire you to presuppose the stage, the middle aisle in PauVs, and that,
the west end of it.

Mit. So, sir, and what follows ?

Cor. Faith, a whole volume of humour, and worthy the unclasping.
Mit. As how ? What name do you give him first ?

Cor. He hath shift of names, sir : some call him Apple-John, some
iignior Whiffe ; marry, his main standing name is cavalier Shift :

the rest are but as clean shirts to his natures.

Mit. And what makes he in PauVs now ?

Cor. Troth, as you see, for the advancement of a si quis, or two ;

wherein he has so varied himself, that if any of 'em take, he may hull

up and doijon in the humorous world a little longer.
Mit. It seems then he bears a very changing sail ?

Cor. O, as the wind, sir : here comes more.
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ACT III

SCENE I.—The Middle Aisle of St. Paul's.

Shift, [coming forward.] This is rare, I have set up my bills

without discovery.
Enter Orange.

Orange. What, signior Whitie! what fortune has brought you
into these west parts ?

Shift. Troth, signior, nothing but your rheum; I have been

taking an ounce of tobacco hard by here, with a gentleman, and I

am come to spit private in Paul's. 'Save you, sir.

Orange. Adieu, good signior Whiffe. [Passes onward.

Enter Clove.

Clove. Master Apple-John ! you are well met; when shall we sup

together, and laugh, and be fat with those good wenches, ha ?

Shift. Faith, sir, I must now leave you, upon a few humours and

occasions ; but when you please, sir. [Exit.

Clove. Farewell, sweet Apple-John ! I wonder there are no more

store of gallants here.

Mit. What he these two, signior ?

Cor. Marry, a couple, sir, that are mere strangers to the whole scrrpe

of our play ; only come to walk a turn or tv;o in this scene of Paul's,

by chance.

Orange. Save you, good master Clove 1

Clove. Sweet master Orange.

Mit. How ! Clove and Orange ?

Cor. Ay, and they are well met, for 'tis as dry an Orange as ever

grew : nothing but salutation, and O lord, sir ! and. It pleases you to

say so, sir ! one that can laugh at a jest for company with a most

plausible and eztemporal grace ; and some hour after in private ask

you what it was. The other monsieur, Clove, is a more spiced youth ;

he will sit you a whole afternoon sometimes in a bookseller's shop,

reading the Greek, Italian, and Spanish, when he U7iderstands not a

word of either ; if he had the tongues to his suits, he rvere an excellent

linguist.

Clove. Do you hear this reported for certainty 7

Orange. lord, sir.

Enter Ptjntabvolo and Cairlo, followed by two Serving-men,
one leading a dog, the other hearing a hag.

Punt. Sirrah, take my cloak; and you, sir knave, follow me
closer. If thou losest my dog, thou ahalt die a dog's death; 1 will

hang thee.

Car. Tut, fear him not, he's a good lean slave; he loves a dog
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well, I warrant him; I aee by hia looks, I:—Mass, he's somewhat
like him. 'Slud [to the Servant.] poison him, make him away with
a crooked pin, or somewhat, man; thou may'st have more secm-ity
of thy life; and—So, sir; what! you have not put out your whole
venture yet, have you ?

Punt. No, I do want yet some fifteen or sixteen hundred pounds ;

but my lady, my wife, is OtU of Iter Humour, she does not now go.
Car. No ! how then ?

Punt. Marry, I am now enforced to give it out, upon the return
of myself, my dog, and my cat.

Car. Youi cat ! where is she ?

Punt. My squire has her there, in the bag; sirrah, look to her.
How lik'st thou my change. Carlo ?

Car. Oh, for the better, sir; your cat has nine lives, and your
wife has but one.

Punt. Besides, she will never be sea-sick, which will save me so
much in conserves. When saw you signior Sogliardo ?

Car. I came from him but now; he is at the herald's office yonder;
he requested me to go afore, and take up a man or two for him in

Paul's, against his cognisance was ready.
Punt. What, has he purchased arms, then ?

Car. Ay, and rare ones too; of as many colours as e'er you saw
any fool's coat in your life. I'll go look among yond' bills, an I can
fit him with legs to his arms.

Punt. With legs to his arms! Good! I will go with you, sir.

[They go to read the bills.

Enter Fastidious, Dbliro, and Macilente.

Fast. Come, let's walk in Mediterraneo : I assure you, sir, I am
not the least respected among ladies; but let that pass: do you
know how to go into the presence, sir ?

Maci. Why, on my feet, sir.

Fast. No, on your head, sir; for 'tis that must bear you out, I
assure you; as thus, sir. You must first have an especial care so
to wear your hat, that it oppress not confusedly this your pre-
dominant, or foretop; because, when you come at the presence-
door, you may with once or twice stroking up your forehead, thus,
enter with your predominant perfect; that is, standing up stiff.

Maci. As if one were frighted?
Fast. Ay, sir.

Maci. Which, indeed, a true fear of your mistress should do,
rather than gum-water, or whites of eggs; is't not so, sir?

Fast. An ingenious observation. Give me leave to crave your
name, sir?

Deli. His name is Macilente, sir.

Fast. Good signior Macilente, if this gentleman, signior Deliro,
furnish you, as he says he ^vill, with clothes, I will bring you, to-

morrow by this time, into the presence of the most divine and acute

lady in court; you shall see sweet silent rhetorick, and dumb
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eloquence speaking in her eye, but when she speaks herself, such

an anatomy of wit, so sinewised and arterised, that 'tis the goodhest

model of pleasure that ever was to behold. Oh! she strikes the

world into admiration of her; 0, 0, O! I cannot express them,

believe me.
Maci. O, your only admiration is your silence, sir.

Punt. 'Fore God, Carlo, this is good! let's read them again.

[Reads the bill.

If there be any lady or gentlewoman of good carriage that is desirous

to entertain to her private uses, a young, straight, and upright gentleman,

of the age of five or six and twenty at the most ; who can serve in the

nature of a gentleman-usher, and hath little legs of purpose, and a

black satin suit of his oum, to go before her in ; which suit, for the

more sweetening, notv lies in lavender ; and can hid^ his face with her

fan, if need require ; or sit in the cold at the stair foot for her, as well

as another gentleman : let her subscribe her name and place, and

diligent respect sluill be given.

Punt. This is above measure excellent, ha!

Car. No, this, this ! here's a fine slave. [Reads.

If this city, or the suburbs of the same, do afford any young gentleman

of the first, second, or third head, more or less, whose friends are bu,

lately deceased, and whose lands are but new come into his hands, that,

to be as exactly qualified as the best of our ordinary gallants are, is

affected to entertain the most gentleman-like use of tobac-co ; as first,

to give it the most exquisite perfume ; then, to know all the delicate

sweet forms for the assumption of it ; as also the rare corollary and

practice of the Cuban ebolition, euripm and whiff, which he shall

receive or take in here at London, and evaporate at Uxbridge, or farther,

if it please him. If there be any such generous spirit, that is truly

enamoured of these good faculties ; may it please him, but by a note

of his hand to specify the place or ordinary where he uses to eat and

lie ; and most sweet attendance, unth tobacco and pipes of the best sort,

shall be ministered. Stet, quaeso, candide Lector,

Punt. Why, this is without parallel, this.

Car. Well, I'll mark this fellow for Sogliardo's use presently.

Punt. Or rather, Sogliardo, for his use.

Car. Faith, either of them will serve, they are both good pro-

perties: I'll design the other a place too, that we may see him.

Punt. No better place than the Mitre, that we may be spectators

with you. Carlo. Soft, behold who enters here:

Enter Soquabdo.

Signior Sogliardo! save you.

Sog. Save you, good sir Puntarvolo; your dog's in health, sir,

I see: How now, Carlo?

Car. We have ta'en simple pains, to choose you out followers

j^gpg_ [Shews him the bills.
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Puvi. Come hither, signior.
Clove. Monsieur Orange, yon gallants observe us; prithee let's

talk fiastian a Uttle, and gull fhem ; make them beheve we are great
scholars.

Orange. O lord, sir!

Clove. Nay, prithee let us, believe me,—you have an excellent

habit in discourse.

Orange. It pleases you to say so, sir.

Clove. By this church, you have, la; nay, come, begin—Aristotle,

in his daemonologia, approves Scaliger for the best navigator in his

time; and in his hypercritics, he reports him to be Heautontimoru-
menos :

—you understand the Greek, sir ?

Orange. 0, good sir!

Mad. For society's sake he does. O, here be a couple of fine

tame parrots!
Clove. Now, sir, whereas the ingenuity of the time and the soul's

synderisis are but embrions in nature, added to the panch of

Esquiline, and the inter-vallum of the zodiac, besides the ecliptic
line being optic, and not mental, but by the contemplative and
theoric part thereof, doth demonstrate to us the vegetable circum-

ference, and the ventosity of the tropics, and whereas our intellectual,
or mincing capreal (according to the metaphysicks) as you may
read in Plato's HistriomastLx You conceive me, sir?

Orange. O lord, sir!

Clove. Then coming to the pretty animal, as reason long since is

fled to animals, you know, or indeed for the more modelising, or

enamelling, or rather diamondising of your subject, you shall per-
ceive the hypothesis, or galaxia, (whereof the meteors long since had
their initial inceptions and notions,) to be merely Pythagorical,
mathematical, and aristocratical For, look you, sir, there is

ever a kind of concinnity and species Let us turn to our former

discourse, for they mark us not.

Fast. Mass, yonder's the knight Puntarvolo.

Deli. And my cousin Sogliardo, methinks.

Maci. Ay, and his familiar that haunts him, the devil with the

shining face.

Deli. Let 'em alone, observe 'em not.

{Sogliardo, Puntarvolo, and Carlo, walk together.

Sag. Nay, I will have him, I am resolute for that. By this

parchment, gentlemen, I have been so toiled among the harrota

yonder, you will not believe! they do speak in the strangest
language, and give a man the hardest terms for his money, that

ever you knew.
Car. But have you arms, have you arms ?

Sog. I'faith, I thank them; I can write myself gentleman now;
here's my patent, it cost me thirty pound, by this breath.

Punt. A very fair coat, well charged, and full of armory.
Sog. Nay, it has as much variety of colours in it, as you have

seen a coat have; how like you the crest, sir?
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Punt. I understand it not well, what is't?

Sog. Marry, sir, it ia your boar without a head, rampant. A
boar without a head, that's very rare!

Car. Ay, and rampant too! troth, I commend the herald's wit,

he has decyphered him well : a smne without a head, without brain,

wit, anything indeed, ramping to gentility. You can blazon the

rest, signior, can you not?

Sog. O, ay, I have it in writing here of purpose; it cost me two

shillings the tricking.
Car. Let's hear, let's hear.

Punt. It is the most vile, foolish, absurd, palpable, and ridiculous

escutcheon that ever this eye survised.—Save you, good monsieur

Fastidious. [They salute as they 7neei in the walk.

Car. Silence, good knight; on, on.

Sog. [Reads.] Gyrony of eight -pieces ; azure and gules ; between

three plates, a chevron engrailed checquy, or, vert, and ermins ; on a

chief argent, between tvx) ann'lets sable, a boar's head, proper.

Car. How's that! on a chief argent?

Sog. [Reads.] On a chief argent, a boar's head proper, between ttm

ann'lets sahle.

Car. 'Slud, it's a hog's cheek and puddings in a pewter field, this.

[Here they shift. Fastidious mixes with Puvtarvolo ; Carlo and

Sogliardo ; Deliro and Macilente ; Clove and Orange ; four

couple.

Sog. How like you them, signior ?

Punt. Let the word be. Not without mustard : your crest is very

rare, sir.

Car. A frying-pan to the crest, had had no fellow.

Fast. Intreat your poor friend to walk off a little, signior, I will

salute the knight.
Car. Come, lap it up, lap it up.
Fast. You are right well encounter'd, sir; how does your fair dog ?

Punt. In reasonable state, sir; what citizen is that you were

consorted with ? A merchant of any worth ?

Fast. 'Tis signior Deliro, sir.

Punt. Is it he?—Save you, sir! [They salute.

Deli. Good sir Puntarvolo!

Maci. what copy of fool would this place minister, to one

endued -nath patience to observe it!

Car. Nay, look you, sir, now you are a gentleman, you must carry

a more exalted presence, change your mood and habit to a more

austere form; be exceeding proud, stand upon your gsntility, and

scorn every man; speak nothing humbly, never discourse under a

nobleman, though you never saw him but riding to the star-chamber,

it's all one. Love no man: trust no man: speak ill of no man to

his face; nor well of any man behind his back. Salute fairly on the

front, and wish them hanged upon the turn. Spread yourself upon
his bosom publicly, whose heart you would eat in private. These

be principles, think on them; I'll come to you again presently. [Exit.
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Punt, [to his serinni.] Sirrah, keep close; yet not so close: thy
breath vvill thaw m}' ruff.

Sog. 0, good cousin, I am a Uttle busy, how does my niece? I am
to walk with a knight, here.

ETiter FuNGOSo with his Tailor.

Fung. O, he is here; look you, sir, that's the gentleman.
Tai. What, he in the blush-coloured satin ?

Fung. Ay, he, sir; though his suit blush, he blushes not, look

you, that's the suit, sir: I would have mine such a suit without

difference, such stuff, such a wing, such a sleeve, such a skirt, belly
and all ; therefore, pray you observe it. Have you a pair of tables ?

Fast. Why, do you see, sir, they say I am fantastical; why, true,
I know it, and I pursue my humour still, in contempt of this cen-

sorious age. 'Slight, an a man should do nothing but what a sort

of stale judgments about this town will approve in him, he were a

sweet ass: I'd beg him, i'faith. I ne'er knew any more find fault

with a fashion, than they that knew not how to put themselves
into it. For mine own part, so I please mine own appetite, I am
careless what the fusty world speaks of me. Puh !

Fung. Do you mark, how it hangs at the knee there ?

Tai. I warrant you, sir.

Fung. For God's sake do, note all ; do you see the collar, sir ?

Tai. Fear nothing, it shall not differ in a stitch, sir.

Fung. Pray heaven it do not! you'll make these linings serve,
and help me to a chapman for the outside, will j'^ou ?

Tai. I'll do my best, sir: you'll put it off presently.

Fung. Ay, go with me to my chamber you shall have it but
make haste of it, for the love of a customer; for I'll sit in my old

suit, or else he a bed, and read the Arcadia till you have done.

[Exit with his Tailor.

Re-enter Carlo.

Car. 0, if ever you were struck with a jest, gallants, now, now,
now, I do usher the most strange piece of military profession that
ever was discovered in Insula Paulina.

Fast. Where? where?
Punt. What is he for a creature?

Car. A pimp, a pimp, that I have observed yonder, the rarest

superficies of a humour; he comes every morning to empty his lungs
in Paul's here; and offers up some five or six hecatombs of faces
and sighs, and away again. Here he comes; nay, walk, walk, be
not seen to note him, and we shall have excellent sport.

Enter Shift; and walks by, using action to his rapier.

Punt. 'Slid, he vented a sigh e'en now, I thought he would have
blown up the church.

Car. O, you shall have him give a number of those false fires ere
He depart.
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Fast. See, now he is expostulating with his rapier: look, look!

Car. Did you ever in j'our days observe better passion over a hilt ?

Punt. Except it were in the person of a cutler's boy, or that the

fellow were nothing but vapour, I should think it impossible.
Car. See again, he claps his sword o' the he^d, as who should say,

well, go to.

Fast. O violence! I wonder the blade can contain itself, being so

provoked.
Car. With that tJie moody squire thumpt his breast.

And rear'd his eyen to heaven for revenge.

Sog. Troth, an you be good gentlemen, let's make them friends,

and take up the matter between his rapier and him.

Car. Nay, if you intend that, you must lay down the matter; for

this rapier, it seems, is in the nature of a hanger-on, and the good
gentleman would happily be rid of him.

Fast. By my faith, and 'tis to be suspected; I'll ask him.

Maci. O, here's rich stuff! for life's sake, let us go:
A man would wish himself a senseless pillar.

Rather than view these monstrous prodigies:
Nil iujbet infelix pawpertas durius in se,

Quam quod ridiculos homines facit
—

[^Exit with Deliro.

Fast. Signior.

Shift. At your service.

Fast. WUl you sell your rapier?
Car. He is turn'd wild upon the question; he looks as he had

seen a serjeant.

Shift. Sell my rapier! now fate bless me!
Punt. Amen.

Shift. You ask'd me if I would sell my rapier, sir ?

Fast. I did indeed.

Shift. Now, lord have mercy upon me !

Punt. Amen, I say still.

Shift. 'Slid, sir, what should you behold in my face, sir, that

should move you, as they say, sir, to ask me, sir, if I would sell my
rapier 7

Fast. Nay, let me pray you, sir, be not moved: I protest, I would
rather have been sUent, than any way offensive, had I known ynur
nature.

Shift. Sell my rapier? 'ods Hd!—Nay, sir, for mine own part, as I

am a man that has serv'd in causes, or so, so I am not apt to injme

any gentleman in the degree of falUng foul, but—sell my rapier!

I will tell you, sir, I have served with this foolish rapier, where some

of us dare not appear in haste; I name no man; but let that pass.

Sell my rapier !—death to my lungs! This rapier, sir, has travell'd

bv my side, sir, the best part of France, and the Low Country: I

have seen Flushing, Brill, and the Hague, with this rapier, sir, in

my Lord of Leicester's time; and by God's ^vill, he that should offer

to disrapier me now, I would Look you, sir, you presume to be

b gentleman of sort, and so likewise your friends here; if you have
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any disposition to travel for the sight of service, or so, one, two, or

all of you, I can lend you letters to divers officers and commanders
in the Low Countries, that shall for my cause do you all the good
offices, that shall pertain or belong to gentleman of your
[loweririg his voice.] Please you to shew the bounty of your mind,
sir, to impart some ten groats, or half a crown to our use, till our

abihty be of growth to return it, and we shall think ourself

'SbloodI sell my rapier!

Sog. I pray you, what said he, signior ? he's a proper man.
Fast. Marry, he tells me, if I please to shew the bounty of my

mind, to impart some ten groats to his use, or so

Punt. Break hia head, and give it him.
Car. I thought he had been playing o' the Jew's trump, I.

Shift. My rapier! no, sir; my rapier is my guard, my defence,

my revenue, my honour;—if you cannot impart, be secret, I

beseech you—and I will maintain it, where there is a grain of dust,
or a drop of water. [Sighs.] Hard is the choice when the valiant

must eat their arms, or clem. Sell my rapier! no, my dear, I vdll

not be divorced from thee, yet; I have ever found thee true as

steel, and You cannot impart, sir?—Save you, gentlemen;—
nevertheless, if you have a fancy to it, sir—

Fast. Prithee away: Is signior Deliro departed?
Car. Have you seen a pimp outface his own wants better ?

Sog. I commend him that can dissemble them so well.

Punt. True, and having no better a cloak for it than he has neither.

Fast. Od's precious, what mischievous luck is this! adieu,

gentlemen.
Punt. Whither in such haste, monsieur Fastidious?
Fast. After my merchant, signior Deliro, sir. [Exit.
Car. hinder him not, he may hap lose his tide; a good flounder,

i'faith.

Orange. Hark you, signior Whiffe, a word with you.
[Orange and Clove call Shift aside.

Car. How! signior Whiffe?

Orange. What was the difference between that gallant that's gone
and you, sir?

Shift. No difference; he would have given me five pound for my
rapier, and I refused it; that's all.

Clove. 0, was it no otherwise? we thought you had been upon
some terms.

Shift. No other than you saw, sir.

Clove. Adieu, good master Apple-John. [Exit with Orange.
Car. How! Whiffe, and Apple-John too? Heart, what will

you say if this be the appendix or label to both yon indentures ?

Puni. It may be.

Car. Resolve ua of it, Janua, thou that look'st every way; or

thou, Hercules, that hast travelled all countries.

Punt. Nay, Carlo, spend not time in invocations now, 'tis late.

Car. Signior, here's a gentleman desirous of your name, sir.
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Shift. Sir, my name is cavalier Shift: I am known sufficiently in

tLia walk, sir.

Car. Sliift! I heard your name varied even now, aa I take it.

Shift. True, sir, it pleases the world, as I am her excellent

tobacconist, to give me the style of signior Whiffe; as I am a poor

esquire about the town here, they call me master Apple-John.

Variety of good names does well, sir.

Car. Ay. and good jiarts, to make those good names; out of

which I imagine yon bills to be yours.

Shift. Sir, if I should deny the manuscripts, I were worthy to l e

banish'd the middle aisle for ever.

Car. I take your word, sir: this gentleman has subscribed to

them, and is most desirous to become your pupil. Marry, you must
use expedition. Signior Insulso Sogliardo, this is the profassor.

Sog. In good time, sir: nay, good sir, house your head: do you
profess these sleights in tobacco ?

Shift. I do more than profess, sir, and, if you please to be a

practitioner, I will undertake in one fortnight to bring you, that

you shall take it plausibly in any ordinary, theatre, or the Tilt-yard,
if need be, in the most popular assembly that is.

Punt. But you cannot bring him to the whiffe so soon ?

Shift. Yes, as soon, sir; he shall receive the first, second, and
third whiffe, if it please him, and, upon the receipt, take his horse,

drink his three cups of canary, and expose one at Hounslow, a

second at Stains, and a third at Bagshot.
Car. Baw-waw!
Sog. You will not serve me, sir, will you? I'll give you more

than countenance.

Shift. Pardon me, sir, I do scorn to serve any man.
Car. Who ! he serve ? 'sblood, he keeps high men, and low men,

he ! he has a fair living at Fullam.

Shift. But in the nature of a fellow, I'll be your follower, if you
please.

Sog. Sir, you shall stay, and dine with me. and if we can agree,
we'll not part in haste: I am very bountiful to men of quahty.
Where shall we go, signior?

Punt. Your Mitre is yotir best house.

Shift. I can make this dog take as many whifFes aa I list, and he

shall retain, or effuioe them, at my pleasure.
Punt. By your patience, follow me, fellows.

Sog. Sir Puntarvolo!
Punt. Pardon me, my dog shall not eat in his companj' for a

million. [Exit with his Servants.

Car. Nay, be not you amazed, signior Whiffe, whatever that

stiff-necked gentleman says.

Sog. No, for you do not know the humour of the dog. as we do:

Where shall we dine. Carlo? I would fain go to one of these

ordinaries, now I am a gentleman.
Car. So you may; were you never at any yet?

I
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Sog. No, faith; but they say there resorts your most choice

gallants.
Car. True, and the fashion is, when any stranger cornea in

amongst 'em, they all stand up and stare at him, as he were some
unknown beast, brought out of Africk; but that will be helped
with a good adventurous face. You must be impudent enough, sit

down, and use no respect: when anything's propounded above

your capacity, smile at it, make two or three faces, and 'tis excellent;

they'll think you have travell'd; though you argue, a whole day,
in silence thus, and discourse in nothing but laughter, 'twill pass.

Only, now and then, give fire, discharge a good full oath, and offer

a great wager; 'twill be admirable.

Sog. I warrant you, I am resolute; come, good signior, there's

a poor French crown for your ordinary.

Shift. It comes well, for I had not so much as the least portcullis
of coin before.

Mit. / travail with another objection, signior, which I fear toill he

enforced against the author, ere I can he delivered of it.

Cor. WhaVs that, sir ?

Mit. That the argument of his comedy might have been of some other

nature, as of a duke to he in love with a countess, and that countess to

he in love with the dukes son, and the. son to love the lady's waiting-
maid ; some such cross wooing, with a clown to their servingman,
better than to be thus near, and familiarly allied to the time.

Cor. You say well, but I would fain hear one of these autumn-

judgments define once. Quid sit comoedia ? if he cannot, let him content

himself with Cicero's definition, till he have strength to propose to

himselfa better, who would have a comedy to be imitatio vitae, speculum
consuetudinis, imago veritatis; a thing throughout pleasant and

ridiculous, and accommodated to the correction of manners : if the

maker have faiVd in any particle of this, they may worthily tax him :

hut if not, why be you, that are for them, silent, as I wiU be for
him ; and give way to the actors.

SCENE II.—The Country.

Enter Sordid o, with a halter about his neck,

Sord. Nay, God's precious, if the weather and season be so

respectless, that beggars shall live as well as their betters ; and that

my hunger and thirst for riches shall not make them hunger and
thirst with poverty ; that my sleep shall be broken, and their hearts
not broken; that my coffers shall be full, and yet care; their's

empty, and yet merry;—'tis time that a cross should bear flesh and
blood, since flesh and blood cannot bear this cross.

Mit. What, will he hang himself?
Cor. Faith, ay ; it seems his prognostication has not kept touch with

\im, and that makes him despair.
Mit. Beshrew me, he will be our of his humour then indeed.
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Sord. Tut, these star-monger knaves, who would trust tbera?

One says dark and rainy, when 'tLs as clear as chrystal; another

says, tempestuous blasts and storms, and 'twas as calm as a milk-

bowl; here be sweet rascals for a man to credit his whole fortunes

with! You sky-staring coxcombs you, you fat-brains, out upon you;

you are good for nothing but to sweat night-caps, and make rug-

gowns dear! you learned men, and have not a legion of devih a

vostre service ! & vostre service I by heaven, I think I shall die a

better scholar than they: but soft—
Enter a Hind, with a letter.

How now, sirrah?

Hiiid. Here's a letter come from your son, sir.

Sord. From my son, sir! what would my son, sir? some good

news, no doubt. [Reads.

Sweet and dear father, desiring you first to send me your blessing,

which is more worth to me than gold or silver, I desire you likewise to

he advertised, that this Shrove-tide, contrary to custom, we use always

to have revels ; which is indeed dancing, and makes an excellent shew

in truth ; especially if we gentlemen be well attired, which our seniors

note, and think the better of our fathers, the beiter we are maintained,

and that they shall know if they come up, and have anything to do in

the law ; therefore, good father, these are, for your own sake as well as

mine, to re-desire you, that you let me not want that which is fit for the

setting up of our name, in the honourable volume of gentility, that I

may say to our calumniators, with Tully. Ego sum ortiis domus meae,

tu occasus tuse. And thus, not doubting of your fatherly benevolenctj

I humbly ask your blessing, and pray God to Mess you.

Yours, if his oum, [FungOSo.]

How's this! Yours, if his oum/ Is he not my son, except he be

his own son? belike this is some new kind of subscription the

gallants use. Well! wherefore dost thou stay, knave? away; go.

[Exit Hind.] Here's a letter, indeed! revels? and benevolence?

is this a weather to send benevolence? or is this a season to revel

in? 'Slid, the devil and all takes part to vex me, I think! this

letter would never have come now else, now, now, when the sun

shines, and the air thus clear. Soul ! if this hold, we shall shortly

have an excellent crop of corn spring out of the high ways: the

streets and houses of the town will be hid with the rankness of the

fruits, that grow there in spite of good husbandry. Go to, I'll

prevent the sight of it, come as quickly as it can, I will prevent the

Bight of it. I have this remedy, heaven. [Clambers up. and suspends

the halter to a tree.] Stay ; I'll try the pain thus a Uttle. O, nothing,

nothing. Well now ! shall my son gain a benevolence by my death ?

or anybody be the better for my gold, or so forth? no; alive I kept

it from them, and dead, my ghost shall walk about it, and preserve

it. My son and daughter shall starve ere they touch it; I have

hid it as deep as hell from the sight of heaven, and to it I go now,

[Flings himself off.
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Enter five or six Rustics, one after another.

1 Ribst. Ah me, what pitiful sight is this ! help, help, help !

2 Rust. How now ! what's the matter ?

1 RiLSt. O, here's a man has hang'd himself, help to get him again.
2 RiLst. Hang'd himself! 'Shd, carry him afore a justice, 'tia

chance-medJey, o' my word.
3 Rust. How now, what's here to do ?

4 Rust. How comes this ?

2 Rust. One has executed himself, contrary to order of law, and

by my coasent he shall answer it. [They cut him down.
5 Rust. Would he were in case to answer it!

1 RuM. Stand by, he recovers, give him breath.
Sard. Oh!
5 Rust. Mass, 'twas weU you went the footway, neighbour.
1 Rv^t. Ay, an I had not cut the halter—
Sord. How! cut the halter! ah me, I am undone, I am undone!
2 Rust. Marry, if you had not been undone, you had been hang'd,

I can tell you.
Sord. You thread-bare, horse-bread-eating rascals, if you would

needs have been meddling, could you not have untied it, bu.t you
must cut it; and in the midst too! ah me!

1 Rv^t. Out on me, 'tis the caterpillar Sordido! how curst are the

poor, that the viper was blest with this good fortune!
2 Ru-^t. Nay, how accurst art thou, that art cause to the curse

of the poor ?

3 Rust. Ay, and to save so wretched a caitiff?

4 Ru^t. Curst be thy fingers that loos'd him!
2 Rust. Some desperate fury possess thee, that thou may'st hang

thyself too!

5 Ru^t. Never may'st thou be saved, that saved so damn'd a
monster !

Sord. What curses breathe these men ! how have my deeds
Made my looks differ from another man's,
That they should thus detest and loath my life!

Out on my wretched humour ! it is that
Makes me thus monstrous in true humane eyes.
Pardon me, gentle friends, I'll make fair 'mends
For my foul errors past, and twenty-fold
Restore to all men, what with wrong I robb'd them:
My barns and garners shall stand open still

To all the poor that come, and my best grain
Be made alms-bread, to feed half-famish'd mouths.

Though hitherto amongst you I have lived.
Like an unsavoury muck-hill to myself,
Yet now my gather'd heaps being spread abroad.
Shall turn to better and more fruitful uses.

Bless then this man, curse him no more for saving
My life and soul together. O how deeply
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Thu bitter curses of the poor do pierce!

I am by wonder changed ; come in with me
And mtness my repentance: now I prove,

No life is blest, that is not graced with love. [Exit.

2 Riist. miracle! see when a man havS grace!

3 Rust. Had it not been pity so good a man should have been

cast away ?

2 Ritst. Well, I'll get our clerk put his conversion in the Acts and

Monuryients.

4 Rust. Do, for I warrant him he's a martyr.
2 Rust. God, how he wept, if you mark'd it! did you see how

the tears trill'd?

5 Riuil. Yes, believe me, like master vicar's bowls upon the green,

for all the world.

3 Rust. neighbour, God's blessing o' your heart, neighbour,

'twas a good giateful deed. [Exeunt.

Cor. Hmo now. Mitts ! whafs that you consider so seriously ?

IVIit. Troth, that which doth essentially please me, the warping con-

dition of this green and soggy multitude ; but in good faith, signior,

your aullior hath largely outstript my expectation in this scene, I uill

liberally confess it. For when I saw Sordido so desperately intended,

I thought I had had a hand of him, then.

Cor. What I you supposed he should have hung himself indeed ?

JMit. / did, and had framed my objection to it ready, which may yet

be very fitly urged, and with some necessity ; for though his purposed

violence lost the effect, and extended not to death, yet the iritent and

horror of the object was more tJian the nature of a comedy will in any
sort admit.

Oor. Ay / what think you of Plautus, in his comedy called Cistel-

laria? there, where he brings in Alcesimarchus with a draicn sword

r&j ly to kill himself, and as he is e'en fixing his bread upon it, to be

re-'i! rained from his resolved outrage, by Silenium and the bawd f Is

not his autlwrity of power to give our scene approbation ?

^Dt. Sir, I have this only evasion left me, to say, I think it be so

indeed ; your memory is happier than mine : but I wonder, what

engine he will use to bring the rest out of their humours !

Cor. Tlvat will appear anon, never pre-occupy your imagination

withal. Let your mind keep company mth the scene still, which now

removes itselffrom the country to the court. Here comes Macilente,

and signior Briskfreshly suited ; lose not yourself, for now the epitasis,

or busy part of our subject, is in act.

SCENE III.—^71 Apartment at the Court.

Enter Mactlknte, Fastidious, both in a new suit, and Ctnedo,
with tobacco.

Fast. Well, now, signior Macilente, you are not only welcome to

the court, but also to my mistress's withdrawing chamber.—Boy,

i
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get me some tobacco. I'll but go in, and shew I am here, and come
to you presently, sir. [Exit,

Maci. What's that he said? by heaven, I mark'd him not:

My thoughts and I were of another world.

I was admiring mine own outside here.

To think what privilege and palm it bears

Here, in the court! be a man ne'er so vile.

In wit, in judgment, manners, or what else;

If he can purchase but a silken cover,

He shall not only pass, but pass regarded:
Whereas, let him be poor, and meanly clad.

Though ne'er so richly parted, you shall have
A fellow that knows nothing but his beef,

Or how to rince his clammy guts in beer,

Will take him by the shoulders, or the throat.

And kick him down the stairs. Such is the state

Of virtue in bad clothes !
—ha, ha, ha, ha !

That raiment should be in such high request!
How long should I be, ere I should put off

To the lord chancellor's tomb, or the shrives' posts ?

By heav'n, I think, a thousand, thousand year.
His gravity, his wisdom, and his faith

To my dread sovereign, graces that survive him,
These I could well endure to reverence,

But not his tomb; no more than I'd commend
The chapel organ for the gilt without.
Or this base-viol, for the varnish'd face.

Re-enter Fastldiotts.

Fast. I fear I have made you stay somewhat long, sir; but is my
tobacco ready, boy ?

Cin. Ay, sir.

Fast. Give me; my mistress is upon coming, you shall see her

presently, sir. [Pu§s.] You'll say you never accost-ed a more

piercing wit.—This tobacco is not dried, boy, or else the pipe is

defective.—Oh, your wits of Italy are nothing comparable to her:

her brain's a very quiver of jests, and she does dart them abroad
with that sweet, loose, and judicial aim, that you would here

she comes, sir. [Saviolena looks in, and draws back again.
Maci. 'Twas time, his invention had been bogged else.

Sav. \within.'] Give me my fan there.

Maci. How now, monsieur Brisk ?

Fast. A kind of affectionate reverence strikes me with a cold

shivering, methinks.

Maci. I like such tempers well, as stand before their mistresses

with fear and trembling; and before their Maker, like impudent
mountains !

Fast. By this hand, I'd spend twenty pound my vaulting horse

stood here now, she might see me do but one trick.
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Maci. Why, does she love activity?
Cin. Or, if you had but your long stockings on, to be dancing a

galliard as she comes by.
Fast. Ay, either. O, these stirring humours make ladies mad

with desire; she comes. My good genius embolden me: boy, the

pipe quickly.
Enter Saviolina.

Maci. What ! will he give her music ?

Fast. A second good morrow to my fair mistress.

Sav. Fair servant, I'll thank you a day hence, when the date of

your salutation comes forth.

Fast. How hke you that answer ? is't not admirable ?

Maci. I were a simple courtier, if I could not admire trifles, sir.

Fast. [Talks and takes tobacco between the breaks.] Troth, sweet

lady, I shall [puffs] be prepared to give you thanks for those

thanks, and study more officious, and obsequious regards to

your fair beauties. Mend the pipe, boy.
Maci. I never knew tobacco taken as a parenthesis before.

Fast. 'Fore God, sweet lady, beheve it, I do honour the meanest

rush in this chamber for your love.

Sav. Ay, you need not tell me that, sir; I do think you do prize
a rush before my love.

Maci. Is this the wonder of nations!

Fast. O, by this air, pardon me, I said for your love, by this

light: but it is the accustomed sharpness of your ingenuity, sweet

mistress, to [takes doum the viol, and plays] mass, your viol's

new strung, methinks.

Maci. Ingenuity! I see his ignorance vnW not suffer him to

slander her, which he had done most notably, if he hsid said wit

for ingenuity, as he meant it.

Fast. By the soul of music, lady
—hum, hum.

Sav. Would we might hear it once.

Fast. 1 do more adore and admire your—hum, hum—predominant

perfections, than—hum, hum—ever I shall have power and faculty

to express
—hum.

Sav. Upon the viol de gambo, you mean ?

Fast. It's miserably out of tune, by this hand.

Sav. Nay, rather by the fingers.

Maci. It makes good harmony with her wit.

Fast. Sweet lady, tune it. [Saviolina tunes the viol.]
—Boy, some

tobacco.

Maci. Tobacco again! he does court his mistress with very

exceeding good changes.
Fast. Signior Macilente, you take none, sir?

Maci. No, unless I had a mistress, signior, it were a great in-

decorum for me to take tobacco.

Fast. How like you her wit ?

[Talks and takes tobacco between again.

Maci. Her ingenuity is excellent, sir.
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Fa,st. You see the subject of her sweet fingers there Oh, she
tickles it so, that; She makes it laugh most divinely; I'll tell

you a good jest now, and yourself shall say it's a good one. 1 have
wished myself to be that instrument, I think, a thousand times,
and not so few, by heaven!—

Maci. Not unlike, sir; but how? to be cased up and hung by on
the wall ?

Fast. O, no, sir, to be in use, I assure you; as your judicious
eyes may testify.

—
Sav. Here, servant, if you will play, come.
Fast. Instantly, sweet lady. In good faith, here's most divine

tobacco !

Sav. Nay, I cannot stay to dance after your pipe.
Fast. Good ! Nay, dear lady, stay ; by this sweet smoke, I think

your wit be all fire.—
Maci. And he's the salamander belongs to it.

Sav. Is your tobacco perfumed, servant, that you swear by the
sweet smoke?

Fast. Still more excellent! Before heaven, and these bright
lights, I think you are made of ingenuity, I—

Maci. True, as your discourse is. abominable!
Fast. Will your ladyship take any ?

Sav. peace, I pray you; I love not the breath of a woodcock's
head.

Fast. Meaning my head, lady?
Sav. Not altogether so, sir; but, as it were fatal to their follies

that think to grace themselves with taking tobacco, when they want
better entertainment, you see your pipe bears the true form of a
woodcock's head.

Fast. O admirable simile!

Sav. 'Tis best leaving of you in admiration, sir. [Exit.
Maci. Are these the admired lady-\vits, that having so good a

plain song, can run no better division upon it ? All her jests are of

the stamp March was fifteen years ago. Is this the comet, monsieur
Fastidious, that your gallants wonder at so ?

Fast. Heart of a gentleman, to neglect me afore the pre^sence
thus! Sweet sir, I beseech you be silent in my disgrace. By the

muses, I was never in so vile a humour in my life, and her wit was
at the flood too! Report it not for a million, good sir; let me be
so far endeared to your love. [Exeunt.

Mit. What follows next, signior Cordatus ? this gallant''s humour
is almost spent ; methinks it ebbs apace, with this contrary breath of
his mistress.

Cor. 0, but it vnll flow again for all this, till there come a general
drought of humour among all our actors, and then I fear not hut his
will fall as low as any. See who presents himself here !

Mit. What, in the old case ?

Cor. Ay, faith, which makes it the more pitiful ; you understand
where the scene is f
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ACT IV

SCENE I.—A Room in Deliro's House.

Enter Fxtngoso, FALi^cya folloiving him.

Fal. Why are you so melancholy, brother ?

Fung. I am not melancholy, I tliank you. sister.

Fal. Why are you not merry thenT there are but two of us in

all the world, and if we should not be comforts one to another, God

help us!

Fung. Faith, I cannot tell, sister; but if a man had any true

melancholy in him, it would make him melancholy to see his

veomanly father cut his neighbours' throats, to make his son a

gentleman; and yet, when he has cut them, he wUl see his son's

tliroat cut too, ere he make him a true gentleman indeed, before

death cut his own throat. I must be the first head of our house,

and yet he will not give me the head till I be made so. Is any man

termed a gentleman, that is not always in the fashion? I would

know but that.

Fal. If you be melancholy for that, brother, I think I have as

much cause to be melancholy as any one: for I'll be sworn, I live

as httle in the fashion as any woman in London. By the faith of a

gentlewoman, beast that I am to say it! I have not one friend in

the world besides my husband. When saw you master Fastidious

Brisk, brother?

Fung. But a while since, sister, I think: I know not well in truth.

By this hand I could fight with all my heart, methinks.

Fal. Nay, good brother, be not resolute.

Fung. I sent him a letter, and he writes me no answer neither.

Fal. Oh, sweet Fastidious Brisk! fine courtier! thou art he

makest me sigh, and say, how blessed is that woman that hath a

courtier to her husband, and how miserable a dame she is, that hath

neither husband, nor friend in the court! sweet Fastidious! O
fine courtier! How comely he bows him in his court'sy! how full

he hits a woman between the lips when he kisses! how upright he

sits at the table! how daintily he carves! how sweetly he talks,

and tells news of this lord and of that lady! how cleanly he wipes

his spoon at every spoonful of any whitemeat he eats! and what a

neat case of pick-tooths he carries about him still! sweet Fas-

tidious! fine courtier!

Enter Deltbo at a distance, with Musicians.

Deli. See, yonder she is, gentlemen. Now, as ever you'll bear

the name of musicians, touch your instruments sweetly; she has a

deUcate ear, I tell you: play not a false note, I beseech you.

Musi. Fear not, aignior Deliro.

Deli. O, begin, begin, some sprightly thing: lord, how my
imagination labours with the success of it! [They strike up a lively
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tune.] Well said, good i'faith! Heaven grant it please her. 1*11

not be seen, for then she'll be sure to dislike it.

Fal. Hey da! this is excellent! I'll lay my life this is my
husband's dotage. I thought so; nay, never play bo-peep with

me; I know you do nothing but study how to anger me, sir.

Deli, [corning forward.] Anger thee, sweet wife! why, didst thou
not send for musicians at supper last night thyself ?

Fal. To supper, sir! nov/, come up to supper, I beseech you: as

though there were no difference between supper-time, when folks

should be merry, and this time when they should be melancholy. I

would never take upon me to take a wife, if I had no more judgment
to please her.

Deli. Be pleased, sweet wife, and they shall have done; and
would to fate my life were done, if I can never please thee!

[Exeunt MvMcians,
Enter Macilexte.

Maci. Save you, lady; where is master Deliro?

Deli. Here, master Macilente: you are welcome from court, sir;

no doubt you have been graced exceedingly of master Brisk's

mistress, and the rest of the ladies for his sake.

Maci. Alas, the poor fantastic! he's scarce known
To any lady there; and those that know him,
Know him the simplest man of all they know:

Deride, and play upon his amorous humours.

Though he but apishly doth imitate

The gallant'st courtiers, kissing ladies' pumps,
Holding the cloth for them, praising their wits.

And servilely observing every one

May do them pleasure: fearful to be seen

With any man, though he be ne'er so worthy.
That's not in grace with some that are the greatest.
Thus courtiers do, and these he counterfeits.

But sets no such a sightly carriage

Upon their vanities, as they themselves:

And therefore they despise him: for indeed

He's like the zany to a tumbler.
That tries tricks after him, to make men laugh.

Fal. Here's an unthankful spiteful wreteh! the good gentleman
vouchsafed to make him his companion, because my husband put
him into a few rags, and now see how the unrude rascal backbites

him ! [Aside.
Deli. Is he no more graced amongst them then, say you ?

Maci. Faith, like a pawn at chess: fills up a room, that's all.

Fal. O monster of men! can the earth bear such an envious

caitiff ? [Aside.
Deli. Well, I repent me I ever credited him so much: but now I

Bee what he is, and that his masking vizor is off, I'll forbear him no

longer. All his lands are mortgaged to me, and forfeited; besides,

I have bonds of his in my hand, for the receipt of now fifty pounds
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Qow a hundred, now two hundred; still, as he has had a fan but

wagged at him, he would be in a new suit. Well, I'll salute him

by a aerjeant, the next time I see him i'faith, I'll suit him.

Maci. Why, you may soon see him, sir, for he is to meet signior
Puntarvolo at a notary's by the Exchange, presently; where he
means to take up, upon return.

Fal. Now, out upon thee, Judas! canst thou not be content to

backbite thy friend, but thou must betray him! Wilt thou seek

the undoing of any man ? and of such a man too ? and will you, sir,

get your living by the counsel of traitors ?

Deli. Dear wife, have patience.
Fal. The house will fall, the ground will open and swallow us:

I'll not bide here for all the gold and silver in heaven.

[Exit with Fungoao.
Ddi. O, good Macilente, let's follow and appease her, or the peace

of my life is at an end. [Exit.

Maci. Now pease, and not peace, feed that life, whose head

hangs so heavily over a woman's manger ! [Exit.

SCENE II.—Another Room in the same.

Enter Fallace and Fctngoso running ; she claps to the door.

Fal. Help me, brother! Ods body, an you come here I'll do

myself a mischief.

Deli, [within.] Nay, hear me, sweet wife; unless thou wilt have
me go, I will not go.

Fal. Tut, you shall never have that vantage of me, to say, you
are undone by me. I'll not bid you stay, I. Brother, sweet

brother, here's four angels, I'U give you towards your suit: for the

love of gentry, and as ever you came of Christian creature, make
haste to the water side, (you know where master Fastidious uses to

land,) and give him warning of my husband's malicious intent; and
tell him of that lean rascal's treachery. heavens, how my flesh

rises at him! Nay, sweet brother, make haste: you may say, I

would have writ to him, but that the necessity of the time would
not permit. He cannot choose but take it extraordinarily from
me: and commend me to him, good brother; say, I sent you. [Exit.

Fung. Let me see, these four angels, and then forty shillings more
I can borrow on my gown in Fetter Lane.—Well, I will go presently,

say on my suit, pay as much money as I have, and swear myself
into credit with my tailor for the rest. [Exit.

SCENE III.—Another Room in the same.

Enter Deliro and Macilente.

Ddi. O, on my soul you wrong her, Alacilente. Though she be

froward, yet I know she is honest.

Maci. Well, then have I no judgment. Would any woman, but

one that were wild in her affections, have broke out into that
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immodest and violent passion against her husband? or ifl*t pos-
sible—

Ddi. If you love me, forbear; all the arguments i' the world
shall never wrest my heart to believe it. {^Exeunt.

Cor. How like you the deciphering of his dotage ?

Mit. 0, strangely : and of the other's envy too, that labours so

seriously to set debate betwixt a man and his vnfe. Stay, here comes
the knight adventurer.

Cor. Ay, and his scrivener with him.

SCENE rV.—PuNTAEvoLO's Lodgings.

Enter Puntarvolo, Notary, and Servants with the dog and cat.

Puni. I wonder monsieur Fastidious comes not! But, notary, if

thou please to draw the indentures the while, I will give thee thy
instructions.

Not. With all my heart, sir; and I'll fall in hand with them
presently.

Punt. Well then, first the sum is to be understood.
Not. [writes.] Good, sir.

Punt. Next, our several appellations, and character of my dog
and cat, must be known. Shew him the cat, sirrah.

Not. So, sir.

Punt. Then, that the intended bound is the Turk's court in

Constantinople; the time limited for our return, a year; and that
if either of us miscarry, the whole venture is lost. These are

general, conceiv'st thou? or if either of us turn Turk.
Not. Ay, sir.

Punt. Now, for particulars: that I may make my travels by sea
or land, to my best liking; and that hiring a coach for myself, it

shall be lawful for my dog or cat, or both, to ride with me in the
said coach.

Not. Very good, sir.

Punt. That I may choose to give my dog or cat, fish, for fear of

bones; or any other nutriment that, by the judgment of the most
authentical physicians where I travel, shall be thought dangerous.

Not. Well, sir.

Punt. That, after the receipt of his money, he shall neither, in his

own person, nor any other, either by direct or indirect means, as

magic, witchcraft, or other such esotic arts, attempt, practise, or

complot any thing to the prejudice of me, my dog, or my cat:

neither shall I use the help of any such sorceries or enchantments,
as unctions to make our skins impenetrable, or to travel invisible

by virtue of a powder, or a ring, or to hang any three-forked charm
about my dog's neck, secretly conveyed into his collar; (understand
you?) but that all be performed sincerely, without fraud or

imposture.
Not. So, sir.

PutU. That, for testimony of the performance, myself am to
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bring thence a Turk's mustachio, my dog a Grecian hare's lips, and

my cat the train or tail of a Thracian rat.

A''.-*, [writes.] 'Tis done, sir.

Punt. 'Tis said, sir; not done, sir. But forward; that, upon
my return, and landing on the Tower - wharf, with the aforesaid

testimony, I am to receive five for one, according to the proportion
of the sums put forth.

Not. Well, sir.

Punt. Provided, that if before our departure, or setting forth,

either myself or these be visited with sickness, or any other casual

event, so that the whole course of the adventure be hindered

thereby, that then he is to return, and I am to receive the pre-
nominated proportion upon fair and equal terms.

Not. Very good, sir; is this all?

Punt. It is all, sir; and dispatch them, good notary.
Not. As fast as is possible, sir. [Exit.

Enter Carlo.

Punt. Carlo ! welcome : saw you monsieur Brisk 7

Car. Not I: did he appoint you to meet here?

Punt. Ay, and I muse he should be so tardy; he is to take an

hundred pounds of me in venture, if he maintain his promise.
Car. Is his hour past?
Punt. Not yet, but it comes on apace.
Car. Tut, be not jealous of him; he will sooner break all the

commandments, than his hour; upon mj' life, in such a case trust

him.
Punt. Metliinks, Carlo, you look very smooth, ha!

Car. Why, I came but now from a hot-house; I must needs look

smooth.
Punt. From a hot-house!

Car. Ay, do you make a wonder on't? why, it is your only

physic. Let a man sweat once a week in a hot-house, and be well

rubb'd, and froted, with a good plump juicy wench, and sweet linen,

he shall ne'er have the pox.
Punt. What, the French pox ?

Car. The French pox ! our pox : we have them in as good a form

as they, man; what?
Punt. Let me perish, but thou art a salt one! was your new-

created gallant there with you, Sogliardo ?

Car. porpoise! hang him, no: he's a leiger at Horn's ordinary,

yonder; his villainous Ganymede and he have been droning a

tobacco-pipe there ever since yesterday noon.

Punt. Who ? signior Tripartite, that would give my dog the whiffe ?

Car. Ay, he. They have hired a chamber and all, private, to

practise in, for the making of the patoun, the receipt reciprocal, and

a number of other mysteries not yet extant. I brought some dozen

or twenty gallants this morning to view them, as you'd do a piece

of perspective, in at a key-hole; and there we might see Sogliardo
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sit in a chair, holding his snout up Uke a sow under an apple- tree,
while the other open'd his nostrils with a poking-stick, to give the

emoke a more free deliver}-. They had spit some three or four-

score ounces between 'em, afore we came away.
Punt. How! spit three or fourscore ounces?

Car. Ay, and preserv'd it in porrengers, as a barber does his

blood, when he opens a vein.

Punt. Out, pagan! how dost thou open the vein of thy friend?

Car. Friend! is there any such foolish thing in the world, ha?

'slid, I never relished it yet.
Punt. Thy humour is the more dangerous.
Car. No, not a whit, signior. Tut, a man must keep time in all;

I can oil vay tongue when I meet him next, and look with a good
sleek forehead; 'twill take away all soil of suspicion, and that's

enough: what Lynceus can see my heart? Pish, the title of a

friend! it's a vain, idle thing, only venerable among fools; you
shall not have one that has any opinion of ^^'it affect it.

Enter Deliro and Macilentk.

Deli. Save you. good sir Puntarvolo.

Punt. Signior Deliro! welcome.
Deli. Fray you, sir, did you see master Fastidious Brisk ?

I heard he was to meet your worship here.

Punt. You heard no figment, sir; I do expect him at every pulse
of my watch.

Deli. In good time, sir.

Car. There's a fellow now looks like one of the patricians of

Sparta; marry, his wit's after ten i' the hundred: a good blood-

hound, a close-mouthed dog, he follows the scent well; marry, he's

at a fault now, methinks.

Punt. I should wonder at that creature is free from the danger
of thy tongue.

Car. O, I cannot abide these limbs of satin, or rather Satan

indeed, that will walk, like the children of darkness, all day in a

melancholy shop, with their pockets full of blanks, ready to swallow

up as many poor unthrifts as come within the verge.
Punt. So I and what hast thou for him that is with him, now ?

Car. O, d n me! immortahty! I'll not meddle with him;
the pure element of fire, all spirit, extraction.

Punt. How, Carlo! ha, what is he, man?
Car. A scholar, Macilente; do you not know him? a rank, raw-

boned anatomy, he walks up and down like a charged musket, no
man dares encounter him: that's his rest there.

Punt. His rest! why, has he a forked head?
Car. Pardon me, that's to be suspended; you are too quick, too

apprehensive.
Deli. Troth, now I think on't, I'll defer it till some other time.

Maci. Not by any means, signior, you shall not lose this oppor-

tunity, he will be here presently now.
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Deli. Yes, faith, Macilente, 'tis beat. For, look you, sir. I shall

so exceedingly offend my wife in't, that—
Maci. Your wife! now for shame lose these thoughts, and become

the master of your own spirits. Should I, if I had a wife, suffer

myself to be thus passionately carried to and fro with the stream of

her humour, and neglect my deepest affairs, to serve her affections ?

'Slight, I would geld myself first.

Deli. O, but signior, had you such a wife as mine ia, you would—
Maci. Such a wife! Now hate me, sir, if ever I discern'd any

wonder in your wife yet, with all the speculation I have: I have
seen some that have been thought fairer than she, in my time; and
I have seen those, have not been altogether so tall, esteem'd properer
women; and I have seen less noses grow upon sweeter faces, that

have done very well too, in my judgment. But, in good faith,

signior, for all this, the gentlewoman ia a good, pretty, proud,
hard-favour'd thing, marry not so peerlessly to be doted upon, I

must confess: nay, be not angry.
Deli. Well, sir, however you please to forget yourself, I have not

deserv'd to be thus played upon; but henceforth, pray you forbear

my house, for I can but faintly endure the savour of his breath, at

my table, that shall thus jade me for my courtesies.

Maci. Nay, then, signior, let me tell you, your wife is no proper
woman, and by my life, I suspect her honesty, that's more, which

you may likewise suspect, if you please, do you see ? I'll urge you
to nothing against your appetite, but if you please, you may
suspect it.

Deli. Good, sir. [Exit.
Maci. Good, sir! now horn upon horn pursue thee, thou blind,

egregious dotard !

Car. O, you shall hear him speak like envy.—Signior Macilente,

you saw monsieur Brisk lately: I heard you were with him at court.

Maci. Ay, Buffone, I was with him.

Car. And how is he respected there? I know you'll deal in-

genuously with us; is he made much of amongst the sweeter sort

of gallants ?

Maci. Faith, ay; his civet and his casting-glass
Have helpt him to a place amongst the rest:

And there, his seniors give him good slight looks.
After their garb, smile, and salute in French
With some new compliment.

Car. What, is this all ?

Maci. Why say, that they should shew the frothy fool

Such grace as they pretend comes from the heart,
He had a mighty windfall out of doubt!

Why, all their graces are not to do grace
To virtue or desert ; but to ride both
With their gilt spurs quite breathless, from themselves.

'Tis now esteem'd precisianism in vrit,

And a disease in nature, to be kind
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Toward desert, to love or seek good names.

Who feeds with a good name ? who thrives with loving T

Who can provide feast for his own desires,

With serving others ?—ha, ha, ha !

'Tis folly, by our wisest worldlings proved.
If not to gain by love, to be beloved.

Car. How like you him ? is't not a good spiteful slave, ha ?

Punt. Shrewd, shrewd.

Car. D—n me! I could eat his flesh now; divine sweet vUlain!

Maci. Nay, prithee leave: What's he there?

Car. Who ? tins in the starched beard ? it's the dull stiff knight
Puntarvolo, man; he's to travel now presently: he has a good
knotty wit; marry, he carries little on't out of the land with him.

Maci. How then ?

Car. He puts it forth in venture, as he does his money upon the

return of a dog and cat.

Maci. Is this he ?

Car. Ay, this is he; a good tough gentleman: he looks Uke a

shield of brawn at Shrove-tide, out of date, and ready to take his

leave; or a dry pole of hng upon Easter-eve, that has furnish'd the

table all Lent, as he has done the city this last vacation.

Maci. Come, you'll never leave your stabbing similes: I shall

have you aiming at me with 'em by and by; but—
Car. 0, renounce me then! pure, honest, good devil, I love thee

above the love of women: I could e'en melt in admiration of thee,
now. Ods so, look here, man; Sir Dagonet and his squire!

ErUer Sogliardo and Shift.

Sog. Save you, my dear gallantos: nay, come, approach, good
cavaher: prithee, sweet knight, know this gentleman, he's one that

it pleases me to use as my good friend and companion; and there-

fore do him good offices: I beseech you, gentles, know him, I know
him all over.

Punt. Sir, for signior Sogliardo's sake, let it suffice, I know you.
Sog. Why, as I am a gentleman, I thank you, knight, and it shall

suffice. Hark you, sir Puntarvolo, you'd little think it; he's as

resolute a piece of flesh as any in the world.

Punt. Indeed, sir!

Sog. Upon my gentility, sir: Carlo, a word with you; do you
see that same fellow, there ?

Car. What, cavalier Shift?

Sog. 0, you know him; cry you mercy: before me, I think him
the tallest man living within the walls of Europe.

Car. The walls of Em-ope! take heed what you say, signior,

Europe's a huge thing within the walls.

Sog. Tut, an 'twere as huge again, I'd justify what I speak.
'Slid, he swagger'd even now in a place where we were—I never
saw a man do it more resolute.
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Car. Nay, indeed, swaggering is a good argument of resolution.

Do you hear this, signior ?

Maci. Ay, to my giief. 0, that such muddy flags.

For every drunken flourish should achieve

The name of manhood, whilst true perfect valour,

Hating to shew itself, goes by despised !

Heart! I do know now, in a fair just cause,

I dare do more than he, a thousand times:

Why should not they take knowledge of this, ha!

And give my worth allowance before his ?

Because I cannot swagger.
—Now, the pox

Light on your Pickt-hatch prowess!

Bog. Why, I tell you, sir; he has been the only Bid-stand that

ever kept New-market, Salisbury- plain, Hockley i' the Hole, Gads-

hill, and all the high places of any request: he has had his mares
and his geldings, he, have been worth forty, threescore, a hundred

pound a horse, would ha' sprung you over hedge and ditch like your
greyhound: he has done five hundred robberies in his time, more
or less, I assui-e you.

Punt. What, and scaped ?

Sog. Scaped! i' faith, ay: he has broken the gaol when he haa

been in irons and irons; and been out and in again; and out, and
in ; forty times, and not so few, he.

Maci. A fit trumpet, to proclaim such a person.
Car. But can this be possible ?

Shift. Why, 'tis nothing, sir, when a man gives his affections to it.

Sog. Good Pylades, discourse a robbery or two, to satisfy these

gentlemen of thy worth.

Shift. Pardon me, my dear Orestes; causes have their quiddits,

and 'tis ill jesting with bell-ropes.
Car. How ! Pylades and Orestes ?

Sog. Ay, he is my Pylades, and I am his Orestes: how like you
the conceit?

Gar. 0, 'tis an old stale interlude device: no, I'll give you names

myself, look you; he shall be your Judas, and you shall be his

elder-tree to hang on.

Maci. Nay, rather let him be captain Pod, and this his motion:

for he does nothing but shew him.

Car. Excellent: or thus; you shall be Holden, and he your camel.

Shift. You do not mean to ride, gentlemen ?

Punt. Faith, let me end it for you, gallants: you shall be his

Countenance, and he your Resolution.

Sog. Troth, that's pretty: how say you, cavalier, shall it be so?

Car. Ay, ay, most voices.

Shift. Faith, I am easily yielding to any good impressions.

Sog. Then give hands, good Resolution.

Car. Mass, he cannot say, good C!ounteaance, now, properly, to

him again.
Punt. Yes, by an irony.
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Maci. 0, sir, the countenance of Resolution should, as he is, be

altogether grim and unpleasant.

Enter Fastidious Beisk.

Fast. Good hours make music with your mirth, gentlemen, and

keep time to your humours!—How now. Carlo?
Punt. Monsieur Brisk? many a long look have I extended for

you, sir.

Fast. Good faith, I must crave pardon: I was invited this morn-

ing, ere I was out of my bed, by a bevy of ladies, to a banquet:
whence it was almost one of HercuJes's labours for me to come away,
but that the respect of my promise did so prevail with me. I know
they'll take it very ill, especially one, that gave me this bracelet of

her hair but over night, and this pearl another gave me from her

forehead, marry she what! are the writings ready?
Punt. I will send my man to know. Sirrah, go you to the

notary's, and learn if he be ready: leave the dog, sir. [Exit Servant.

Fast. And how does my rare qualified friend, Sogliardo? Oh,
signior Macilente! by these eyes, I saw you not; I had saluted you
sooner else, o' my troth. I hope, sir, I may presume upon you, that

you will not divulge my late check, or disgrace, indeed, sir.

Maci. You may, sir.

Car. He knows some notorious jest by this gull, that he hath him
so obsequious.

Sog. Monsieiur Fastidious, do you see this fellow there? does he
not look like a clown? would you think there were any thing in

him?
Fast. Any thing in him ! beshrew me, ay ; the fellow hath a good

ingenious face.

Sog. By this element he is as ingenious a tall man as ever swag-
ger'd about London: he, and I, call Countenance and Resolution;
but his name is cavalier Shift.

Punt. Cavalier, you knew signior Clog, that was hang'd for the

robbery at Harrow on the hill ?

Sog. Knew him, sir! why, 'twas he gave all the directions for the
action.

Punt. How! was it your project, sir?

Shift. Pardon me, Countenance, you do me some wrong to make
occasions public, which I imparted to you in private.

Sog. God's will! here are none but friends. Resolution.

Shift. That's all one; things of consequence must have their

respects; where, how, and to whom.—Yes, sir, he shewed himself a

true Clog in the coherence of that affair, sir ; for, if he had managed
matters as they were corroborated to him, it had been better for him

by a forty or fifty score of pounds, sir; and he himself might have
lived, in despight of fates, to have fed on woodcocks, with the rest:

but it was his heavy fortune to sink, poor Clog! and therefore talk

DO more of him.
Punt. Why, had he more aiders then?
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Sog. O lord, sir! ay, there were some present there, that were
the S^ine Worthies to him, i'faith.

Shift. Ay, sir, I can satisfy you at more convenient conference:

but, for mine own part, I have now reconciled myself to other

courses, and profess a living out of my other qualities.

Sog. Nay, he has left all now, I assure you, and is able to live

like a gentleman, by his qualities. By this dog, he has the most
rare gift in tobacco that ever you knew.

Car. He keeps more ado with this monster, than ever Banks did
with hia horse, or the fellow with the elephant.

Maci. He will hang out his picture shortl}', in a cloth, you shall

see.

Sog. O, he does manage a quarrel the best that ever you saw, for

terms and circumstances.

Fast. Good faith, signior, now you speak of a quarrel, I'll a<*quaint

you with a difference that happened between a gallant and myself
•

sir Puntarvolo, you know him if I should name him, signior Lucu-
lento.

PurU. Luculeato! what inauspicious chance interposed itself to

your two loves ?

Fast. Faith, sir, the same that sundered Agamemnon and great
Thetis' son; but let the cause escape, sir: he sent me a challenge,
mixt with some few braves, which I restored, and in fine we met.

Now, indeed, sir, I must tell you, he did ofirer at first very desperately,
but without judgment: for, look you, sir, I cast myself into this

figure; now he comes violently on, and withal advancing his rapier
to strike, I thought to have took his arm, for he had left his whole

body to my election, and I was sure he could not recover his guard.

Sir, I mist my purpose in his arm, rash'd his doublet-sleeve, ran him
close by the left cheek, and through his hair. He again lights me
here,—I had on a gold cable hatband, then new come up, which I

wore about a murey French hat I had,—cuts my hatband, and yet
it was massy goldsmith's work, cuts my brims, which by good
fortune, being thick embroidered with gold twist and spangles,

disappointed the force of the blow: nevertheless, it grazed on my
shoulder, takes me away six purls of an Italian cut-work band I

wore, cost me three pound in the Exchange but three days
before.

Punt. This was a strange encounter.

Fast. Nay, you shall hear, sir: witli this we both fell out, and
breath'd. Now, upon the second sign of his assault, I betook

me to the former manner of my defence; he, on the other side,

abandon'd his body to the same danger as before, and follows me
still with blows: but I being loth to take the deadly advantage that

lay before me of his left side, made a kind of stramazoun, ran him

up to the hilts through the doublet, through the shirt, and yet
miss'd the skin. He, making a reverse blow,—falls upon my em-
boss'd girdle, I had thrown off the hangers a little before—strikes

off a skirt of a thick-laced satin doublet I had, lined with four
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taffatas, cuta off two panes embroidered with pearl, rends through
the drawings-out of tissue, enters the Unings, and skips the flesh.

Car. I wonder he speaks not of his wrought shirt.

Fast. Here, in the opinion of mutual damage, we paused; but,
ere I proceed, I must tell you, signior, that, in this last encounter,
not having leisure to put off my silver spurs, one of the rowels

catch'd hold of the ruffle of my boot, and, being Spanish leather,

and subject to tear, overthrows me, rends me two pair of silk

stockings, that I put on, being somewhat a raw morning, a peach
colour and another, and strikes me some half inch deep into the side

of the calf: he, seeing the blood come, presently takes horse, and

away: I, having bound up my wound with a piece of my wrought
shirt

Car. ! comes it in there ?

Fast. Rid after him, and, hghting at the court gate both together,

embraced, and march'd hand in hand up into the presence. Wag
not this business well carried ?

Mad. Well! yes, and by this we can guess what apparel the

gentleman wore.

Punt. 'Fore valour, it was a designment begun with much
resolution, maintain'd with as much prowess, and ended .with more

humanity.

Re-enter Servant.

How now, what says the notary ?

8erv. He says, he is ready, sir; he stays but your worship's

pleasure.
Punt. Come, we will go to him, monsieur. Gentlemen, shall we

entreat you to be witnesses ?

Sog. You shall entreat me, sir.—Come, Resolution.

Shift. I follow you, good Countenance.
Car. Come, signior, come, come. \^Exeunt all hut Macilente.

Mad. 0, that there should be fortune

To clothe these men, so naked in desert!

And that the just storm of a wretched life

Beats them not ragged for their wretched souls.

And, since as fruitless, even as black, as coals! [Exit.

Mit. Why, but signior, how comes it that Fungoso appeared not

with his sister's intelligence to Brisk ?

Cor. Marry, long of the evil angels that she gave him, who have

indeed tempted the good simple youih to follow the tail of the fashion,
and neglect the imposition of his friends. Behold, here he comes, very

worshipfully attended, and with good variety.
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SCENE V.—A Room in Delxro's House.

Eriter FtJNQOSo in a new suit, followed by his Tailor, Shoemaker,
and Haberdasher.

Fung. Gramercy, good shoemaker, I'll put to strings myself.

[Exit Shoemaker.
\

—Now, sir, let me see, what must you have for

this hat ?

Habe. Here's the bill, air.

Fung. How does it become me, well ?

Tai. Excellent, sir, as ever you had any hat in your life.

Fung. Nay, you'll say so ail.

Habe. In faith, sir, the hat's as good as any man in this to^Ti can

serve you, and will maintain fashion as long; never trust me for a

groat else.

Fung. Does it apply well to my suit?

Tai. Exceeding well, sir.

Fung. How lik'st thou my suit, haberdasher?
Habe. By my troth, sir, 'tis very rarely well made; I never saw

& suit sit better, I can tell on.

Tai. Nay, we have no art to please our friends, we!

Fung. Here, haberdasher, tell this same. [Oives him money.
Habe. Good faith, sir, it makes you have an excellent body.
Fung. Nay, beheve me, I think I have as good a body in clothes

as another.

Tai. You lack points to bring your apparel together, sir.

Fung. I'll have points anon. How now! Is't right?
Habe. Faith, sir. 'tis too little; but upon farther hopes Good

morrow to you, sir. [Exit.

Fung. Farewell, good haberdasher. Well, now, master Snip, let

me see your bill.

Mit. Me thinks he discharges his followers too thick.

Cor. 0, therein he saucily imitates some great man. I tvarrant you,

though he turns off them, he keeps this tailor, in place of a page, to

follow him stili.

Fung. This bill is very reasonable, in faith: hark you, master

Snip—Troth, sir, I am not altogether so well furnished at this

present, as I could wish I were; but if you'll do me the favour

to take part in hand, j'ou shall have all I have, by this hand.

Tai. Sir

Fung. And but give me credit for the rest, till the beginning of

the next term.

Tai. lord, sir

Fung. 'Fore God, and by this light, I'll pay you to the utmost,
and acknowledge mj'self verj' deeply engaged to you by the courtesy.

Tai. Why, how much have you there, sir ?

Fung. Marry, I have liere four angels, and fifteen shiUings of

white money: it's all I have, as I hope lo be blest.
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Tai. You will not fail me at the next term with the rest ?

Fung. No, an I do, pray heaven I be hang'd. Let me never
breathe again upon this mortal stage, as the philosopher calls it!

By this air, and as I am a gentleman, I'll hold.

Cor. He were an iron-hearted fellow, in my judgment, that would
not credit him upon this volley of oaths.

Tai. Well, sir, I'll not stick with any gentleman for a trifle: you
know what 'tis remains?

Fung. Ay, sir, and I give you thanks in good faith. O fate, how
happy I am made in this good fortune! Well, now I'll go seek out
monsieur Brisk. 'Ods so, I have forgot riband for my shoes, and

points. 'Slid, what luck's this! how shall I do? Master Snip,

pray let me reduct some two or three shillings for points and
ribands: as I am an honest man, I have utterly disfurnished myself,
in the default of memory; pray let me be beholding to you; it shall

come home in the bill, believe me.
Tai. Faith, sir, I can hardly depart with ready money; but I'll

take up, and send you some by my boy presently. What coloured
riband would you have?

Fung. What you shall think meet in your judgment, sir, to my
suit.

Tai. Well, I'll send you some presently.
Fung. And points too, sir?

Tai. And points too, sir.

Fung. Good lord, how shall I study to deserve this kindness of

you, sir ! Pray let your youth make haste, for I should have done
a business an hour since, that I doubt I shall come too late. [Exit

Tailor.'] Now, in good faith, I am exceeding proud of my suit.

Cor. Do you observe the plunges that this poor gallant is put to,

signior, to purchase the fashion ?

Mit. Ay, and to he still a fashion behind with the world, thata the

sport.

Cor. Stay : 0, here they come from seal'd and deliver'd

SCENE VI.—PuNTARvoLO's Lodgings.

Enter Puntarvolo, Fastidiotjs Brisk in a new suit, and
Servants with the dog.

Punt. Well, now my whole venture is forth, I will resolve to

depart shortly.
Fast. Faith, sir Puntarvolo, go to the court, and take leave of

the ladies first.

Punt. I care not, if it be this afternoon's labour. Where is Carlo '

Fast. Here he comes.
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ErUer Carlo, Soqliardo, Shtbt, and Macilente.
Car. Faith, gallants, I am persuading this gentleman [points to

Sogliardo] to turn courtier. He is a man of fair revenue, and his
estate will bear the charge well. Besides, for his other gifts of the
mind, or so, why they are as nature lent him them, pure, simple,
without any artificial drug or mixture of these two threadbare
beggarly qualities, learning and knowledge, and therefore the more
accommodate and genuine. Now, for the life itself

Fast. O, the most celestial, and full of wonder and delight, that
can be imagined, eignior, beyond thought and apprehension of

pleasure! A man lives there in that divine rapture, that he mtII
think himself i' the ninth heaven for the time, and lose all sense
of mortahty whatsoever, when he shall behold such glorious, and
almost immortal beauties; hear such angelical and harmonious
voices, discourse with such flowing and ambrosial spirits, whose
wits are as sudden as lightning, and humorous as nectar; oh, it

makes a man all quintessence and flame, and lifts him up, in a
moment, to the very crystal crown of the sky, where, hovering in
the strength of his imagination, he shall behold all the delights of
the Hesperides, the Insulae Fortunatae, Adonis' Gardens, Tempe, or
what else, confined within the amplest verge of poesy, to be mere
umbras, and imperfect figures, conferred with the most essential

felicity of your court.

Maci. Well, this ecomium was not extemporal, it came too

perfectly off.

Car. Besides, sir, you shall never need to go to a hot-house, you
shall sweat there with courting your mistress, or losing your money
at primero, as well as in all the stoves in Sweden. Marry, this, sir,

you must ever be sure to carry a good strong perfume about you,
that your mistress's dog may smell you out amongst the rest; and,
in making love to her, never fear to be out; for you may have a
pipe of tobacco, or a bass viol shall hang o' the wall, of purpose,
will put you in presently. The tricks your Resolution has taught
you in tobacco, the whiffe, and those sleights, will stand you in very
good ornament there.

Fast. Ay, to some, perhaps; but, an he should come to my
mistress with tobacco (this gentleman knows) she'd reply upon him,
i'faith. O, by this bright sun, she has the most acute, ready, and
facetious wit that tut, there's no spiiit able to stand her. Ycu
can report it, signior, you have seen her.

Punt. Then can he report no less, out of his judgment, I assure
him.

Maci. Troth, I like her well enough, but she's too self-conceited,
methinks.

Fast. Ay, indeed, she's a little too self-conceited; an 'twere not
for that humour, she were the most-to-be-admired lady in the
world.

Punt. Indeed, it is a humour that takes from her other excellences.
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Maci. Why, it may easily be made to forsake her, in my thought.
Fast. Easily, sir! then are all impossibilities easy,
Maci. You conclude too quick upon me, signior. What will you

say, if I make it so perspicuously appear now, that yourself shall

confess nothing more possible ?

Fast. Marry, I will say, I will both applaud and admire you for it.

Punt. And I will second him in the admiration.
Maci. Why, I'll show you, gentlemen.—Carlo, come hither.

{Maci., Car., Punt., and Fast, whisper together.

Sog. Good faith, I have a great humour to the court. What
thinks my Resolution ? shall I adventure ?

Shift. Troth, Countenance, as you please; the place is a place of

good reputation and capacity.

Sog. O, my tricks in tobacco, as Carlo says, will show excellent
there.

Shift. Why, you may go with these gentlemen now, and see

fashions; and after, as you shall see correspondence.
Sog. You say true. You wdll go with me. Resolution ?

Shift. I will meet you. Countenance, about three or four o'clock;
but, to say to go with you, I cannot; for, as I am Apple-John, I
am to go before the cockatrice you saw this morning, and therefore

pray, present me excused, good Countenance.

Sog. Farewell, good Resolution, but fail not to meet.

Shift. As I live.
[Exit.

Punt. Admirably excellent!

Maci. If you can but persuade Sogliardo to court, there's all now.
Car. O, let me alone, that's my task. [Goes to Sogliardo.
Fast. Now, by wit, Macilente, it's above measure excellent; 'twill

be the only court-exploit that ever proved courtier ingenious.
Punt. Upon my soul, it puts the lady quite out of her humour,

and we shall laugh with judgment.
Car. Come, the gentleman was of himself resolved to go with you,

afore I moved it.

Maci. Why, then, gallants, you two and Carlo go afore to prepare
the jest; SogUardo and I will come some while after you.

Car. Pardon me, I am not for the court.

Punt. That's true; Carlo comes not at court, indeed. Well, you
shall leave it to the faculty of monsieur Brisk, and myself; upon
our lives, we will manage it happily. Carlo shall bespeak supper
at the Mitre, against we come back: where we will meet and dimple
our cheeks with laughter at the success.

Car. Ay, but will you promise to come ?

Punt. Myself shall undertake for them; he that fails, let his

reputation lie under the lash of thy tongue.
Car. Ods so, look who comes here!

ErUer Funooso.
Sog. What, nephew!
Fung. Uncle, God save you; did you see a gentleman, one

monsieur Brisk, a courtier 7 he goes in such a suit as I do.
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Sog. Here is the gentleman, nephew, but not in such a suit

Fung. Another suit!

Sog. How now, nephew ?

FaH. Would you speak with me, sir?

Car. Ay, when he has recovered himself, poor Poll!

Punt. Some rosa-solia.

Mad. How now, signior ?

Fung. I am not well, sir.

Maci. Why, this it is to dog the fashion.

Car. Nay, come, gentlemen, remember 5'our affairs; his disease
is nothing but the flux of apparel.

Punt. Sirs, return to the lodging, keep the cat safe; I'll be the

dog's guardian myself. [Exeunt Servants.

Sog. Nephew, will you go to court with us ? these gentlemen and
I are for the court; nay, be not so melancholy.

Fung. 'SUd, I tliink no man in Christendom has that rascally
fortune that I have.

Maci. Faith, you suit is well enough, signior.

Fung. Nay, not for that, I protest; but I had an errand to

monsieur Fastidious, and I have forgot it.

Maci. Why, go along to court with us, and remember it; come,

gentlemen, you three take one boat, and Sogliardo and I will take

another; we shall be there instantlj'.
FaM. Content: good sir, vouchsafe us your pleasance.
Punt. Farewell, Carlo: remember.
Car. I warrant you: would I had one of Kemp's shoes to throw

after you.
Punt. Good fortune will close the eyes of our jest, fear not: and

we shall frolick. [Exeunt.

Mit. This Macilenle, signior, begins to be more sociable on a sudden,
methinks, than he loas before : there's some portent in it. I believe.

Cor. 0, he's a fellow of a strange nature. Now does he, in this calm

of his humour, plot, and store up a world of malicious thoughts in his

brain, till he. is so full with them, that you shall see the very torrent of
his envy break forth like a land-flood : and, against the course of all

their affections, oppose itself so violently, that you will almost have

wonder to think, how 'tis possible the current of their dispositions shall

receive so quick and strong an alteration.

Mit. Ay, marry, sir, this is that, on which my expectation has
dwelt all this while ; for I must tell you, signior, though I was loth to

interrupt the scene, yet I made it a question in mine own private dis-

course, how he should properly call it Every Man out of his Humour,
when I saw all his actors so strongly pursue, and continue their

humours ?

Cor. Why, therein his art appears mostfull of lustre, and approacheih
nearest the life ; especially when in the flame and hei'jhi of their

humours, they are laid flat, it fills the eye better, and with more con-

tentment. How tedious a sight were it to behold a proud exalted tree
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lopt, and cut down by degrees, when it might be felVd in a moment !

and to set the axe to it before it came to that pride and fulness, were,

as not to have it grow.
Mit. Well, I shall long till I see this fall, you talk of.

Cor. To help your longing, signior, let your imagination be swifter

than a pair of oars : and by this, suppose Puntarvolo, Brisk, Fungoso,
and the dog, arrived at the court-gate, and going up to the great chamber.

Macilente and Sogliardo, we'll leave them on the tvater, till possibility

and natural means may land them. Here come the gallants, now

prepare your expectation.

ACT V
SCENE I.—The Palace Stairs.

Enter Puntabvolo, with his dog, followed by Fartidiotts

Brisk and Fungoso.

Punt. Come, gentles, Signior, you are sufficiently instructed.

Fast. Who, I, sir ?

Punt. No, this gentleman. But stay, I take thought how to

bestow my dog: he is no competent attendant for the presence.

Fast. Mass, that's true, indeed, knight; you must not carry him

into the presence.
Punt. I know it, and I, like a dull beast, forgot to bring one of

my cormorants to attend me.

Fast. Why, you were best leave him at the porter's lodge.

Punt. Not so; his worth is too well known amongst them, to be

forth-coming.
Fast. 'Slight, how will you do then?

Punt. I must leave him with one that is ignorant of his quality,

if I will have him to be safe. And see! here comes one that will

carry coals, ergo, will hold my dog.

Enter a Groom, with a basket.

My honest friend, may I commit the tuition of this dog to thy

prudent care?

Groom. You may^ if you please, sir.

Punt. Pray thee let me find thee here at my return; it shall not

be long, till I -wall ease thee of thy employment, and please thee.

Forth, gentles.
Fast. Why, but will you leave liim with so sHght command, and

infuse no more charge upon the fellow ?

Punt. Charge! no; there were no policy in that; that were to

let him know the value of the gem he holds, and so to tempt frail

nature against her disposition. No, pray thee let thy honesty be

sweet, as it shall be short.

Oroom. Yes, sir.

Punt. But hark you, gallants, and chiefly monsieur Brisk: when
we come in eye-shot, or presence of this lady, let not other matters
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carry U3 from our project; but, if we can, single her forth to some
place

Fast. I warrant you.
Punt. And be not too sudden, but let the device induce itself

with good circumstance. On.

Fung. Is this the way ? good truth, here be fine hangings.
[Exeunt Punt., Fast., and Fungoso.

Groom. Honesty I sweet, and short I Marry, it shall, sir, doubt
you not; for even at this instant if one would give me twenty
pounds, I would not deliver him ; there's for the sweet : but now,
if any man come offer me but two-pence, he shall have him; there's
for the short now. 'Slid, what a mad humorous gentleman is thi?
to leave his dog with me ! I could run away with him now, an he
were worth any thing, j

Enter SIactlente and Sooliardo.

Maci. Come on, signior, now prepare to court tliis all-witted lady,
most naturally, and like yourself.

Sag. Faith, an you say the word, I'll begin to her in tobacco.
Maci. O, fie on't! no; you shall begin with, How does my sweet

lady, or. Why are you so melancholy, madam ? though she be very
merry, it's all one. Be sure to kiss your hand often enough; pray
for her health, and tell her, how mx}re tlmn most fair she is. Screw
your face at one side thus, and protest: let her fleer, and look
askance, and hide her teeth with her fan, when she laughs a fit, to

bring her into more matter, that's nothing: you must talk forward,
(though it be without sense, so it be without blushing,) 'tis most
court-like and well.

Sog. But shall I not use tobacco at all ?

Maci. O, by no means; 'tuill but make your breath suspected,
and that you use it only to confound the rankness of that.

Sog. Nay, I'll be advised, sir, by my friends.

Maci. Od's my life, see where sir Puntarvolo'g dog is.

Groom. I would the gentleman would return for liis follower here,
I'll leave him to his fortunes else.

Maci. 'Twere the only true jest in the world to poison him now;
ha! by this hand I'll do it, if I could but get him of the fellow.

[Aside.] Signior Sogliardo, walk aside, and thank upon some device
to entertain the lady with.

Sog. So I do, sir. [Walks off in a meditating posture.
Maci. How now, mine honest friend ! whose dog-keeper art thou 7

Groom. Dog-keeper, sir! I hope I scorn that, i' faith.

Maci. Why, dost thou not keep a dog?
Groom. Sir, now I do, and now I do not: [throws off the dog.] I

think this be sweet and short. Make me his dog-keeper! [Exit.
Maci. This is excellent, above expectation! nay, stay, sir;

[seizing the dog.] you'd be travelUng; but I'll give you a dram
shall shorten your voyage, here. [Gives him poison.] So, sir, I'll be
bold to take my leave of you. Now to the Turk's court in the
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devU's name, for you shall never go o' God's name. [Kicks him
out.]
—

Sogliardo, come.

Sog. I have it i'faith now, will sting it.

Mad. Take heed you leese it not, signior, ere you come there;

preserve it. {ExeuTvt.

Cor. How like you this first exploit of his ?

Mit. 0, a -piece of true envy ; but I expect the issue of the other

device.

Cor. Here they come vxill make it appear.

SCENE II.—An Apartment in the Palace.

Enter Saviolxna, Puntakvolo, Fastidious Brisk, and Fitngoso.

Sav. Why, I thought, sir Puntarvolo, you had been gone your
voyage ?

Punt. Dear and most amiable lady, your divine beauties do bind
me to those offices, that I cannot depart when I would.

Sav. 'Tis most court-like spoken, sir; but how might we do to
have a sight of your dog and cat ?

Fast. His dog is in the court, lady.
Sav. And not your cat ? how dare you trust her behind you, sir.

Punt. Troth, madam, she hath sore eyes, and she doth keep her

chamber; marry, I have left her under sufficient guard, there are
two of my followers to attend her.

Sav. I'll give you some water for her eyes. When do you go, sir?

Punt. Certes, sweet lady, I know not.

Fast. He doth stay the rather, madam, to present your acute

judgment with so courtly and well parted a gentleman as yet your
ladyship hath never seen.

Sav. What is he, gentle monsieur Brisk ? not that gentleman ?

[Poi7ds to Fiingoso.
Fast. No, lady, this is a kinsman to justice Silence.

Punt. Pray, sir, give me leave to report him. He's a gentleman,
lady, of that rare and admirable faculty, as, I protest, I know not
his Like in Europe; he is exceedingly vaUant, an excellent scholar,
and so exactly travelled, that he is able, in discoiurse, to deliver you
a model of any prince's court in the world; speaks the languages
with that purity of phrase, and facility of accent, that it breeds

astonishment; his wit, the most exuberant, and, above wonder,
pleasant, of all that ever entered the concave of this ear.

Fast. 'Tis most true, lady ; marry, he is no such excellent proper
man.

Punt. His travels have changed his complexion, madam.
Sav. O, sir Puntarvolo, you must think every man was not bom

to have my servant Brisk's feature. -

Punt. But that which transcends all, lady; he doth so peerlessly
imitate any manner of person for gesture, action, passion, or

whatever
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Fast. Ay, especially a rustic or a clown, madam, that it is not

possible for the sharpest-sighted wit in the world to discern any
sparks of the gentleman in him, when he does it.

Sav. 0, monsieur Brisk, be not so tyrannous to confine all wits

within the compass of your o\Fn; not find the sparks of a gentleman
in him, if he be a gentleman !

Fuiig. No, in truth, sweet lady, I believe you cannot.

Sav. Do you believe so? why, I can find sparks of a gentleman in

you, sir.

Punt. Ay, he is a gentleman, madam, and a reveller.

Fung. Indeed, I think I have seen your ladyship at our revels.

Sav. Like enough, sir; but would I might see this wonder you
talk of; may one have a sight of him for any reasonable sum ?

Punt. Yes, madam, he viill arrive presently.
Sav. What, and shall we see him clown it ?

Fa^. I'faith, sweet lady, that j'ou shall; see, here he comes.

Enter ALa^celentb and Soqliardo.

Punt. This is he! pray observe him, lady.
Sav. Beshrew me, Le clowns it properly indeed.

Punt. Naj', mark his courtship.

Sog. How does my sweet lady ? hot and moist ? beautiful and

lusty ? ha !

Sav. Beautiful, an it please you, sir, but not lusty.

Sog. ho, lady, it pleases you to say so, in truth: And how does

my sweet lady ? in health ? Boruj, roba, quoeso, que novdles ? que
novdles ? sweet creature !

Sav. excellent! why, gallants, is this he that cannot be de-

ciphered ? they were very blear-witted, i'faith, that could not

discern the gentleman in him.

Punt. But you do, in earnest, lady ?

Sav. Do I, sir! why, if you had any true court-judgment in the

carriage of his ej'e, and that inward power that forms his coun-

tenance, you might perceive his counterfeiting as clear as the noon-

day; alas nay, if you would have tried my wit, indeed, you
should never have told me he was a gentleman, but presented him
for a true clown indeed; and then have seen if I could have de-

ciphered him.

Fast. Tore God, her ladyship says true, knight: but does he not

affect the clown most naturally, mistress ?

Punt. O, she cannot but affirm that, out of the bounty of her

judgment.
Sav. Nay, out of doubt he does well, for a gentleman to imitate:

but I warrant you, he becomes his natural carriage of the gentle-
man, much better than his clownery.

Fast. 'Tis strange, in truth, her ladyship should see so far into him !

Puni. Ay, is it not ?

Sav. Faith, as easily as may be; not decipher him, quoth you!
Fung. Good sadness, I wonder at it.
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Maci. Why, has she deciphered him, gentlemen V

Punt. O, most miraculously, and beyond admiration.
Maci. Is it possible ?

Fast. She hath gather'd most infallible signs of the gentleman in

him, that's certain.

Sav. Why, gallants, let me laugh at you a little: was this your
device, to try my judgment in a gentleman?

Maci. Nay, lady, do not scorn us, though you have this gift of

perspicacy above others. What if he should be no gentleman now,
but a clown indeed, lady ?

Punt. How think you of that? would not your ladyship be Out
of your Humour ?

Fast. 0, but she knows it is not so.

Sav. What if he were not a man, ye may as well say? Nay, if

your worships could gull me so, indeed, you were wiser than you
are taken for.

Maci. In good faith, lady, he is a very perfect clown, both by
father and mother; that I'll assure you.

Sav. 0, sir, you are very pleasurable.
Maci. Nay, do but look on his hand, and that shall resolve you;

look you, lady, what a palm here is.

Sog. Tut, that was with holding the plough.
Maci. The plough! did you discern any such thing in him,

madam ?

Fast. Faith no, she saw the gentleman as bright as noon-day,
she; she deciphered him at first.

Maci. Troth, I am sorrj' your ladyship's sight should be so

suddenly struck.

Sav. 0, you are goodly beagles!
Fast. What, is she gone ?

Sog. Na}', stay, sweet lady: que novelles ? que. novelles ?

Sav. Out, you fool, you ! [Exit in anger.
Fung. She's Out of her Humour, i'faith.

Fast. Nay, let's follow it while 'tis hot, gentlemen.
Puni. Come, on mine honour we shall make her blush in the

presence; my spleen is great with laughter.
Maci. Your laughter \rill be a child of a feeble hfe, I believe, sir.

[Aside.]—C!ome, signior, your looks are too dejected, methinks;
why mix you not mirth with the rest ?

Fung. Od's will, this suit frets me at the soul. I'll have it

alter'd to-morrow, sure. [Exeunt

SCENE III.—The Palace Stairs.

Enter Shift.

Shift. I Am come to the court, to meet with my Countenance,
Sogliardo; poor men must be glad of such countenance, when they
can get no better. Well, need may insult upon a man, but it shall
never make him despair of consequence. The world will say, 'tia

I
—F4S9
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base: tush, base! 'tis base to live under the earth, not base to live

above it by any means.

Enter Fastidious, Pfntabvolo, Sooliabdo, Funooso,
and IMacilbnte.

Fast. The poor lady is most miserably out of her humour, i'faith.

Punt. There was never so witty a jest broken, at the tilt of all

the court wits christen'd.

Mad. O, this applause taints it foully.

Sog. I think I did my part in courting.
—0, Resolution!

PutU. Ay me, my dog!
Mad. Where is he ?

Fast. 'Sprecious, go seek for the fellow, good eignior.

[Exit Fungoso.
Punt. Here, here I left him.

Mad. Why, none was here when we came in now, but oavaUer

Shift; enquire of him.

Fast. Did you see sir Puntarvolo'fl dog here, cavalier, since you
came?

Shift. His dog, sir! he may look his dog, sir; I saw none of his

dog, sir.

Mad. Upon my life, he has stolen your dog, sir, and been hired

to it by some that have ventured with you; you may guess by his

peremptory answers.

Punt. Not unlike; for he hath been a notorious thief by his own
confession. Sirrah, where is my dog?

Shift. Charge me with your dog, sir! I have none of your dog,
sir.

Punt. Villain, thou Uest.

Shift. Lie, sir! s'blood,—you are but a man, sir.

Punt. Rogue and thief, restore him.

Sog. Take heed, sir Puntarvolo, what you do; he'll bear no coals,

I can tell you, o' my word,

Mad. This is rare.

Sog. It's marie he stabs you not: By tlus Hght, he hath stabbed

forty, for forty times less matter, I can tell you of my knowledge.
PuTit. I will make thee stoop, thou abject.

Sog. Make him stoop, sir! Gentlemen, pacify him, or he'll be

kill'd.

Mad. Is he so tall a man ?

Sog. Tall a man ! if you love his Ufe, stand betwixt them. Make
him stoop!

Puni. My dog, villain, or I will hang thee; thou hast confest

robberies, and other felonious acts, to this gentleman, thy Coun-
tenance

Sog. I'll bear no witness.

PutU. And without my dog, I will hang thee, for them.

[Shift kneels.

Sog What! kneel to thine enemies!
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Shift. Pardon me, good sir; God is my witness, I never did

robbery in all my life.

Re-enter Fttngoso.

Fung. O, sir Puntarvolo, your dog lies giving up the ghost in
the wood-yard.

Maci. Heart, is he not dead yet! [Aside.
Punt. O, my dog, born to disastrous fortune! pray you conduct

ne, sir. [Exit with Fungoso.
Sog. How! did you never do any robbery in your life?

Maci. O, this is good ! so he swore, sir.

Sog. Ay, I heard him: and did you swear true, sh'?

Shift. Ay, as I hope to be forgiven, sir, I never robbed any man;
I never stood by the highwayside, sir, but only said so, because I
would get myself a name, and be counted a tali man.

Sog. Now out, base viliaco! thou my Resolution! I thy Coun-
tenance! By this light, gentlemen, he hath confest to me the
most inexorable company of robberies, and damn'd himself that he
did 'em: you never heard the like. Out, scoundrel, out! follow
me no more, I command thee; out of my sight, go, hence, speak
not; I will not hear thee: away, camouccio! [Exit Shift.

Maci. 0, how I do feed upon this now, and fat myself ! here were
a couple unexpectedly dishumour'd. Well, by this time, I hope,
sir Puntarvolo and his dog are both out of humour to travel.

[Aside.]
—Nay, gentlemen, why do you not seek out the knight, and

comfort him ? our supper at the Mitre must of necessity hold

to-night, if you love your reputations.
Fast. 'Fore God, I am so melancholy for his doe's disaster—but

I'll go.

Sog. Faith, and I may go too, but I know I shall be so melancholy.
Maci. Tush, melancholy ! you must forget that now, and remem-

ber you he at the mercy of a fury: Carlo will rack your sinews
asunder, and rail you to dust, if you come not. [Exeunt.

Mit. O, then their fear of Carlo, belike, makes them hold their

meeting.
Cor. Ay, here he comes ; conceive him but to be enter'd the Mitre,

and His enough.

SCENE ly.—A Room at the Mitre.

Enter Carlo.

Car. Holla ! where be these shot-sharks ?

Enter Drawer.

Draw. By and by; you are welcome, good master Buflfone.
Car. Where's George? call me George hither, quickly.
Draw. What wine please you have, sir? I'll draw you that's

neat, master Bufifone.
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Car. Away, neophite, do as I bid thee, bring my dear George to

me:—
Enter Geoege.

Ma33, here he comes.

George. Welcome, master Carlo.

Car. What, is supper ready, George?
George. Ay, sir, almost: Will you have the cloth laid, master

Carlo?
Car. O, what else ? Are none of the gallants come yet ?

George. None yet, sir.

Car. Stay, take me with you, George; let me have a good fat

loin of pork laid to the fire, presently.

George. It shall, sir.

Car. And withal, hear you, draw me the biggest shaft you have
out of the butt you wot of; away, you know my meaning, George;
quick !

George. Done, sir. [Exit.
Car. I never hungered so much for anything in my life, as I do

to know our gallants' success at court; now is that lean, bald-rib

Macilente, that salt villain, plotting some mischievous device, and
lies a soaking in their frothy humours like a dry crust, till he has
drunk 'em all up: Could the pummice but hold up his eyes at

other men's happiness, in any reasonal^le proportion, 'slid, the slave

were to be loved next heaven, above honour, wealth, rich fare,

apparel, wenches, all the delights of the belly and the groin, what-
ever.

Re-enter George with two jugs of wine.

George. Here, master Carlo.

Car. Is it right, boy ?

George. Ay, sir, I assure you 'tis right.
Car. Well said, my dear George, depart: [Exit George.]

—Come,
my small gimblet, you in the false scabbard, away, so! [Puts forth
the Dratver, and shuts the door.] Now to you, sir Burgomaster, let's

taste of your bounty.

Mit. What, tvill he deal upon such quantities of wine, alone ?

Cor. You will perceive that, sir.

Car. [drinks.] Ay, marry, sir, here's purity; 0, George—I could
bite off his nose for this now, sweet rogue, he has drawn nectar, the

very soul of the grape! I'll wash my temples with some on't

presently, and driiik some half a score draughts; 'twill heat the

brain, kindle my imagination, I shall talk nothing but crackers and
fire-works to-night. So, sir! please you to be here, sir, and I here: so.

[Sets the two cups asunder, drinks with the one, and pledges with

the other, speaking for each of the cups, and drinking alternately.

Cor. This is worth the observation, signior.

Car. 1 Cup. Now, sir, here's to you; and I present you with so

much of my love.
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2 Cup. I take it kindly from you, sir [drinks], and will return

you the Kke proportion; but withal, sir, remembering the merry

night we had at the countess's, you know where, sir.

1 Cup. By heaven, you put me in mind now of a very necessary

office, which I will propose in your pledge, sir; the health of that

honourable countess, and the sweet lady that sat by her, sir.

2 Cup. I do vail to it with reverence [drinks]. And now, signior,

with these ladies, I'll be bold to mix the health of your divine

mistress.

1 Cup. Do you know her, sir ?

2 Cup. O lord, sir, ay; and in the respectful memory and mention

of her, I could wish this wine were the most precious drug in the

world.

1 Cup. Good faith, sir, you do honour me int exceedingly.

[Drinks.]

jVGt. Whom, should he persoiiate in this, signior ?

Cor. Faith, I know not, sir ; observe, observe him.

2 Cup. If it were the basest filth, or mud that runs in the channel,

I am bound to pledge it respectively, sir. [Drinks.] And now-, sir,

here is a replenish'd bowl, wliich I will reciprocally turn upon you, to

the health of the count Frugale.
1 Cup. The count Frugale's health, sir? I'll pledge it on my

knees, by this Ught. [Kneels.

2 Cup. Will you, sir ? I'll drink it on my knees, then, by the hght.

Alit. Why this is strange.

Cor. Have you heard a better drunken dialogue f

2 Cup. Nay, do me right, sir.

1 Cup. So I do, in faith.

2 Cup. Good faith you do not; mine was fuller.

1 Cup. Why, believe me, it was not.

2 Cup. BeUeve me it was; and you do he.

1 Cup. Lie, sir I

2 Cup. Ay, sir.

1 Cup. 'Swounds ! you rascal !

2 Cup. O, come, stab if you have a mind to it.

1 Cup. Stab! dost thou think I dare not?

Car. [speaks in his own person.] Nay, I beseech you, gentlemen,
what means this? nay, look, for shame respect your reputations,

[Overturns wine, pot, cups, and aU.

Enter Macvlests,

Maci. Why, how now. Carlo ! what humour's this ?

Car. O, my good mischief! art thou come? where are the rest,

where are the rest ?

Maci. Faith, three of our ordnance are burst.

Car. Burst! how comes that?

Maci. Faith, overcharged, overcharged.
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Car. But did not the train hold ?

Maci. O, yes, and the poor lady is irrecoverably blown up.
Car. Why, but which of the munition is miscarried, ha ?

Maci. Imprimis, sir Puntarvolo; next, the Countenance and
Resolution.

Car. How, how, for the love of wit ?

Maci. Troth, the Resolution is proved recreant; the Countenance
hath changed his cop}'; and the passionate knight is shedding
funeral tears over his departed dog.

Car. What! is his dog dead?
Maci. Poison'd, 'tis thought; marry, how, or by whom, that's

left for some cunning woman here o' the Bank-side to resolve. For

my part, I know nothing more than that we are like to have an

exceeding melancholy supper of it.

Car. 'Slii'e, and I had purposed to be extraordinarily merry, I

had drunk off a good preparative of old sack here; but will they
come, will they come?

Maci. They will assuredly come; marry, Carlo, as thou lov'st

me, run over 'em all freely to-night, and especially the knight;
spare no sulphurous jest that may come out of that sweaty forge of

thine; but ply them with all manner of shot, minion, saker, culverin,
or anything, what thou wilt.

Car. I warrant thee, my dear case of petrionels ; so I stand not in

dread of thee, but that thou'lt second me.
Maci. Why, my good German tapster, I will.

Car. What George! Lomtero, Lomtero. etc. [Sings and dances.

Re-enter George.

George. Did you call, master Carlo T

Car. More nectar, George: Lomtero, etc.

George. Your meat's ready, sir, an your company were come.
Car. Is the loin of pork enough?
George. Ay, sir, it is enough. [Exit.
Maci. Pork! heart, what dost thou with such a greasy dish? I

think thou dost varnish thy face with the fat on't, it looks so like a

glue-pot.
Car. True, my raw-boned rogue, and if thou wouldst farce thy

lean ribs \^ith it too, they would not, like ragged laths, rub out so

many doublets as they do; but thou know'st not a good dish, thou.

O, it's the only nourishing meat in the world. No marvel though
that saucy, stubborn generation, the Jews, were forbidden it; for

what would they have done, well pamper'd with fat pork, that

durst murmur at their Maker out of garlick and onions? 'Slight!

fed with it, the whoreson strummel-patch'd, goggled-eyed grumble-
dories, would have gigantomachised

—
Re-enter George with wine.

Well said, my sweet George, fill, fill.

Mit. This savours too much of profavation.
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Cor. Servetur ad immn,

Qualis ab inccepto processerit, et sibi constet.

The necessity of his vein compels a toleration, for ; bar this, and cUish

him out of humour before his time.

Car. 'Tis an axiom in natural philosophy, what comes nearest the

nature of that it feeds, converts quicker to nourishment, and doth sooner
essentiate. Now nothing in flesh and entrails assimilates or resembles
man more than a hog or swine. [Drinks.

Maci. True; and he, to requite their courtesy, oftentimes dofFeth
his own nature, and puts on theirs; as when he becomes as churlish
as a hog, or as drunJi as a sow; but to your conclusion. [Drinks.

Car. Marry, I say, nothing resembling man more than a swine,
it follows, nothing can be more nourishing; for indeed (but that it

abhors from our nice nature) if we fed upon one another, we should
shoot up a great deal faster, and thrive much better; I refer me
to your usurous cannibals, or such like; but since it is so contrary,
pork, pork, is your only feed.

Maci. I take it, your devil be of the same diet; he would never
have desired to have been incorporated into swine else.—O, here
cornea the melancholy mess; upon 'em. Carlo, charge, charge!

Enter Puntakvolo, Fastidious Brisk, Sogliardo, and
FUNGOSO.

Car. 'Fore God, sir Puntarvolo, I am sorry for your heaviness:

body o' me, a shrew'd mischance! why, had you no unicorn's horn,
nor bezoar's stone about you, ha ?

Punt. Sir, I would request you be silent.

Maci. Nay, to him again.
Car. Take comfort, good knight, if your cat have recovered her

catarrh, fear nothing; your dog's mischance may be holpen.
Fast. Say how, sweet Carlo; for, so God mend me, the poor

knight's moans draw me into fellowship of his misfortunes. But
be not discouraged, good sir Puntarvolo, I am content your adven-
ture shall be performed upon your cat.

Maci. I beheve you, musk-cod, I believe you; for rather than
thou would'st make present repayment, thou would'st take it upon
his own bare return from Calais. [Aside.

Car. Nay, 'slife, he'd be content, so he were well rid out of his

company, to pay him five for one, at his next meeting him in Paul's.

[Aside to Macilente.]—But for your dog, sir Puntarvolo, if he be not

out-right dead, there is a friend of mine, a quack-salver, shall put
life in him again, that's certain.

Fung. O, no, that comes too late.

Maci. 'Sprecious ! knight, will you suflFer this 7

Punt. Drawer, get me a candle and hard wax presently.

[Exit George.
Sog. Ay, and bring up supper; for I am so melancholy.
Car. O, signior, where's your Resolution 7
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Soj. Resolution! hang him, rascal: 0, Carlo, if you love me, do

not mention him.

Car. ^Vhy, how so ?

Sog. O, the arrantest crocodile that ever Christian was acquainted
with. By my gentry, I shall think the worse of tobacco while I

live, for his sake: I did think him to be as tall a man
Maci. Nay, Buffone, the knight, the knight. [Aside to Carlo.

Car. 'Slud, he looks like an image carved out of box, full of knots;

his face is, for all the world, like a Dutch purse, with the mouth

downward, his beard the tassels; and he walks—let me see—as

melancholy as one o' the master's side in the Counter.—Do you
hear, sir Puntarvolo ?

Punt. Sir, I do entreat you, no more, but enjoin you to silence,

as you affect your peace.
Car. Nay, but dear knight, understand here are none but friends,

and such as wish you well, I would have you do this now; flay me

your dog presently (but in any case keep the head) and stuff his

skin well with straw, as you see these dead monsters at Bartholomew

fair.

Punt. I shall be sudden, I tell you.
Car. O, if you like not that, sir, get me somewhat a less dog, and

clap into the skin; here's a slave about the town here, a Jew, one

Yohan: or a fellow that makes perukes will glue it on artificially,

it shall never be discern'd; besides, 'twill be so much the warmer

for the hound to travel in, you know.
Maci. Sir Puntarvolo, death, can you be so patient !

Car. Or thus, sir; you may have, as you come through Germany,
a familiar for little or nothing, shall turn itself into the shape of

your dog, or any thing, what you will, for certain hours [Puntar-

volo strikes him] Ods my life, knight, what do you mean ? you'll

offer no violence, will you ? hold, hold !

Re-enter George, with wax, and a lighted candle.

Punt. 'Sdeath, you slave, you ban-dog, you !

Car. As you love wit, stay the enraged knight, gentlemen.
Puvi. By my knighthood, he that stirs in his rescue, dies.—

Drawer, begone ! [Exit Oeorge.

Car. Murder, murder, murder!

Punt. Ay, are you howling, you wolf?—Gentlemen, as you tender

vour lives, suffer no man to enter till my revenge be perfect. Sirrah,

Buffone, lie down; make no exclamations, but down; down, you

cur, or I will make thy blood flow on my rapier hilts.

Car. Sweet knight, hold in thy fury, and 'fore heaven I'll honour

thee more than the Turk does Mahomet.
Punt. Down, I say! [Carlo lies doum.]—Who's there?

[Knocking within.

Cons, [within.] Here's the constable, open the doors.

Car. Good Macilente

Punt. Open no door; if the Adalantado of Spain were here he
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should not enter: one help me with the light, gentlemen; you
knock in vain, sir officer.

Car. Et tu. Brute !

Punt. Sirraii, close your lips, or I will drop it in thine eyea, by
heaven.

Car. O! O!
Cons, [within.'] Open the door, or I will break it open.
Mad. Nay, good constable, have patience a little; you shall

oome in presently; we have almost done.

[Puntarvolo seals up Carlo's lips.

Punt. So, now, are you Out of your Humour, sir ? Shift, gentle-
men.

[They all draw, and run out, except Fungoso, who conceals him-self
beneath the table.

Enter Constable and Officers, and seize FASTiDioua as he is

rushing by.

Cons. Lay hold upon this gallant, and pursue the rest.

Fast. Lay hold on me, sir, for what ?

Cons. Marry, for your riot here, sir, with the rest of your com-

panions.
Fast. My riot! master constable, take heed what you do. Carlo,

did I offer any violence ?

Cons. O, sir, you see he is not in case to answer you, and that
makes you so peremptory.

Re-enter George and Drawer.

Fast. Peremptory! 'Slife, I appeal to the drawers, if I did him
any hard measure.

George. They are all gone, there's none of them will be laid any
hold on.

Cons. Well, sir, you are like to answer till the rest can be found
out.

Fast. 'Shd, I appeal to George here.

Cons. Tut, George was not here: away with him to the Counter,
sirs.—Come, sir, you were best get yourself drest somewhere.

[Exeunt Const, and Officers, with Fast, and Car.

George. Good lord, that master Carlo could not take heed, and

knowing what a gentleman the knight is, if he be angry.
Drawer. A pox on 'em, they have left all the meat on our hands;

would they were choaked with it for me !

Re-enter Macilente.

Maci. What, are they gone, sirs ?

George. O, here's master Macilente.

Maci. [pointing to Fungoso.] Sirrah, George, do you see that

concealment there, that napkin under the table?

Geotge. 'Ods so, signior Fungoso!
Maci. He's good pawn for the reckoning; be sure you keep him

I_*ji- 489
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here, and let him not go away till I come again, though he offer to

discharge all; I'll return presently.

George. Sirrah, we have a pawn for the reckoning.
Draw. What, of Macilente ?

Oeorge. No; look under the table.

Fung, [creepirvg out.l I hope all be quiet now; if I can get but

forth of this street, I care not: masters, I pray you tell me, is the

constable gone?
Oeorge. What, master Fungoso!
Fung. Was't not a good device this same of me, sirs ?

Oeorge. Yes, faith ; have you been here all this while ?

Fung. lord, ay; good sir, look an the coast be clear, I'd fain

be going.

George. All's clear, sir, but the reckoning; and that you must
olear and pay before you go, I assure you.

Fung. I pay! 'SUght, I eat not a bit since I came into the

house, yet.
Draw. Why, you may when you please, 'tis all ready below that

was bespoken.
Fung. Bespoken ! not by me, I hope ?

Oeorge. By you, sir! I know not that; but 'twas for you and

your company, I am sure.

Fung. My company ! 'Slid, I was an invited guest, so I was.

Draw. Faith we have nothing to do with that, sir: they are all

gone but you, and we must be answered; that's the short and the

long on't.

Fung. Nay, if you will grow to extremities, my masters, then

would this pot, cup, and all were in my belly, if I have a cross

about me.

George. What, and have such apparel! do not say so, signior;

that mightily discredits your clothes.

Fung. As I am an honest man, my tailor had all my money this

morning, and yet I must be fain to alter my suit too. Good sirs, let

me go, 'tis Friday night, and in good truth I have no stomach in the

world to eat any thing.
Draw. That's no matter, so you pay, sir.

Fung. 'Slight, with what conscience can you ask me to pay that

I never drank for ?

George. Yes, sir, I did see you drink once

Fung. By this cup, which is silver, but you did not; you do me
infinite wrong: I looked in the pot once, indeed, but I did not

drink.

Draw. Well, sir, if you can satisfy our master, it shall be all one

to us.

Within. George!
Oeorge. By and by. [Exeunt.

Cor. Lose not yourself now, signior.
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SCENE Y.—A Room in Delibo's Bouse.

Enter Maciuexte and Deuro.

Mad. Tut, sir, you did bear too hard a conceit of me in that;
but I will now make my love to you most transparent, in spite of

any dust of suspicion that may be raised to cloud it; and hence-

forth, since I see it is so against your humour, I will never labour
to persuade you.

Deli. Why, I thank you, signior; but what is that you tell me may
concern my peace so much?

Maci. Faith, sir, 'tist hus. Your wife's brother, signior Fungoso,
being at supper to-night at a tavern, with a sort of gallants, there

happened some division amongst them, and he is left in pawn for
the reckoning. Now, if ever you look that time shall present you
with an happy occasion to do your wife some gracious and accept-
able service, take hold of this opportunity, and presently go and
redeem him ; for, being her brother, and his credit so amply engaged
as now it is, when she shall hear, (as he cannot himself, but he must
out of extremity report it,) that you came, and olfered yourself so

kindly, and with that respect of his reputation; why, the benefit
cannot but make her dote, and grow mad of your affections.

Deli. Now, by heaven, Macilente, I acknowledge myself exceed-

ingly indebted to you, by this kind tender of your love; and I am
sorry to remember that I was ever so rude, to neglect a friend of

your importance.—Bring me shoes and a cloak here.—I was going
to bed, ijf you had not come. What tavern is it ?

Maci. The Mitre, sir.

Deli. 0! Why, Fido! my shoes.—Good faith, it cannot but
please her exceedingly.

Enter Fallacb.

Fal. Come, I marie what piece of night-work you have in hand
now, that you call for a cloak, and your shoes: What, is this your
pander ?

Deli. 0, sweet wife, speak lower, I would not he should hejir

thee for a world
Fal. Hang him, rascal, I cannot abide him for his treachery,

with his wild quick-set beard there. Whither go you now with him ?

Deli. No, whither with him, dear wife; I go alone to a place,
from whence I will return instantly.

—Good Macilente, acquaint not
her with it by any means, it may come so much the more accepted;
frame some other answer.—I'll come back immediately. [Exit.

Fal. Nay, an I be not worthy to know whither you go, stay till

I take knowledge of your coming back.
Maci. Hear you, mistress Deliro.

Fal. So, sir, and what say you ?

Maci. Faith, lady, my intents will not deserve this sUght respect,
when you shall know them.
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Fal. Your intenta! why, what may your intents be, for God's
sake?

Maci. Troth, the time allows no circumstance, lady, therefore

know this was but a device to remove your husband heuce, and
bestow him securely, whilst, with more conveniency, I might report
to you a misfortune that hath happened to monsieur Brisk Nay,
comfort, sweet lady. This night, being at supper, a sort of young
gallants committed a riot, for the which he only is apprehended and
carried to the Counter, where, if your husband, and other creditors,

should but have knowledge of him, the poor gentleman were undone
for ever.

Fal. Ah me! that he were.

Maci. Now, therefore, if you can think upon any present means
for his delivery, do not foreslow it. A bribe to the officer that

committed him will do it.

Fal. lord, sir ! he shall not want for a bribe ; pray you, will you
commend me to him, and say I'll visit him presently.

Maci. No, lady, I shall do you better service, in protracting j'^our

husband's return, that you may go with more safety.
Fal. Good truth, so you maj'; farewell, good sir. [Exit Maci.]—

Lord, how a woman may be mistaken in a man! I would have
sworn upon all the Testaments in the world he had not loved master
Brisk. Bring me m}' keys there, maid. Alas, good gentleman, if

all I have in this earthly world will pleasure him, it shall be at his

service. [Exit.

Mit. How Macilente sweats in this business, if you mark him I

Cor. Ay, you shall see the true picture of spite, anon : here comes
the paum and his redeemer.

SCENE VI.—^ Boom at the Mitre.

Enter Deltbo, Funooso, and George.

Deli. Come, brother, be not discouraged for this, man; what!

Fung. No, truly, I am not discouraged; but I protest to you,
brother, I have done imitating any more gallants either in purse or

apparel, but as shall become a gentleman, for good carriage, or so.

Deli. You say well.—This is all in the bill here, is it not?

George. Ay, sir.

Deli. There's your money, tell it: and, brother, I am glad I met
with so good occasion to shew my love to 3'ou.

Fung. I will study to deserve it in good truth an I live.

Deli. What, is it right ?

George. Ay, sir, and I thank you.

Fung. Let me have a capon's leg saved, now the reckoning is paid.

George. You shall, sir. {Exit.

Enter Macilentb.

Maci. Where's signior Deliro 7

Deli. Here, Macilente.
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Maci. Hark you, sir, have you dispatch'd this same ?

Deli. Ay, marry have I.

Maci. Well then, I can tell you news; Brisk is in the Counter.

Deli. In the Counter !

Maci. 'Tis true, sir, committed for the stir here to-night. Now
would I have you send your brother home afore him, with the

report of this your kindness done him, to his sister, which vnW so

pleasingly possess her, and out of his mouth too, that in the mean-

time you may clap your action on Brisk, and your wife, being in so

happy a mood, cannot entertain it ill, by any means.

Ddi. 'Tis very true, she cannot, indeed, I think.

Maci. Think! why 'tis past thought; you shall never meet the

like opportunity, I assure you.
Deli. I will do it.—Brother, pray you go home afore (this gentle-

man and I have some private business), and tell my sweet wife I'll

come presently.

Fung. I will, brother.

Maci. And, signior, acquaint your sister, how liberally, and out

of his bounty, your brother has used you (do you see?), made you a

man of good reckoning; redeem'd that you never were possest of,

credit; gave you as gentlemanlike terms as might be; found no

fault with your coming behind the fashion; nor nothing.

Fung. Nay, I am out of those humours now.

Maci. Well, if you be out, keep your distance, and be not made
a shot-clog any more.—Come, signior, let's make haste. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII.—T^e Counter.

Enter Tallage and Fastidious Brisk.

Fal. 0, master Fastidious, what pity is it to see so sweet a man
as you are, in so sour a place ! [Kisses him.

Cor. As upon her lips, does she mean ?

. Mit. Oy this is to he imagined the Counter, belike.

Fast. Troth, fair lady, 'tis first the pleasure of the fates, and next

of the constable, to have it so: but I am patient, and indeed com-

forted the more in your kind visit.

Fal. Nay, you shall be comforted in me more than this, if you
please, sir. I sent you word by my brother, sir, that my husband
laid to 'rest you this morning; I know not whether you received it

or no.

Fast. No, believe it, sweet creature, your brother gave me no
such intelligence.

Fal. 0, the lord !

Fast. But has your husband any such purpose ?

Fal. 0, sweet master Brisk, yes: and therefore be presently dis-

charged, for if he come with his actions upon you, Lord deliver you I

you are in for one half-a-score year; he kept a poor man in Ludgate
once twelve year for sixteen shillings. Where's your keeper? for
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love's sake call him, let him take a bribe, and despatch you. Lord,
how my heart trembles ! here are no spies, are there ?

Fast. No, sweet mistress. Why are you in this passion?
Fal. lord, master Fastidious, if you knew how I took up my

husband to-day, when he said he would arrest you; and how I

railed at him that persuaded him to it, the scholar there (who, on

my conscience, loves you now), and what care I took to send you
intelUgence by my brother; and how I gave him four sovereigns for

his pains: and now, how I came running out hither without man or

boy with me, so soon as I heard on't; you'd say I were in a passion
indeed. Your keeper, for God's sake! O, master Brisk, as 'tis in

Euphues, Hard is the choice, when one is compelled either by silence to

die with grief, or by speaking to live with shame.
Fast. Fair lady, I conceive you, and may this kiss assure you,

that where adversity hath, as it were, contracted, prosperity shall

not Od's me! your husband.

Enter Delibo and IMacilentb.

Fal. me!
Deli. Ay ! Is it thus ?

Maci. Why, how now, signior Dehro ! haa the wolf seen you, ha ?

Hath Gorgon's head made marble of you 7

Deli. Some planet strike me dead !

3Iaci. Why, look you, sir, I told you, you might have suspected
this long afore, had you pleased, and have saved this labour of

admiration now, and passion, and such extremities as this frail lump
of flesh is subject unto. Nay, why do you not doat now, signior?
methinks you should say it were some enchantment, deceptio visits,

or so, ha! If you could persuade yourself it were a dream now,
'twere excellent: faith, try what you can do, signior: it may be

your imagination will be brought to it in time; there's nothing

impossible.
Fal. Sweet husband!
Deli. Out, lascivious strumpet! [Exit.
Maci. What! did you see how ill that stale vein became him

afore, of sweet wife, and dear heart ; and are you fallen just into the

same now, with sweet husband I Away, follow him, go, keep state:

what! remember you are a woman, turn impudent; give him not

the head, though you give him the horns. Away. And yet,

methinks, you should take your leave of enfarU perdu here, your
forlorn hope. [Exit Fal.]

—How now, monsieur Brisk? what!

Friday night, and in affliction too, and yet your pulpamenta, your
delicate morsels! I perceive the affection of ladies and gentle-
women pursues you wheresoever you go, monsieur.

Fast. Now, in good faith, and as I am gentle, there could not
have come a thing in this world to have distracted me more, than
the wrinkled fortunes of this poor dame.

Maci. O yes, sir; I can tell you a thing will distract you much
better, believe it: Signior Deliro has entered three actions against
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you, three actiona, monsieur ! marry, one of them (I'll put you in

comfort) is but three thousand, and the other two, some five thou-
sand pound together: trifles, trifles.

Fast. O, I am undone.
Maci. Nay, not altogether so, sir; the knight must have hifl

hundred pound repaid, that will help too ; and then six score pounds
for a diamond, you know where. These be things will weigh,
monsieur, they will weigh.

Fast. heaven!
Maci. What ! do you sigh ? this is to kiss the hand of a countess,

to have her coach sent for you, to hang poniards in ladies^ garters, to
wear bracelets of their hair, and for every one of these great favours
to give some slight jewel of five hundred croums, or so ; why, 'tis

nothing. Now, monsieur, you see the plague that treads on the
heels o' your foppery: well, go yoiu" ways in, remove yourself to
the two-penny ward quickly, to save charges, and there set up your
rest to spend sir Puntarvolo's hundred pound for him. Away,
good pomander, go ! \ExiX Fastidious

Why, here's a change! now is my soul at peace:
I am as empty of all envy now,
As they of merit to be envied at.

My humour, like a flame, no longer lasts

Than it" hath stuff to feed it; and their folly

Being now raked up in their repentant ashes,
Affords no ampler subject to my spleen.
I am so far from malicing their states.

That I begin to pity them. It grieves me
To think they have a being. I could wish

They might turn wise upon it, and be saved now.
So heaven were pleased; but let them vanish, vapours!
Gentlemen, how hke you it? has't not been tedious?

Cor. Nay, we have done censuring now.

Mit. Yes, faith.

Maci. How so ?

Cor. Marry, because t/;e'K imitate your actors, and be out of our
humours. Besides, here are those round about you of more ability in
censure than we, whose judgments can give it a more satisfying allow-

ance ; we'll refer you to them. [Exeunt Cordatus and Mitis.

Maci. [coming forward.] Ay, is it even so?—Well, gentlemen, I

should have gone in, and return'd to you as I was Asper at tho

first; but by reason the shift would have been somewhat long, and
we are loth to draw your patience farther, we'll entreat you to

imagine it. And now, that you may see I will be out of humotu' for

company, I stand wholly to your kipd approbation, and indeed am
nothing so peremptory as I was in the beginning: marry, I will not
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do as Plautus in his Amphytrio, for all this, summi Jovia causa

plaudite ; beg a plaudite for God's sake; but if you, out of the

bounty of your good-liking, will bestow it, why, you may in time

make lean Macilente as fat aa sir John Falstaff. [Exit.

THE EPILOGUE
AT THE

PRESENTATION BEFORE QUEEN ELIZABETH

Br MACILENTE.

Never till now did object greet mine eyes
With any light content: but in her graces
All my mahcious powers have lost their stings.

Envy is fled from my soul at sight of her,

And she hath chased all black thoughts from my bosom,
Like as the sun doth darkness from the world,

My stream of humour is run out of me,
And as our city's torrent, bent t'infect

The hallow'd bowels of the silver Thames,
Is check'd by strength and clearness of the river,

TUl it hath spent itself even at the shore;
So in the ample and unmeasured flood

Of her perfections, are my passions drown'd;
And I have now a spirit as sweet and clear

As the more rarefied and subtle air:—
With which, and with a heart as pure as fire,

Yet humble as the earth, do I implore, [Enetis.

heaven, that She, whose presence hath effected

This change in me, may suffer most late change
In her admired and happy government:
May still this Island be call'd Fortunate,
And rugged Treason tremble at the sound.
When Fame shall speak it with an emphasis.
Let foreign poUty be dull as lead,

And pale Invasion come with half a heart,

'When he but looks upon lier hjessed soil.

The throat of War be stopt within her land.
And turtle-foot«d Peace dance fairy rings
About her court; where never may there come

Suspect or danger, but all trust and safetj\
Let Flattery be dumb, and Envy blind

In her dread presence; Death himself admire her;
And may her virtues make him to forget
The use of his inevitable hand.

Fly from her, Age; slec}). Time, before her throao;
Our strongest wall falls down, when she is gone.



CYNTHIA'S REVELS:

OR, THE FOUNTAIN OF SELF-LOVE

TO THE SPECIAL FOUNTAIN OF MANNERS

THE COURT
Thou art a bountiful and brave spring, and waterest all the noble plants
of this island. In thee the whole kingdom dresseth itself, and is ambitious
to use thee as her glass. Beware then thou render men's figiires truly,
and teach them no less to hate their deformities, than to love their forms:
for, to grace, there should come reverence; and no man can call that lovely,
which is not also venerable. It is not powdering, perfuming, and every
day smelling of the tailor, that coriverteth to a beautiful object: but a
mind shining through any suit, which needs no false light, either of riches
or honours, to help it. Such shalt thou find some here, even in the reign
of Cynthia,—a Crites and an Arete. Now, under thy Phosbus, it will be
thy province to make more; except thou desirest to have thy source mix
with the spring of self-love, and so wilt draw upon thee as welcome a
discovery of thy days, as was then made of her nights.

Thy servant, but not slave, Ben Jonson.

DRAMATIS PERSONS
Cynthia.
Mercury.
Hesperus.
Crites.
Amorphus.
ASOTUS.
Hedon.
Anaides.
Morphides.
Prosaites.
MoRus.
Cupid.

Echo.
Arete.
Phantaste.
Argurion.
Philautia.
MORIA.
Cos.
Gelaia.

Phronesis,
Thauma, }• Mutes.
hronesis, ^

hauma,
[•

IME, )

SCENE,—Gargaphik

INDUCTION.

THE STAGE.

After the second sounding.

Enter three of the Children, struggling.

1 Child. Pray you aivay ; why, fellows ! Gods so, what do you
mean ?

2 Child. Marry, that you shall not speak the prologiie, sir.

3 Child. Why, do you hope to speak it ?

149
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2 Child. Ay, and I think I have, most right to it : I am sure 1

stvdied it first.

3 Child. Thafs all one, if the author think I can speak it better.

1 Child. I plead possession of the cloak : gentles, your suffrages, I

pray you.

[Within.] Why, children ! are you not ashamed ? come in there.

3 Cliild. Slid, Fll play nothing in the play, unless I speak it.

1 Child. Why, will you stand to most voices of the gentlemen f let

that decide it.

3 Child. 0, no, sir gallant ; you presume to have the start of us

thire, and that makes you offer so prodigally.
1 Child. No, would I were whipped if I had any such thought ; try

it hy lots either.

2 Child. Faith, I dare tempt my fortune in a greater venture than
this.

3 Child. Well said, resolute Jack 1 I am content too, so we draw

first. Make the cuts.

1 Child. But will you not snatch my doak while I am stooping ?

3 Child. No, we scorn treachery.
2 Child. Which cut shall speak it ?

3 Child. The shortest.

1 Child. Agreed : draw. [They draw cuts.] The slwrtest is come to

the shortest. Fortune was not altogether blind in this. Now, sir, I

hope I shall go forward without your envy.
2 Cliild. A spite of all mischievous luck ! I toas once plucking at

the other.

3 Child. Stay, Jack : 'slid, Fll do somewhat now afore I go in,

though it be nothing but to revenge myself on the author : since I speak
not his prologue, Fll go tell all the argument of his play afore-hand,
and so stale his invention to the auditory, before it come forth.

1 Child. 0, do not so.

2 Child. By no means.
3 Child. [Advancing to the front of the Stage.] Fir-st, the title of

his play is Cynthia's Revels, as any man that hath hope to be saved

by his book can witness ; the scene Gargaphie, which I do vehemently

suspect for some fustian country ; but let that vanish. Here is the

court of Cynthia, whither he brings Cupid travelling on foot, resolved

to turn page. By the way Cupid meets with Mercury (as thafs a

thing to be noted) ; take any of our play-books without a Cupid or a

Mercury in it, and burn it for an heretic in poetry.
—[In these and

the subsequent speeches, at every break, the other two interrupt,
and endeavour to stop him.] Pray thee, lei me alone. Mercury, he

in the nature of a conjuror, raises up Echo, who weeps over her love, or

daffodil. Narcissus, a little ; sings ; curses the spring wherein the

pretty foolish gentleman melted himself away : and there's an end of
her. Now I am to inform you. that Cupid and Mercury do both

become pages. Cupid attends on Philautia, or Self-love, a court lady :

Mercury follows Hedon, the Voluptuous, and a courtier ; one that

ranks himself even with Anaides, or the Impudent, a gallant, and thafs
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my part ; one that keeps Laughter, Gelaia, the daxighter of Folly, a

wench in hoy's attire, to wait on him. These, in the court, meet with

AmorphiLS, or the deformed, a traveller that hath drunk of the fountain,
and there tells the wonders of the water. They presently dispatch away
their pages with bottles to fetch of it, and themselves go to visit the

ladies. Bui I should have told you—Look, these emmets put me out

here—thai with this Amorphus, there comes along a citizen's heir,

Asotus, or the Prodigal, who, in imitation of the traveller, who hath the

Whetstonefollowing him, entertains the Beggar, to be his attendant

Now, the nymphs who are mistresses to these gallants, are Philautia,

Self-love ; Phantaste, a light Wittiness ; Argurion, Money ; and
their guxirdian, mother Moria, or mistress Folly.

1 Child. Pray thee, no more.

3 Child. There Cupid strikes Money in love with the Prodigal,
makes her dote upon him, give him jewels, bracelets, carcanets, etc.

All which he most ingeniously departs withal to be made knoum to the

other ladies and gallants ; and in the heat of this, increases his train

with the Fool tofollow him, as well as the Beggar By this time, your
Beggar begins to vxiit close, who is returned with the rest of his fellow
bottlemen. There they all drink, save Argurian, who is fallen into

a sudden apoplexy
1 Child. Stop his mouth.

3 Child. And then, there's a retired scholar there, you would not

wish a thing to he better contemn'd of a society of gallants, than it is ;

and he applies his service, good gentleman, to the lady Arete, or Virtue,

a poor nymph of Cynthia's train, that's scarce able to buy herself a

goion ; you shall see her play in a black robe anon : a creature that, I
assure you, is no less scom'd than himself. Where am I now f at a
stand I

2 Quid. Come, leave at last, yet.

3 Child. 0, the night is come {'twas somewhat dark, methougJU), and

Cynthia intends to come forth ; that lulps it a little yet. All the

courtiers must provide for revels ; they conclude upon a masque, the

device of which is What, will you ravish me ? that each of these

Vices, being to appear before Cynthia, would seem other than indeed

they are ; and therefore assume the most neighbouring Virtues as their

masking habit Pd cry a rape, but that you are children.

2 Child. Come, we'll have no more of this anticipation ; to givi
them the inventory of their cates aforehand, were the discipline of a

tavern, and not fitting this presence.
1 Child. Tut, this was but to shew us the happiness of his memory.

I thought at first-he would have plaid the ignorant critic with everything

along as he had gone ; I expected some su/:h device.

3 Child. 0, you shall see me do that rarely ; lend me thy cloak,

1 Child. Soft, sir, you'll speak my prologue in it.

3 ChUd. No, would I might never stir then.

2 Child. Lend it him, lend it him.
1 Child. Well, you have sworn. [Gives him the cloak.

3 Child. / have. Now, sir, suppose I am one of your genteel
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auditors, that am come in, having paid my money at the door, loith

much ado, and here I take my place and sit down : I have my three
sorts of tobacco in my pocket, my light by me, and thus I begin. [At
the breaks he takes his tobacco.] By this light, I wonder that any
man is so mad, to come to see these rascally tits play here They do
act like so many wrens or pismires not the fifth part of a good face
amongst them all. And then their music is abominable able to

stretch a man's ears worse than, ten pillories and their ditties

most lamentable things, like the pitifulfellows that make them poets.

By this vapour, an 'twere not for tobacco / think the very
stench of 'em toould poison me, I should not dare to come in at their

gates A man were better visit fifteen jails or a dozen or tico of
hospitals than once adventure to come near them. How is't ? well ?

1 Child. Excellent ; give me my cloak.

3 Child. Stay ; you shall see me do another now, but a more sobe^,

or better-gather'd gallant ; that is, as it may be thought, some friend,
or well-wisher to the house : and here I enter.

1 Child. What, upon the stage too ?

2 Child. Yes ; and I step forth like one of the children, and ask

you. Would you have a stool, sir ?

3 Child. A stool, boy !

2 Child. Ay, sir, if you'll give me sixpence I'll fetch you one.

3 Child. For what, I pray thee ? what shall I do vrith it ?

2 Child. lord, sir ! will you betray your ignorance so much ?

why throne yourself in state on the stage, as other gentlemen use, sir.

3 ChUd. Away, wag ; what, would' st thou make an implement of
me ? 'Slid, the boy takes me for a piece of perspective, I hold my
life, or some silk curtain, come to hang the stage here ! Sir crack, I
am none of your fresh pictures, that use to beauiify the decayed dead
arras in a public theatre.

2 Child. 'Tis a sign, sir, you put not that confidence in your good
clothes, and your better face, that a gentleman should do, sir. But I

pray you, sir, let me be a suitor to you, that you will quit our stage

then, and take a place ; the play is instantly to begin.
3 Child. Most tvillingly, my good wag ; but I would speak with

your author : where is he ?

2 Child. Not this way, I assure you, sir ; we are not so officicnisly

befriended by him, as to have his presence in the tiring-house, to prompt
us aloud, stamp at the book-holder, swear for our properties, curse the

poor tireman, rail the music out of tune, and sweat for every venial

trespass we commit, as some author would, if he had such fine enghles
as we. Well, 'tis but our hard fortune !

3 Child. Nay, crack, be not dishearten' d.

2 Child. Not I, sir ; but if you please to confer roith our author, by
attorney, you may, sir ; our proper self here, stands for him.

3 CWld. Troth, I have no such serious affair to negotiate unth him,
but what may very safely be turn'd upon thy tr2ist. It is in the general

behalf of this fair society here that I am to speak, at least the more

judicurus part of it, which seems much distasted with the immodest and
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obscene writing of many in their plays. Besides, they could wish

your poets would leave to he -promoters of other men's jests, and to

way-lay all the stale apothegms, or old hooks they can hear of, in print,
or otherunse, to farce their scenes withal. That they would not so

penuriously glean wit from every laundress or hackney-man, or derive

their hest grace, with servile imitation, from common stages, or observa-

tion of the company they converse with ; as if their invention lived

wholly upon another man^s trencher. Again, that feeding their

friends with nothing of their own, but what they have tunce or thrice

cooked, they should not wantonly give out, liow soon they had drest it ;

nor how many coaches came to carry away the broken meat, besides

hobby-horses and foot-cloth nags.
2 Child. So, sir, this is all the reformation you seek ?

3 Child. It is ; do not you think it necessary to he practised, my
little wag ?

f,

2 Child. Yes, where any such ill-habited custom is received.

3 Child. (/ had almost forgot it too), they say, the umbrae or

ghosts of some three or four plays departed a dozen years since, have
been seen walking on your stage here ; take heed, boy, if your house
he haunted with S'och hobgoblins, Hwill fright away all your spectators

quickly.
2 Child. Oood, sir ; but what will you say now, if a poet, untouch'd

with any breath of this disease, find the tokens upon you, that are of
the auditory f As some one civet-wit among you, that knows no other

learning, than the price of satin and velvets : nor other perfection than
the wearing of a neat suit ; and yet vnll censure as desperately as the

most professed critic in the house, presuming his clothes should bear
him out in it. Another, whom it hath pleased nature to furnish with
more heard than brain, prunes his mustaccio, lisps, and, with some
score of affected oaths, swears down all that sit about him ;

"
That the

old Hieronimo, as it was first acted, was the only hest, and judiciously
penned play of Europe.'" A third great-bellied juggler talks of twenty
years since, and when Monsieur was here, and would enforce all wits
to be of tlmt fashion, because his doublet is still so. A fourth miscalls
all by the name offustian, that his grounded capacity cannot aspire
to. A fifth only shakes his bottle head, and oid of his corky brain

squeezeth out a pitiful learned face, and is silent.

3 Child. By my faith. Jack, you have put me down : I would I
knew how to get off with any indifferent grace ! here, take your cloak,
and promise some satisfaction in your prologue, or, I'll be sworn we
have marred all.

2 Child. Tut, fear not, child, this will never distaste a true sense:
he not out, and good enough. I would thou liadst some sugar candted
to sweeten thy mouth.
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The Third Sounding.

PBOLOQUa.

If gracious silence, sweet attention.

Quick sight, and quicker apprehension.
The lights of judgmenCs throne, shine any where.
Our doubtful author hopes this is their sphere ;

And therefore opens he himself to those,

To other weaker beams his labours close,

As loth to prostitute their virgin-strain.
To every vulgar and adulterate brain.

In this alone, his Muse her sweetness hath.

She shuns the print of any beaten path ;

And proves new ways to come to learned ears :

Pied ignorance she neither loves nor fears.
Nor hunts she after popular applause.
Or foamy praise, that drops from common jaws
The garland that she wears, their fiands must twine.
Who can both censure, understand, define
What merit is : then cast those piercing rays.
Round as a crown, instead of honour'd bays.
About his poesy ; which, he knows, affords

Words, above action ; matter, above words.

ACT I

SCENE I.—A Orove and Fountain.

Enter Cdtid. and jMercttby with his caduceus, on different sides.

Cup. Who goes there ?

Mer. 'Tis I, blind archer.

Cup. Who, Mercury?
Mer. Ay.
Cup. Farewell.

Mer. Stay, Cupid.

Cup. Not in your company, Hermes, except your hands were
riveted at your back.

Mer. Why so, my httle rover ?

Cup. Because I know you have not a finger, but is as long as my
quiver, cousin Mercury, when you please to extend it.

Mer. Whence derive you this speech, boy ?

Cup. O! 'tis your best polity to be ignorant. You did never

steal Alara his sword out of the sheath, you ! nor Neptune's trident !

nor Apollo's bow ! no, not you ! Alas, your palms, Jupiter knows,

they are as tender as the foot of a foundered nag, or a lady's face

new mercuried, they'll touch nothing.
ifer. Go to, infant, you'll be daring stilL
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Cup. Daring! Janus! v/hat a word is there? why, my light

feather-heel'd coz, what are you any more than my uncle Jove'a

pander ? a lacquey that runs on errands for him, and can whisper a

light message to a loose wench with some round volubility? wait

mannerly at a table with a trencher, warble upon a crowd a little,

and fill out nectar when Ganymede's away? one that sweeps the

gods' drinking-room every morning, and sets the cushions in order

again, which they threw one at another's head over night; can
brush the carpets, call the stools again to their places, play the crier
of the court with an audible voice, and take state of a president upon
you at wrestlings, pleadings, negociations, etc. Here's the cata-

logue of your employments, now! O, no, I err; you have the

marshalling of all the ghosts too that pass the Stygian ferry, and I

suspect you for a share with the old sculler there, if the truth were
known; but let that scape. One other peculiar virtue you possess,
in lifting, or leiger-du-main, which few of the house of heaven have
else besides, I must confess. But, methinks, that should not make
you put that extreme distance 'twixt yourself and others, that we
should be said to

"
over-dare

"
in speaking to your nimble deity.

So Hercules might challenge priority of us both, because he can
throw the bar farther, or lift more join'd stools at the arm's end,
than we. If tliis might carry it, then we, who have made the whole
body of divinity tremble at the twang of our bow, and enforc'd
Saturnius himself to lay by his curled front, thunder, and three-
fork'd fires, and put on a masking suit, too light for a reveller of

eighteen to be seen in

Mer. How now ! my dancing braggart in decimo sexto I charm
your skipping tongue, or I'll

Cup. What ! use the vii-tue of your snaky tip-staff there upon us ?

Mer. No, boy, but the smart vigour of my palm about your ears.

You have forgot siace I took your heels up into air, on the very
hour I was born, in sight of all the bench of deities, when the silver
roof of the Olympian palace rung again with applause of the fact.

Cup. no, I remember it freshly, and by a particular instance;
for my mother Venus, at the same time, but stoop'd to embrace you,
and, to speak by metaphor, you borrow'd a girdle of her's, as you
did Jove's sceptre whiJe he was laughing; and would have done his
thunder too, but that 'twas too hot for your itching fingers.

Mer. "Tis well, sir.

Cup. I heard, you but look'd in at Vulcan's forge the other day,
and entreated a pair of his new tongs along with you for company:
'tis joy on you, i' faith, that you will keep your hook'd talons in

practice with any thing. 'Slight, now you are on earth, we shall
have you filch spoons and candlesticks rather than fail: pray Jove
the perfum'd courtiers keep their casting- bottles, pick-tooths, and
shittle-cocks from you, or our more ordinary gallants their tobacco-
boxes; for I am strangely jealous of your nails.

Mer. Never trust me, Cupid, but you are turn'd a most acuta

gallant of late! the edge of my wit is clean taken oflF with the fine
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and subtile stroke of your thin-ground tongue; you fight with too

poignant a plirase, for me to deal with.

Gup. Hermes, your craft cannot make me confident. 1 know
my own steel to be almost spent, and therefore entreat my peace
with you, in time: you are too cunning for me to encounter at

length, and I think it my safest ward to close.

Mer. Well, for once, I'll suffer you to win upon me, wag; but
use not these strains too often, they'll stretch my patience. Whither
misht you march, now ?

Ca-p. Faith, to recover thy good thoughts, I'll discover my whole

project. The huntress and queen of these groves, Diana, in regard
of some black and envious slanders hourly breat/ied against her,
for her divine justice on Acteon, as she pretends, hath here in the
vale of Gargaphie, prcclaim'd a solemn revels, which (her godhead
put off) she will descend to grace, with the full and roj^al expense
of one of her clearest moons: in which time it shall be lav. fui for all

sorts of ingenious persons to visit her palace, to court her nymplis,
to exercise all variety of generous and noble pastimes; as well to

intimate how far she treads such malicious imputations beneath her,

as also to shew how clear her beauties are from the least wrinkle of

austerity they may be charged with.

Mer. But, what is all this to Cupid ?

Cup. Here do I mean to put off the title of a god, and take the

habit of a page, in which disguise, during the interim of these revels,

I will get to follow some one of Diana's maids, where, if my bow
hold, and my shafts fly but with half the willingness and aim they
are directed, I doubt not but I shall really redeem the minutes I have

lost, by their so long and over nice proscription of my deity from
their court.

Mer. Pursue it, divine Cupid, it will be rare.

Cup. But will Hermes second me ?

Mer. I am now to put in act an especial designment from my
father Jove; but, that perform'd, I am for any fiesh action that

offers itself.

Cup. Well, then we part. [Exit.
Mer. Farewell, good wag.

Now to my charge.
—Echo, fair Echo, speak,

'Tis Mercury that calls thee; sorrowful nymph.
Salute me with thy repercussive voice.

That I may know what cavern of the earth

Contains thy airy spirit, how, or where
I may direct my speech, that thou may'st hear.

Echo, [below.] Here.

Mer. So nigh !

Echo. Ay.
Mer. Know, gentle soul, then, I am sent from Jove,

WTio, pitying the sad burthen of thy woes.
Still growing on thee, in thy want of words
To vent thy ptission for Narcissus' death,
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Commaada, that now, after three thousand years.
Which have been exercised in Juno's spite.
Thou take a corporal tigure and ascend,
Enrich'd with vocal and articulate power.
Make haste, sad nymph, thrice shall my wingod rod
Strike the obsequious earth, to give thee way.
Arise, and speak thy sorrows. Echo, rise,

Here, by this fountain, where thy love did pine.
Whose memory lives fresh to vulgar fame,
Shrined in this yellow flower, that bears his name.

Echo, [ascends.] His name revives, and lifts me up from earth;
O, which way shall I first convert myself,
Or in what mood shall I essay to speak,
That, in a moment, I may be deliver'd

Of the prodigious grief I go withal ?

See, see, the mourning fount, whose springs weep yet
Th' untimely fate of that too beauteous boy.
That trophy of self-love, and spoil of nature,
Who, now transform'd into this drooping flower.

Hangs the repentant head, back from the stream.
As if it wish'd. Would I had never look'd
In svch a flattering mirror I Narcissus,
Thou that wast once, and yet art, my Narcissus,
Had Echo but been private with thy thoughts.
She would have dropt away herself in tears,
Till she had all turn'd water; that in her,
As in a truer glass, thou might'st have gazed
And seen thy beauties by more kind reflection.
But self-love never yet could look on truth
But with blear'd beams; slick flattery and she
Are twin-born sisters, and so mix their eyes.
As if you sever one, the other dies.

Why did the gods give thee a heavenly form.
And earthly thoughts to make thee proud of it ?

Why do I ask ? 'Tis now the known disease
That beauty hath, to bear too deep a sense
Of her own self-conceived excellence.

O, hadst thou known the worth of heaven's rich gift.
Thou wouldst have turn'd it to a truer use.
And not with starv'd and covetous ignorance.
Pined in continual eyeing that bright gem,
The glance whereof to others had been more,
Than to thy famish'd mind the wide world's store:
So wretched is it to be merely rich!
Witness thy youth's dear sweets here spent untasted,
Like a fair taper, with his own flame wasted.

Mer. Echo, be brief, Saturnia is abroad.
And if she hear, she'll storm at Jove's high will.

Echo. I will, kind Mercury, be brief as time.
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Vouchsafe me, 1 may do him these last ritea.

But kiss his flower, and sing some mourning strain

Over his wat'ry hearse.

Mer. Thou dost obtain;
I were no son to Jove, should I deny thee.

Begin, and more to grace thy cunning voice,

The humorous air shall mix her solemn tunes

With thy sad words: strike, music, fi'om the spheres,
And with your golden raptures swell our ears.

Echo [accompanied].

Slow, slow, fresh fount, keep time with my salt tears I

Yet, slower, yet ; faintly, gentle springs :

List to thf, heavy part the m/usic bears.

Woe weeps out her division, when she sings.

Droop herbs and flowers.

Fall grief and shoxoers.

Our beauties are not ours ;

O, I covM still.

Like melting snow upon some craggy hill.

Drop, drop, drop, drop.
Since nature's pride is now a wither'd daffodil.

—

Mer. Now, have you done ?

Echo. Done presently, good Hermes: bide a little;

Suffer my thirsty eye to gaze awhile.

But e'en to taste the place, and I am vanish'd.

Mer. Forego thy use and hberty of tongue.
And thou mayst dwell on earth, and sport thee there.

Echo. Here young Acteon fell, pursued and torn

By Cynthia's wrath, more eager than his hounds;
And here—ah me, the place is fatal !

—see

The weeping Niobe, translated hither

From Phrygian mountains ; and by Phoebe rear'd.

As the proud trophy of her sharp revenge.
Mer. Nay, but hear—
Echo. But here, O here, the fountain of self-love.

In which Latona, and her careless nymplis.

Regardless of my sorrows, bathe themselves

In hourly pleasures.
Mer. Stint thy babbling tongue!

Fond Echo, thou profan'st the grace is done thee.

So idle worldlings merely made of voice.

Censure the powers above them. Come, away,
Jove calls thee hence ; and his will brooks no stay.

Echo. O, stay: I have but one poor thought to clothe

In airy garments, and then, faith, I go.

Henceforth, thou treacherous and murdering spring,

Be ever call'd the FOXJNTArN of self-lovb:
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And with thy water let this curse remain,

As an inseparate plague, that who but taste

A drop thereof, may, with the instant touch.

Grow dotingly enamour'd on themselves.

Now, Hermes, I have finish'd.

Mer. Then thy speech
Must here forsake thee. Echo, and thy voice,

As it was wont, rebound but the last words.

Farewell.

Echo, [retiring.] Well.

Mer. Now, Cupid, I am for you, and your mirth.
To make me light before I leave the earth.

Enter Amorphtts, hastily.

Amo. Dear spark of beauty, make not so fast away.
Echo. Away.
Mer. Stay, let me observe this portent yet.
Amo. I am neither your ^Minotaur, nor your Centaur, nor your

satyr, nor your hysena, nor your babion, but your mere traveller,

believe me.
Echo. Leave me.
Mer. I guess'd it should be some travelling motion pursued

Echo so.

Amo. Know you from whom you fly ? or whence 7

Echo. Hence. [Exit.
Amo. This is somewhat above strange: A nymph of her feature

and lineament, to be so preposterously rude! well, I will but cool

myself at yon spring, and follow her.

Mer. Nay, then, I am familiar with the issue: I'll leave you too.

[Exit.

Amor. I am a rhinoceros, if I had thought a creature of her

symmetry could have dared so improportionable and abrupt a

digression.
—Liberal and divine fount, suffer my profane hand to

take of thy bounties. [Takes up some of the water.'] By the purity of

my taste, here is most ambrosiac water; I will sup of it again. By
thy favour, sweet fount. See, the water, a more running, subtile,

and humorous nymph than she, permits me to touch, and handle
her. What should I infer? if my behaviours had been of a cheap
or customary garb; my accent or phrase vulgar; my garments
trite; my countenance iUiterate, or unpractised, in the encounter
of a beautiful and brave attired piece; then I might, with some

change of colour, have suspected my faculties: But, knowing myself
an essence so subhmated and refined by travel; of so studied and
well exercised a gesture; so alone in fashion; able to render the

face of any statesman living; and to speak the mere extraction of

language, one that hath now made the sixth return upon venture;
and was your first that ever enrich'd his country with the true laws
of the duello; whose optics have drunk the spirit of beauty in some

eight score and eighteen prince's courts, where I have resided, and



i6o Ben Jonson's Plays

been there fortunate in the amours of three hundred and forty and
five ladies, all nobly, if not princely descended; whose names I

have in catalogue: To conclude, in all so happy, as even admiration
herself doth seem to fasten her kisses upon me:-^-certes, I do neither

see, nor feel, nor taste, nor savour the least steam or fume of a

reason, that should invite this foolish, fastidious nymph, so peevishly
to abandon me. Well, let the memory of her fleet into air; my
thoughts and 1 am for this other element, water.

Enter Crites and Asott^s.

Cri. What, the well dieted Amorphus become a water drinker 1

I see he means not to write verses then.

Aso. No, Crites! why?
Cri. Eecauao

Nulla placere diu, nee vivere carmina possunt,

QucB scribuntur aquae potoribus.
Amo. What say you to your Helicon?
Cri. O, the Muses' well ! that's ever excepted.
Amo. Sir, your Muses have no such water, I assure you; your

nectar, or the juice of your nepenthe, is nothing to it; 'tis above

your metheglin, believe it.

Aso. Metheglin; what's that, sir? may 1 be so audacious to

demand ?

Amo. A kind of Greek wine I have met with, sir, in my travels;

it is the same that Demosthenes usually drunk, in the composure of

all his exquisite and mellifluous orations.

Cri. That's to be argued, Amorphus, if we may credit Lucian,

who, in lus Encomia Demosthenic, affirms, he never drunk but

water in any of his compositions.
Amo. Lucian is absurd, he knew nothing: I will believe mine

own travels before all the Lucians of Europe. He doth feed you
with fittons, figments, and leasings.

Cri. Indeed, I think, next a traveller, he does prettily well.

Amo. I assure you it was wine, I have tasted it, and from the

hand of an Italian antiquary, who derives it authentically from the

duke of Ferrara's bottles. How name you the gentleman you are

in rank there with, sir?

Cri. 'Tis Asotus, son to the late deceased Philargyrus, the citizen.

Amo. Was his father of any eminent place or means ?

Cri. He was to have been praetor next year.
Amo. Hal a pretty formal young gallant, in good sooth; pity he

is not more genteelly propagated. Hark you, Crites, you may say
to him what I am, if you please ; though I aff'ect not popularity, yet
I would loth to stand out to any, whom you shall vouchsafe to call

friend.

Cri. Sir, I fear I may do wrong to your sufficiencies in the report-

ing them, by forgetting or misplacing some one: yourself can best

inform him of yourself, sir; except you had some catalogue or list
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of your faculties ready drawn, which you would request me to show
him for you, and him to take notice of.

Ajno. This Crites is sour: [Aside.]
—I will think, sir.

Cri. Do so, sir.— heaven ! that anything in the likeness of man
should suffer these rack'd extremities, for the uttering of his

sophisticate good parts. [Aside.
Aso. Crites, I have a suit to you; but you must not deny me;

pray you make this gentleman and I friends.

Cri. Friends ! why, is there any difference between you ?

Aso. No; I mean acquaintance, to know one another.

Cri. O, now I apprehend you; your phrase was without me
before.

Aso. In good faith, he's a most excellent rare man, I warrant him.

Cri. 'Shght, they are mutually enamour'd by this time. [Aside.
Aso. Will you, sweet Crites?

Cri. Yes, yes.
Aso. Nay, but when ? you'll defer it now, and forget it.

Cri. Why, is it a thing of such present necessity, that it requires
so violent a dispatch !

Aso. No. but would I might never stir, he's a most ravishing man !

Good Crites, you shall endear me to you, in good faith; la!

Cri. Well, your longing shall be satisfied, sir.

Aso. And withal, you may tell him what my father was, and how
well he left me, and that I am his heir.

Cri. Leave it to me, I'll forget none of your dear graces, I warrant

you.
Aso. Nay, I know you can better marshal these affairs than I

can gods ! I'd give all the world, if I had it, for abundance of

such acquaintance.
Cri. What ridiculous circumstance might I devise now to bestow

this reciprocal brace of butterflies one upon another? [Aside.
Amo. Since I trod on this side the Alps. I was not so frozen

in my invention. Let me see: to accost him with some choice

remnant of Spanish, or Italian! that would indifferently express

my languages now: marry, then, if he shall fall out to be ignorant,
it were both hard and harsh. How else ? step into some ragioni del

stato, and so make my induction! that were above him too; and
out of his element, I fear. Feign to have seen him in Venice or

Padua! or some face near his in similitude! 'tis too pointed and

open. No, it must be a more quaint and collateral device, as

stay: to frame some encomiastic speech upon this our metropolis,
or the wise magistrates thereof, in which politic number, 'tis odds
but his father fill'd up a room ? des(;end into a particular admiration
of their justice, for the due measuring of coals, burning of cans, and
such like? as also their religion, in pulling down a superstitious
cross, and advancing a Venus, or Priapus, in place of it? ha! 'tTvill

do well. Or to talk of some hospital, whose walls record his father

a benefactor ? or of so many buckets bestow'd on his paiish church
iu his lifetime, with his name at length, for want of arms, trickt upon
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them? any of these. Or to praise the cleanness of the street

wherein he dwelt? or the provident painting of his posts, against
he should have been prsetor? or, leaving liis parent, come to some

special ornament about himself, as his rapier, or some other of his

accoutrements? I have it: thanks, gracious Minerva!
Aso. Would I had but once spoke to him, and then He comes

to me!
Amo. 'Tis a most curious and neatly wrought band this same, as

I have seen, sir.

Aso. O lord, sir!

Amo. You forgive the humour of mine eye, in observing it.

Cri, His eye waters after it, it seems. [Aside,
Aso. O lord, sir ! there needs no such apology, I assure you.
Cri. I am anticipated; they'll make a solemn deed of gift of

themselves, you shall see. [Aside.
Amo. Your riband too does most gracefully in troth.

Aso. 'Tis the most genteel and received wear now, sir.

Amo. Believe me, sir, I speak it not to humour you—I have not

seen a young gentleman, generally, put on his clothes with more

judgment.
Aso. O, 'tis your pleasure to say so, sir.

Amo. No, as I am virtuous, being altogether untravell'd, it

strikes me into wonder.
Aso. I do purpose to travel, sir, at spring.
Amo. I think I shall affect you, sir. This last speech of yours

hath begun to make you dear to me.
Aso. O lord, sir! I would there were any thing in me, sir, that

might appear worthy the least worthiness of your worth, sir. I

protest, sir, I should endeavour to shew it, sir, with more than
common regard, sir.

Cri. 0, here's rare motley, sir. [Aside.
Amo. Both your desert, and your endeavours are plentiful,

suspect them not: but your sweet disposition to travel, I assure

you, hath made you another myself in mine eye, and struck me
enamour'd on your beauties.

Aso. I would I were the fairest lady of France for your sake, sir!

and yet I would travel too.

Amo. 0, you should digress from yourself else: for, beUeve it,

your travel is your only thing that rectifies, or, as the Italian says,
vi rendi pronto aW attioni, makes you fit for action.

.450. I think it be great charge though, sir.

Amo. Charge! why 'tis nothing for a gentleman that goes private,
as yourself, or so; my intelligence shall quit my charge at all time.

Good faith, this hat hath possest mine eye exceedingly; 'tis so

pretty and fantastic : what ! is it a beaver ?

Aso. Ay, sir, I'll assure you 'tis a beaver, it cost me eight crowns
but this morning.
Amo. After your French account?
Aso. Yes, sir.
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Cri. And so near his head! beshrew me, dangerous. [Aside.
Amo. A very pretty fashion, beUeve me, and a most novel kind

of trim : your band is conceited too !

Aso. Sir, it is all at your service.

Amo. 0, pardon me.
Aso. I beseech you, sir, if you please to wear it, you shall do me

a most infinite grace.
Cri. 'Slight, will he be prais'd out of his clothes ?

Aso. By heaven, sir, I do not offer it you after the Itahan manner;
I would you should conceive so of me.
Amo. Sir, I shall fear to appear rude in denying your courtesies,

especially being invited by so proper a distinction: May I pray your
name, sir?

Aso. My name is Asotus, sir.

Amo. I take your love, gentle Asotus; but let me win you to

receive this, in exchange— [They exchange beavers.

Cri. Heart! they'll change doublets anon. [Aside.
Amo. And, from this time esteem yourself in the first rank of

those few whom I profess to love. What make you in company of

this scholar here? I will bring you known to gallants, as Anaides
of the ordinary, Hedon the courtier, and others, whose society shall

render you graced and respected: this is a trivial fellow, too mean,
too cheap, too coarse for you to converse with.

Aso. 'Slid, this is not worth a crown, and mine cost me eight but
this morning.

Cri. I looked when he would repent him, he has begun to be sad
a good while.

Amo. Sir, shall I say to you for that hat ? Be not so sad, be not
so sad: It is a reHc I could not so easily have departed with, but
as the hieroglyphic of my affection; you shall alter it to what form

you please, it will take any block; I have received it varied on
record to the three thousandth time, and not so few: It hath these
virtues beside: your head shall not ache under it, nor your brain
leave you, without license; it will preserve your complexion to

eternity; for no beam of the sun, should you wear it under zona

torrida, hath power to approach it by two ells. It is proof against
thunder, and enchantment; and was given me by a great man in

Russia, as an especial prized present; and constantly affirm'd to

be the hat that accompanied the poHtic Ulysses in his tedious and
ten years' travels.

Aso. By Jove, I will not depart withal, whosoever would give me
a million.

Enter Cos and PROSArrES.

Cos. Save you, sweet bloods ! does any of you want a creature, or
a dependent?

Cri. Beshrew me, a fine blunt slave I

Amo. A page of good timber ! it will now be my grace to entertain

him first, though I cashier him again in private.
—How art thou

call'd ?
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Coa. Cos, sir, Cos.

Cri. Cos! how happily hath fortune furnish'd him with a whet-
stone ?

Amo. I do entertain you, Cos; conceal j^our quality till we be

private; if your parts be worthy of me, I will countenance j^ou; il

not, catechise you.
—Gentles, shall we go?

Aso. Stay, sir: I'll but enteitain this other fellow, and then

I have a great humour to taste of this water too, but I'll come again
alone for that mark the place.

—What's your name, youth?
Pros. Prosaites, sir.

Aso. Prosaites! a very fine name; Crites, is it not?
Cri. Yes, and a very ancient one, sir, the Beggar.
Aso. Follow me, good Prosaites; let's talk. [Exeunt all but Crites.

Cri. He will rank even with you, ere't be long,
If you hold on your course. O, vanity.
How are thy painted beauties doted on.

By Ught and empty idiots ! how pursued
With open and extended appetite !

How they do sweat, and run themselves from breath.

Raised on their toes, to catch thy airy forms,
Still turning giddy, till they reel like drunliards.

That buy the merry madness of one hour
With the long irksomeness of following time!

O, how despised and base a thing is man,
If he not strive t'erect his grovelling thoughts
Above the strain of flesh! but how more cheap,
When, ev'n his best and understanding part.
The crown and strength of all his faculties,

Floats, like a dead drown'd body, on the stream

Of vulgar humour, mixt with common'st dregs !

I suffer for their guilt now, and my soul.

Like one that looks on ill-affected eyes.
Is hurt with mere intention on their folUes.

Why will I view them then, my sense might ask meT
Or is't a rarity, or some new object,
That strains my strict observance to this point ?

O, would it were ! therein I could afford

My spirit should draw a httle near to theirs.

To gaze on novelties; so vice were one.

Tut, she is stale, rank, foul ; and were it not

That those that woo her greet her with lock'd eyes.

In spight of all th' impostures, paintings, drugs.
Which her bawd. Custom, dawbs her cheeks withal,

She would betray her loth'd and leprous face.

And fright the enamour'd dotards from themselves;

But such is the perverseness of our nature.

That if we once but fancy levity,

How antic and ridiculous soe'er

It suit with us, yet will our muffled thought
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Choose rather not to see it, than avoid it:

And if we can but banish our own sense,
We act our mimic tricks with that free license.
That lust, that pleasure, that security.
As if we practised in a paste-board case.
And no one saw the motion, but the motion.

Well, check thy passion, lest it grow too loud:

^^Tiile fools are pitied, they wax fat and proud.

ACT II

SCENE l.~The Court.

Enter Ccjpid and Mercury, disguised as Pages.

Cup. Why, this was most unexpectedly followed, my divine
delicate Mercury; by the beard of Jove, thou art a precious deity.

Mer. Nay, Cupid, leave to speak improperly; since we are turn'd

cracks, let's study to be like cracks; practise their language and
behaviours, and not with a dead imitation: Act freely, carelessly,
and capriciously, as if our veins ran mth quicksilver, and not utter
a phrase, but what shall come forth steep'd in the verj- })riue of

conceit, and sparkle like salt in fire.

Cup. That's not every one's happiness, Hermes: Though you
can presume upon the easiness and dexterity of your wit, you
shall give me leave to be a little jealous of mine; and not desperatel}'
to hazard it after your capering humour.

Mer. Nay, then, Cupid, I think we must have you hood-wink'd
again; for you are grown too provident since your eyes were at

liberty.

Cup. Not so, Mercury, I am still blind Cupid to thee.

Mer. And what to the lady nymph you serve ?

Cup. Troth, page, boy, and sirrah: these are all my titles.

Mer. Then thou hast not altered thy name, with thy disguise ?

Cup. O, no, that had been supererogation; you shall never bear

your courtier call but by one of these three.

Mer. Faith, then both our fortunes are the same.

Cup. Why, what parcel of man hast thou lighted on for a master 7

Mer. Such a one as, before I begin to decipher him, I dare not
affirm to be any thing less than a courtier. So much he is during
this open time of revels, and would be longer, but that his means
are to leave him shortly after. His name is Hedon, a gallant wholly
consecrated to his pleasures.

Cup. Hedon ! he uses much to my lady's chamber, I think.
Mer. How is she call'd, and then i can shew thee ?

Cup. Madam Philautia.

Mer. ay, he affects her very particularly indeed. These are
his graces. He doth (besides me) keep a barber and a monkey; he
has a rich wrought waistcoat to entertain his visitants in, with a

I—G 489
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cap almost suitable. His curtains and bedding are thought to be
Ills own; his bathing-tub is not suspected. He loves to have a

fencer, a pedant, and a musician seen in his lodging a-mornings.

Cup. And not a poet?
Mer. Fie, no: himself is a rhymer, and that's thought better

than a poet. He is not lightly Avithin to his mercer, no, though he
come when he takes physic, which is commonly after his play. He
beats a tailor very well, but a stocking-seller admirably: and so

consequently any one he owes money to, that dares not resist him.

He never makes general invitement, but against the publishing of

a new suit; marry, then you shall have more dra^vn to his lodging,
than come to the launching of some three ships; especially if he be

furnish'd with supplies for the retiring of his old wardrobe from

pawn: if not, he does hire a stock of apparel, and some forty or fifty

pound in gold, for that forenoon, to shew. He is thought a ver^-

necessary perfume for the presence, and for that only cause welcome
thither: six milliners' shops aflford you not the like scent. He
courts ladies with how many great horse he hath rid that morning,
or how oft he hath done the whole, or half the pommado in a

seven-night before: and sometime ventures so far upon the virtue of

his pomander, that he dares tell 'em how many shirts he has sweat

at tennis that week; but wisely conceals so many dozen of bails

he is on the score. Here he cames, that is all this.

Enter Hedon, Ai«^aides, and Gelaia.

Bed. Boy!
3Ier. Sir.

Hed. Are any of the ladies in the presence ?

Her. None yet, sir.

Hed. Give me some gold,
—more.

Ana. Is that thy boy, Hedon?
Hed. Ay, what think'st thou of him ?

Ana. I'd geld him: I warrant he has the philosopher's stone.

Hed. Well said, my good melancholy devil: sirrah, I have devised

one or two of the prettiest oaths, this morning in my bed, as ever

thou heard'st, to protest withal in the presence.
Ana. Prithee, let's hear them.

Hed. Soft, thou'lt use them afore me.

Ana. No, d—mn me then—I have more oaths than I know how
to utter, by this air.

Hed. Faith, one is, By the tip of your ear, sweet lady. Is it not

pretty, and genteel ?

Ana. Yes, for the person 'tis applied to, a lady. It should be

light and—
Hed. Nay, the other is better, exceeds it much: the invention is

farther fet too. By the lohite valley that lies between the alpine hills

of your bosom, I protest.
—

Ana. Well, you travell'd for that, Hedon.
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Mtr. Ay, in a map, where his eyes were but blind guides to his

understanding, it seems.

Hed. And then I have a salutation will nick all, by this caper:
hayl

Aria. How is that?

Hed. You know I call madam Philautia, my Honour; and she
calls me, her Ambition. Now, when I meet her in the presence anon,
I will come to her, and say. Sweet Honour, I have hitherto contented

my sense with the lilies of your hand, hut now I will taste the roses of
your lip ; and, withal, kiss her: to which she cannot but blushing
answer. Nay, now you are too ambitious. And then do I reply: /
cannot be too Arnbitioiis of Honour, sweet lady. Will't not be good?
ha? ha?

Ana. O, assure your soul.

Hed. By heaven, J think 'twill be excellent: and a very politic
achievement of a kiss.

Ana. I have thought upon one for Moria of a sudden too, if it take.
Hed. What is't, my dear Invention ?

Ana. Marry, I will come to her, (and she always wears a muff, if

you be remembered,) and I will tell her, Madam, your whole self
cannot but be perfectly wise ; for your hands have wit enough to keep
themselves warm.

Hed. Now, before Jove, admirable! [Gelaia laughs.} Look, thy
page takes it, too. By Phoebus, my sweet facetious rascal, I could
eat water-giuel with thee a month for this jest, my dear rogue.

Ana. O, Hercules, 'tis your only dish; above all your potatoes or

oyster-pies ia the world.

Hed. I have ruminated upon a most rare wish too, and the

prophecy to it; but I'll have some friend to be the prophet; as
thus: 1 do wish myself one of my mistress's cioppini. Another
demands, Why would he be one of his mistress's cioppini ? a third

answers. Because he would make her higher: a fourth shall say.
That will make her proud: and a fifth shall conclude, Then do I

prophesy pride will have a fall;
—and he shall give it her.

Ana. I will be your prophet. Gods so, it will be most exquisite;
thou art a fine inventious rogue, su'rah.

Hed. Nay, and I have posies for rings, too, and riddles that they
dream not of.

Ana. Tut, they'll do that, when they come to sleep on them,
time enough: But were thy devices never in the presence yet,
Hedon ?

Hed. 0, no, I disdain that.

Ana. 'Twere good we went afore then, and brought them ac-

quainted with the room where they shall act, lest the strangeness of
it put them out of countenance, when they should come forth.

[Exeunt Hedon and Anaides.

Cup. Is that a courtier, too?
Mer. Troth, no; he has two essential parts of the courtier, pride

and ignorance; marry, the rest come somewhat after the ordinary
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gallant. 'Tis Impudence itself, Anaides; one that speaks all that

comes in his cheeks, and will blush no more than a sackbut. He
lightly occupies the jester's room at the table, and keeps laughter,
Geldia, a wench in page's attire, following him in place of a squire,
whotn he now and then tickles with some strange ridiculous stuff,

utter"d as his land came to him, by chance. He will censure or

discourse of an}' thing, but as absurdly as you would wish. His

fashion in not ro take knowledge of him that is beneath him io

clothes. He never diinks below the salt. He does naturally
admire his wit that wears gold lace, or tissue: stabs any man that

speaks more contemptibly of the scholar than he. He is a great

proficient in all the illiberal sciences, as cheating, drinking, swagger-

ing, whoring, and such like: never kneels but to pledge healths,

nor prays but for a pipe of pudding-tobacco. He will blaspheme in

his shirt. The oaths which he vomits at one supper would maintain

a town of g;i!rison in good swearing a twelvemonth. One other

genuine quality he has which crowns all these, and that is this: to

a friend in want, he will not depart with the weight of a soldered

groat, lest the world might censure him prodigal, or report him a

gull: marry, to hia cockatrice or punquetto. half a dozen tafifata

gowns or satin kirtles in a pair or two of months, why, they are

nothing.

Cup. I commend him, he is one of my clients.

[They retire to the back of the stage.

Enter Amorphtts, Asoxtrs, and Cos.

Amo. Come, sir. You are now within regard of the presence, and

see, the privacy of this room how sweetly it offers itself to our

retired intendments.—Page, cast a vigilant and enquiring eye about,

that we be not rudely stu-prised by the approach of some ruder

stranger.
Cos. I warrant you, sir. I'll tell you when the wolf enters, fear

nothing.
Mer. O what a mass of benefit shall we possess, in being the

invisible spectatcirs of this strange show now to be acted !

Amo. Plant yourself there, sir; and observe me. You shall now,
as well be the ocular, as the ear-witness, how clearly I can refel that

paradox, or rather pseudodox, of those, which hold the face to be

the index of the mind, which, I assure you, is not so in any politic

creature: for instance; I will now give you the particular and
distinct face of every your most noted species of persons, as your
merchant, your scholar, your soldier, your lawyer, courtier, etc.,

and each of these so truly, as you would swear, but that your eye
shall see the variation of the Hneament, it were my most proper and

genuine aspect. First, for your merchant, or city-face, 'tis thus;

a dull, plodding-face, still looking in a direct line, forward: there is

no great matter in this face. Then have you your student's, or

academic face, which is here an honest, simple, and methodical

face: but somewhat more spread than the former. The third is
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your soldier's face, a menacing and astounding face, that looks
broad and big: the grace of his face consisteth much in a beard.
The anti-face to this, is your lawj'er's face, a contracted, subtile,
and intricate face, full of quirks and turnings, a labyrinthean face,
now angularly, now circularly, every way a.spected. Next is your
statist's face, a serious, solemn, and supercilious face, full of formal
and square gravity; the eye, for the most part, deeply and artificially
shadow'd: there is great judgment required in the making of this

face. But now, to come to your face of faces, or courtier's face;
'tia of three sorts, according to our subdivision of a courtier, ele-

mentary, practic, and theoric. Your courtier theoric, if? he that
hath arrived to hit farthest, and doth now know the court rather

by speculation than practice; and this k, his face: a fastidious and
oblique face; that looks as it went with a vice, and were screw'd
thus. Your courtier practic, is he that is yet iu his path, his course,
his way, and hath not touch'd the punctilio or point of his hopes;
his face is here: a most promising, open, smooth, and overflowing
face, that seems as it would run and pour itself into you: somewhat
a northerly face. Your courtier elementary, is one but newly
enter'd, or as it were in the alphabet, or ut-re-mi-fa-sol-la of court-

ship. Note well this face, for it is this you must practise.
Aso. I'll practise them all, if you please, sir.

Amo. Ay, hereafter you may: and it will not be altogether an

ungrateful study. For, let your soul be assured of this, in any
rank or profession whatever, the more general or major part of

opinion goes with the face and simply respects nothing else. There-

fore, if that can be made exactly, curiously, exquisitely, thoroughly,
it is enough: but for the present you shall onlj^ apply yourself to

this face of the elementary courtier, a Hght, revelling, and protesting
face, now blushing, now smiling, which you may help much with a
wanton wagging of your head, thus, (a feather will teach you,) or
with kissing your finger that hath the ruby, or playing with some
string of your band, which is a most quaint kind of melancholy
besides: or, if among ladies, laughing loud, and crying up your own
wit, though perhaps borrow'd, it is not amiss. Where is your page?
call for your casting-bottle, and place your mirror in your hat, as
I told you: so! Come, look not pale, observe me, set your face,
and enter.

Mer. O, for some excellent painter, to have taken the copy of all

these faces ! [A side.

Aso. Prosaites!

Arrw. Fie! I premonish you of that: in tho court, boy, lacquey,
or sirrah.

Cos. Master, lupus in O, 'tis Prosaites.

Erder Psosaites.

Aso. Sirrah, prepare my casting-bottle; I think I must be
enforced to pui'chase me another page; you see how at hand Cos
waits here. [Exeunt Amorjthus, Asotus, Cos, and Prosaites.
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Mer. So will he too, in time.

Cwp. What's he. Mercury?
Mer. A notable smelt. One that hath newly entertain'd the

beggar to follow him, but cannot get him to wait near enough.
'Tis Aaotus, the heir of Philargyrus; but first I'll give ye the other's

character, which may make his the clearer. He that is with him
is Amorphus, a traveller, one so made out of the mixture of shreds

of forms, that himself is truly deform'd. He walks most commonly
with a clove or pick-tooth in his mouth, he is the very mint of

compliment, all his behaviours are printed, his face ia another
volume of essays, and liis beard is an Aristarchus. He speaks all

cream skimm'd. and more aflFected than a dozen waiting women.
He is his own promoter in every place. The ^Wfe of the ordinary

gives him his diet to maintain her table in discourse; which, indeed,
is a mere t^Tanny over her other guests, for he ^vill usurp all the

talk: ten constables are not so tedious. He is no great shifter;

once a year his apparel is ready to revolt. He doth use much to

arbitrate quarrels, and fights himself, exceeding well, out at a

window. He will lie cheaper than any beggar, and louder than
most clocks; for which he is right properly accommodated to the

Whetstone, his page. The other gallant is his zany, and doth most
of these tricks after him; sweats to imitate him in every thing to a

hair, except a beard, which is not yet extant. He doth learn to

make strange sauces, to eat anchovies, maccaroni, bovoli. fagioli,
and caviare, because he loves them; speaks as he speaks, looks,

walks, goes so in clothes and fashion: is in all as if he were moulded
of him. ;\Iarry, before they met, he had other very pretty
sufficiencies, which yet he retains some light impression of; as

frequenting a dancing-school, and grievously torturing strangers
with inquisition after his grace in his galliard. He buys a fresh

acquaintance at any rate. His eyes and his raiment confer much

together as he goes in the street. He treads nicely like the fellow

that walks upon ropes, especiall}- the first Sunday of his silk stock-

ings; and when he ia most neat and new, you shall strip him with

commendations.

Cwp. Here comes another. [Crite-t passes ox^pt the stage.

Mer. Ay, but one of another strain. Cupid; this fellow weighs
somewhat.

Cup. His name, Hermes ?

Mer. Crites. A creature of a most perfect and divine temper:
one, in whom the humours and elements are peaceably met, without
emulation of precedency; he is neither too fantastically melancholy,
too slowly phlegmatic, too lightly sanguine, or too rashly choleric;

but in all so composed and ordered, as it is clear Nature went about
some full work, she did more than make a man when she made him.

His discourse is like his behaviour, uncommon, but not unpleasing;
he is prodigal of neither. He strives ratlicr to be that which men
call judicious, tlian to be thought so; and is so truly learned, that

he afTecta not to shew it. He will think and speak his thought both
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freely; but aa distant from depraving another man's merit, aa

proclaiming his own. For his valour, 'tis such, that he dares as

Kttle to offer any injury as receive one. In sum, he hath a most

ingenuous and sweet spirit, a sharp and season'd wit, a straight

judgment and a strong mind. Fortune could never break him, nor

make him less. He counts it his pleasure to despise pleasures, and
is more delighted with good deeds than goods. It is a competency
to him that he can be virtuous. He doth neither covet nor fear;

he hath too much reason to do either ; and that commends all things
to him.

Cwp. Xot better than Mercury commends him.

Mer. 0, Cupid, 'tis beyond my deity to give him his due praises:
I could leave my place in heaven to live among mortals, so I were
sure to be no other than he.

Cup. 'Slight, I believe he is your minion, you seem to be so

ravish'd with him.

Mer. He's one I would not have a wry thought darted against,

willingly.

Cup. No, but a straight shaft in his bosom I'll promise him, if I

am C^therea's son.

Mer. Shall we go, Cupid ?

Cup. Stay, and see the ladies now: they'll come presently. I'll

help to paint them.
Mer. What, lay colour upon colour! that affords but an ill

blazon.

Cup. Here comes metal to help it, the lady Argurion.

[^Argurion passes over the stage.

Mer. Money, money.
Cup. The same. A nymph of a most wandering and giddy

disposition, humorous as the air, she'll run from gallant to gallant,
as they sit at primero in the presence, most strangely, and seldom

stays with any. She spreads aa she goes. To-day you shall have
her look as clear and fresh as the morning, and to-morrow a?

melancholic as midnight. She takes special pleasure in a close

obscure lodging, and for that cause visits the city so often, where
she has many secret true concealing favourites. When she comes

abroad, she's more loose and scattering than dust, and will fly from

place to place, as she were wrapped with a whirlwind. Your young
student, for the most part, she affects not, only salutes him, and

away: a poet, nor a philosopher, she is hardly brought to take any
notice of; no, though he be some part of an alchemist. She loves

a player well, and a lawyer infinitely; but your fool above all. She
can do much in court for the obtaining of any suit whatsoever, no
door but flies open to her, her presence \a above a charm. The
worst in her is want of keeping state, and too much descending into

inferior and base offices; she's for any coarse employment you will

put upon her, as to be your procurer, or pander.
Mer. Peace, Cupid, here comes more work for you, another

character or two.
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Enter Phantastk, Moria, and Philatttia.

Pha. Stay, sweet Philautia, I'll but change my fan, and go
presently.

3Ior. Now, in very good serious, ladies, I will have this order

revers'd, the presence must be better maintain'd from you: a

quarter past eleven, and ne'er a nymph in prospective! Beshrew

my hand, there must be a reform'd discipline. Is that your new
raS, s'.veet lady- bird? By my troth, 'tis most intricately rare.

Mer. Good Jove, what reverend gentlewoman in years might
this be?

Cu]}. 'Tis madam jMoiia, guardian of the nymphs; one that is

not now to be persuaded of her wit; she will Lliink herself wise

against all the judgments that come. A lady made all of voice and

air, talks any thing of any thing. She is like one of your ignorant

poetasters of the time, who, when they have got acquainted with

a strange word, never rest till they have wrung it in, though it

loosen the whole fabric of their sense.

Mer. That was pretty and sharply noted, Cupid.

Cup. She will tell you. Philosophy was a fine reveller, when she

WAS young, and a gallant, and that then, though she say it, she

was thought to be the dame Dido and Helen of the cotirt: as also,

what a sweet dog she had this time four years, and how it was
called Fortune: and that, if the Fates had not cut his thread, he

had been a dog to have given entertainment to any gallant in this

kingdom; and unless she had whelp'd it herself, she could not

have loved a thing better' in this worid.

Mer. O, I prithee no more; I am full of her.

Cup. Yes, I must needs tell you she composes a sack-posset well:

and would court a young page sweetly, but that her breath is

against it.

Mer. Now, her breath or something more strong protect me from

her ! The other, the other. Cupid ?

Cup. 0, that's my lady and mistress, madam Philautia. She

admirns not herself for any one particularity, but for all: she

is fair, and she knows it; she has a pretty light wit too, and

she knows it; she can dance, and she knows that too; play at

shuttle-cock, and that too: no quahiy she has, but she shall take a

very particular knowledge of, and most lady -like commend it to you.
You shall have her at any time read you the history of herself, and

very subtilely run over another lady's sufficiencies to come to her

own. She bas a good superficial judgment in painting, and would

seem to have so in poetry. A most complete lady in the opinion
of some three beside herself.

Phi. E'aith, how liked you my quip to Hedon, about the garter?
Waa't not witty?

Mor. Exceeding witty and integrate: you did so aggravate the

jest withal.

Phi. And did I not dance movingly the last night ?
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Mar. Movingly ! out of measure, in troth, sweet charge.
Mtr. A happy comnaendation, to dance out of measure !

Mot. Save only you wanted the swim in the turn: O! when I

was at fourteen

Phi. Nay, that's mine own from any n3'-mph in the court, I'm

sure on't; therefore you mistake me in that, guardian: both the

swim and the trip are properly mine; every body will affirm it that

has any judgment in dancing, 1 assure you.
Pha. Come now, Philautia, I am for you ; shall we go ?

Phi. Ay, good Phantaste: What! have you changed your hea-d-

tire?

Pha. Yes, faith, the other was so near the common, it had no

extraordinary grace; besides, I had worn it almost a day, in go'xl
troth.

Phi. I'll be sworn, this is most excellent for the device, and rare;
'tis after the Itahan print we look'd on t'other night,

P}va. 'Tis so: by this fan, 1 cannot abide any thing that savo'JJS

the poor over-worn cut, that has any kindred with it; I must have

variety, I: this mixing in fashion. T hate it worse than to bum
juniper in my cliamher, I protest.

Phi. And yet we cannot have a new peculiar court-tire, but these

retainers \vil] have it; these suburb Sunda3'-waiters; these courtiers

for high days; I know not what I should call 'em
Pha. O, ay, they do most pitifully imitate: but I have a tire

a coming, i' faith, shall

Mot. In good certain, madam, it makes you look most heavenly*
but, lay yom- hand on your heart, you never skinn'd a new bes^utv

more prosperously in your life, nor more metaphysically: look,

good lady ; sweet lady, look.

Phi. 'Tis very clear and well, believe me. But if you had seen

mine yesterday, when 'twas young, you would have -Who's your
doctor, Phantaste?

Plm. Nay, that's counsel, Philautia; you shall pardon me: yet
I'll assure you he's the most dainty, sweet, absolute, rare man of

the whole college. 0! his very looks, his discourse, his behaviour,
all he does is physic, I protest.

Phi. For heaven's sake, his name, good dear Phantaste?
Pha. No, no, no, no, no, no, believe me, not for a million of

heavens: I will not make him cheap. Fie

[Exeunt Phantaste, Moria, and PhiJautia.

Cup. There is a nymph too of a most curious and elaborate strain,

light, all motion, an ubiquitary, she is every where, Phantaste
Mer. Her very name speaks her, let her pass. But are these,

Cupid, the stars of Cynthia's court? Do these nymphs attend upon
Diana?

Cup. They are in her court. Mercury, but not as stars; these

never come in the presence of Cynthia. The nymphs that make
her train are the divine Arete, Time, Phronesis, Thauma, and others
of that high sort. These are privately brought in by Moria in this
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licentious time, against her knowledge: and, like so many meteors,
will vanis'.i when she appears.

Enter Pbosaitbs singirig, followed by Gelaia and Cos, wUh
bottles.

Comt follow me, my wags, and say, as I say.
There's no riches but in rags, hey day, hey day :

You that profess this art, come away, come away.
And help to bear a part. Hey day, hey day, etc.

\^Mercury and Cupid come forward.
Mer. What, those that were our fellow pages but now, so soon

preferr'd to be yeomen of the bottles! The mystery, the mj'stery,

good wags?
Cup. Some diet-drink they have the guard of.

Pro. No, sir, we are going in quest of a strange fountain, lately
found out.

Cup. By whom ?

Cos. Sly master, or the great discoverer, Amorphus.
Mer. Thou hast well entitled him, Cos, for he will discover all he

knows.
Qel. Ay, and a little more too, when the spirit is upon him.

Pro. 0, the good travelling gentleman yonder has caused such a

drought in the presence, with reporting the wonders of this new

water, that all the ladies and gallants lie languishing upon the

rushes, Like so many pounded cattle in the midst of harvest, sighing
one to another, and gasping, as if each of them expected a cock

from the fountain to be brought into his mouth; and without we
return quickly, they are all, as a youth would say, no better than a

few trouts cast ashore, or a dish of eels in a sand -bag.
Mer. Well then, you were best dispatch, and have a care of them.

Come, Cupid, thou and I'll go peruse this dry wonder. [^Exeunt.

ACT III

SCENE I.—An Apartment at the Court.

Enter AMOBPHtrs and Asotus.

Amo. Sir, let not this discountenance or disgallant you a whit;

you must not sink under the first disaster. It is with your young
grammatical courtier, as with your neophyte player, a tiling usual

to be daunted at the first presence or interview: you saw, there

was Hedon, and Anaides, far more practised gallants than yourself,
who were both out, to comfort you. It is no disgrace, no more
than for your adventurous reveller to fall by some inauspicious
chance in his galliard, or for some subtile politic to undertake the

bastinado, that the state might think worthily of him, and respect
him as a man well beaten to the world. What! hath your tailor

provided the property we spake of at your chamber, or no 7
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A80. I think he has.

Amo. Nay, I entreat you, he not so flat and mel.incholic. Erect

your mind: you shall redeem this with the courtship I will teach

you against the afternoon. Where eat you to-day?
Aso. Where you please, sir; any where, I.

Amo. Come, let us go and taste some hght dinner, a dish of sliced

caviare, or so ; and after, you shall practise an hour at your lodging
some few forms that I have recall'd. If you had but so far gathered
your spirits to you, as to have taken up a rush when you were out,
and wagg'd it thus, or cleansed your teeth with it; or but turn'd

aside, and feign'd some business to whisper with your page, till you
had recovered yourself, or but found some slight stain in your
stocking, or any other pretty invention, so it had been sudden, you
might have come off with a most clear and courtly grace.

Aso. A poison of all! I think I was foraspoke, I.

Amo. No, I must tell you, you are not audacious enough; you
must frequent ordinaries a month more, to initiate yourself: in

which time, it will not be amiss, if, in private, you keep good your
acquaintance with Crites, or some other of his poor coat; visit his

lodging secretly and often; become an earnest suitor to hear some
of his labours.

Aso. O Jove! sir, I could never get him to read a line to me.
^47710. You must then wisely mix yourself in rank with such as

you know can; and, as your ears do meet with a new phrase, or an
acute jest, take it in: a quick nimble memory will lift it away, and,
at your next public meal, it is your own.

Aso. But I shall never utter it perfectly, sir.

Amo. No matter, let it come lame. In ordinary talk you shall

play it away, as you do your light crowns at primero: it will pass.
Aso. I shall attempt, sir.

Amo. Do. It is your shifting age for wit, and, I assure you, men
must be prudent. After this you may to court, and there fall in,

first with the waiting-woman, then with the lady. Put case they
do retain you there, as a fit property, to hire coaches some pair of

months, or so; or to read them asleep in afternoons upon some

pretty pamphlet, to breathe you; why, it shall in time embolden

you to some farther achievement: in the interim, you may fashion

yourself to be careless and impudent.
Aso. How if they would have me to make verses? I heard

Hedon spoke to for some.
Amo. Why, you must prove the aptitude of your genius; if you

find none, you must hearken out a vein, and buy; provided you
pay for the silence as for the work, then you may securely call it

your own.
Aso. Yes, and I'll give out my acquaintance with all the best

writers, to countenance me the more.
Amo. Rather seem not to know them, it is your best. Ay, be

wise, that you never so much as mention the name of one, nor
remember it mentioned: but if they be oflfer'd to you in discourse.
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shake yoivr li^ht head, make between a sad and a smiling face,

pity some, rail at all, and commend yourself: 'tia your only sate

aad unsuspected course. Come, you shall look back upon the

court again to-day, and be restored to your colours: I do now

partly aim at tha cause of your repulse—which was ominous indeed
—for as you enter at the door, there is opposed to you the frame of

a wolf in the hangings, which, surprising your eye suddenly, gave a
false alarm to the heart; and that was it called your blood out of

your face, and ao routed the whole rank of your spirits: I beseech

you labour to forget it. And remember, as I inculcated to you
before, for your comfort, Hedon and Anaides. [Exeuni.

SCENE II.—Another Avartment in the same.

Enter Hedon and Anaides.

Hedon. Heart, was there ever so prosperous an invention thus

unluckily perverted and spoiled by a whoreson book-worm, a

candle-waster ?

Ana. Nay, be not impatient, Hedon.
Hed. 'Slight, I would fain know his name.
Ana. Hang him. poor grogan rascal! prithee think not of him:

I'll send for him to my lodging, and have Iiim blanketed when thou

wilt, man.
Hed. Ods so, I would thou couldst. Look, here he comes.

Enter Crites, and walks in a musing posture at the hack of
the stage.

Laugh at him, laugh at him; ha, ha, ha!

Alia. Fough! he smells all lamp-oil with studjdng by candle-

light.
Hed. How confidently he went by us, and carelessly! Never

moved, nor stirred at any thing ! Did you observe him ?

Ana. Ay. a pox on him, let him go, dormouse: he is in a dream
now. He has no other time to sleep, but thus when he walks abroad
to take the air.

Hed. 'Sprecious, this afifiicts me more than all the rest, that we
should so particularly direct our hate and contempt against him,
and he to carry it thus without wound or passion ! 'tis insufferable.

Ana. 'Slid, my dear Envy, if thou but say'st the word now, I'll

undo him eternally for thee.

Hed: How, sweet Anaides?
Ana. Marry, half a score of us get him in, one night, and make

him pawn his wit for a supper.
Hed. Away, thou hast such unseasonable jests ! By this heaven.

I wonder at nothing more than our gentlemen ushers, that will

suffer a piece of serge or perpetuana to come into the presence:
methinks thoy should, out of their experience, better distinguish
the silken disposition of courtiers, than to let such terrible coarse
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rags mix with us, able to fret any smooth or gentle society to the

threads with their rubbing devices.

A'oa. Unless 'twere Lent, Ember-weeka, or fasting days, when
the place is most penuriously empty of all other good outsides.

D n me, if I should adventuie on his company once more,
without a suit of buff to defend my wit I he does nothing but stab,

the slave! How mischievously he cross'd thy device of the

prophecy, there? and Moria, she comes without her muii too, and
there my invention was lost.

Hed. Well, I am resolved what I'll do.

Ana. What, my good spirituous spai'k?
Hed. Marry, speak all the venom I can of him; and poison his

reputation in every place where I come.
Ana. 'Fore God, most courtly.
Hed. And if I chance to be present where any question is made

of his sufficiencies, or of any thing he hath done private or public,
I'll censure it slightly and ridiculously.

Ana. At any hand beware of that; so thou may'st draw thine

own judgment in suspect. No, I'll instruct thee what thou shalr do,
and by a safer means: approve any thing thou hearest of his, to

the received opinion of it; but if it be extraordinary, give it from
him to some other whom thou more particularly atJect'st; that's

the way to plague him, and he shall never come to defend himself.

'Slud, I'll give out all he does is dictated from other men, and swear
it too, if thou'lt have me, and that I know the time and place
where he stole it, though my soul be guilty of no such thing; and
that I think, out of my heart, he hates such barren .shifts: yet tiD

do thee a pleasure, and him a disgrace, I'll damn myself, or do any
thing.

Hed. Grammercy, my dear devil ; we'll put it seriously in practice,
i'faith. [Exeunt Hedon and Anaidea.

Cri. [coming forioard.] Do, good Detraction, do, and I the while

Shall shake thy spight off with a careless smile.

Poor piteous gallants ! what lean idle slights
Their thoughts suggest to flatter their starv'd hopes !

As if I knew not how to entertain

These straw-devices; but, of force must yield
To the weak stroke of their calumnious tongues.
What should I care what every dor doth buz
In credulous ears ? It is a crown to me
That the best judgments can report me wTong'd;
Them liars, and their slanders impudent.
Perhaps, upon the rumour of their speeches.
Some grieved friend will whisper to me; Critea,
Men speak ill of thee. So they be ill men,
If they spake worse, 'twere better: for of such
To be dispraised, is the most perfect praise.
What can his censure hurt me, whom the world
Hath censured vile before me ! If good Chrestus,
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Euthua, or Phroaimus, had spoke the words,

They would have moved me, and I should have cali'd

My thoughts and actions to a strict account

Upon the hearing: but when I remember,
'Tis Hedon and Anaides, alas, then

I tliink but what they are, and am not stirr'd.

The one a Ught voluptuous reveller.

The other, a strange arrogating puff.

Both impudent, and ignorant enough;
That talk as they are wont, not as 1 merit;

Ti-aduce by custom, as most dogs do bark.

Do nothing out of judgment, but disease,

Speak ill, because they never could speak well.

And who'd be angry with this race of creatures 7

What wise physician have we ever seen

Moved with a frantic man ? the same affects

That he doth bear to his sick patient.

Should a right mind carry to such as these;

And I do count it a most rare revenge.
That I can thus, with such a sweet neglect.

Pluck from them all the pleasure of their malice;

For that's the mark of all their enginous drifts.

To wound my patience, howsoe'er they seem

To aim at other objects; which if miss'd.

Their envy's like an arrow shot upright.

That, in the fall, endangers their own heads.

Enter Arbtb.

Are. What, Crites ! where have you drawn forth the day.

You have not visited your jealous friends ?

Cri. Where I have seen, most honoui-'d Arete,

The strangest pageant, fashion'd like a court,

(At least I dreamt I saw it) so diffused,

So painted, pied, and full of rainbow strains,

As never yet, either by time, or place,

Was made the food to my distasted sense;

Nor can my weak imperfect memory
Now render half the forms unto my tongue.

That were convolved within this thrifty room.

Here stalks me by a proud and spangled sir.

That looks three handfuls higher than his foretop;

Savours himself alone, is only kind

And loving to himself; one that will speak
More dark and doubtful than six oraclea!

Salutes a friend, as if he had a stitch;

Is his own chronicle, and scarce can eat

For regist'ring himself; is waited on

By mimics, jesters, panders, parasites,

And other such like prodigies of men.
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He past, appears some mincing marmoset
Made al! of clothes and face; his limbs so set

As if they had some voluntary act

Without man's motion, and must move just so

In spight of their creation: one that weighs
His breath between his teeth, and dares not smile

Beyond a point, for fear t'unstarch his look;
Hath travell'd to make legs, and seen the cringe
Of several courts, and courtiers; knows the time
Of giving titles, and of taking walls;
Hath read court common-places; made them his:

Studied the grammar of state, and all the rules

Each formal usher in that pohtic school

Can teach a man. A third comes, giving nods
To his repenting creditors, protests
To weeping suitors, takes the coming gold
Of insolent and base ambition,
That hourly rubs his dry and itchy palms;
Which griped, like burning coals, he hurls away
Into the laps of bawds, and buffoons' mouths.
With him there meets some subtle Proteus, one
Can change, and vary with all forms he sees;
Be any thing but honest; serves the time;
Hovers betwixt two factions, and explores
The drifts of both; which, with cross face, he bears
To the divided heads, and is received

With mutual grace of either: one that dares
Do deeds worthy the hurdle or the wheel.
To be thought somebody; and is in sooth
Such as the satirist points truly forth.
That only to his crimes owes all his worth.

Are. You tell us wonders, Crites.

Cri. This is nothing.
There stands a neophute glazing of his face,

Pruning his clothes, perfuming of his hair.

Against his idol enters; and repeats,
Like an unperfect prologue, at third music.
His part of speeches, and confederate jests.
In passion to himself. Another swears
His scene of courtship over ; bids, believe him,

Twenty times ere they will; anon, doth seem
As he would kiss away his hand in kindness ;

Then walks off melancholic, and stands wreath'd.
As he were pinn'd up to the arras, thus.

A third is most in action, swims and frisks.

Plays with his mistress's paps, salutes her pumps.
Adores her hems, her skirts, her knots, her curls,
Will spend his patrimony for a garter.
Or the least feather in her bounteous fan.
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A fourth, he only comes in for a mute;
Divides the act with a dumb siiow, and exit.

Then must the ladies laugh, straight cornea their scene,

A sixth times worse confusion than the rest.

Where you shall hear one talk of this man's eye.
Another of hh lip, a third, his nose,

A fourth commend his leg, a fifth, his foot,

A sixth, his hand, and every one a limb;
That you would think the poor distorted gallant
Must there expire. Then fall they in discourse

Of tires and fashions, how they must take place.
Where they may kiss, and whom, when to sit down.
And with what grace to rise; if they salute.

What court'sy they must use: such cobweb stuff

Aa would enforce the common'st sense abhor

Th' Arachnean workers.

Are. Patience, gentle Crites.

Thia knot of spiders will be soon dissolved.

And all their webs swept out of Cyntiua's court.

When once her glorious deity appears.
And but presents itself in her full light:

'Till when, go in, and spend your hours with us.

Your honour'd friends. Time and Phronesis,
In contemplation of our goddess' name.
Think on some sweet and choice invention now,

Worthy her serious and illustrious eyes.
That from the merit of it we may take

Desired occasion to prefer your worth,
And make your service known to Cynthia.
It is the pride of Arete to grace
Her studious lovers; and, in scorn of time,

Envy, and ignorance, to lift their state

Above a vulgar height. True happiness
Consists not in the multitude of friends,

But in their worth and choice. Not would I have
Virtue a popular regard pursue:
Lot them be good that love me, though but few.

Cri. I kiss thy hands, divinest Arete,

And vow myself to thee, and Cynthia. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Another Apartment in the same.

Enter AMoaPHUS, followed by Asotus and his Tailor.

Amo. A little more forward: so, sir. Now go in, discloak your-
self, and come forth. {Exit Asotiis.] Tailor, bestow thy absence

upon ufl; and be not prodigal of thia secret, but to a dear customer.

{ExU Tailor.
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Re-enter AsoTcrs.

'Tis well enter'd, sir. Stay, you come on too fast; yoiir pace is toe

impetuous, imagine this to be the palace of your pleasure, or

place where your lady is pleased to be seen. First, you present

yourself, thus: and spying her, you fall off, and walk some two
turns; in which time, it is to be supposed, your passion hath

suflBciently whited your face, then, stifling a sigh or two. and closing

your lips, with a trembHng boldness, and bold terror, you advance

yourself forward. Prove thus much, I pray you.
Aso. Yes, sir;—pray Jove I can light on it! Hare, I come in,

you say, and present myself?
Amo. Good.
Aso. And then I spy her, and walk off?

Amo. Very good.
Aso. Now, sir, I stifle, and advance forward ?

Amo. Trembling.
Aso. Yes, sir, trembling; I shall do it better when I come to it.

And what must I speak now?
Amo. Marry, you shall say; Dear Beauty, or sweet Honovr (or

by what other title you please to remember her), metliinks you are

melancholy. This is, if she be alone now, and discorapanied.
Aso. Well, sir, I'll enter again; her title shall be. My dear

Lindabrides.

Amo. Lindabrides!
Aso. Ay, sir, the emperor Alicandroe's daughter, and the prince

Meridian's sister, in the Knight of the Sun ; she should have been
married to him, but that the princess Claridiana
Amo. O, you betray your reading.
Aso. Nay, sir, I have read history, I am a little humanitian.

Interrupt me not, good sir. My dear Lindabrides,—my dear Linda-
brides,—my dear Lindabrides, methinks you are melancholy.
Amo. Ay, and take her by the rosy finger'd hand.
Aso. Must I so: 0!—My dear Lindabrides, methinks you are

melancholy.
Amo. Or thus, sir. All variety of divine pleasures, choice spnrt.s,

sveet music, rich fare, brave attire, soft beds, and silken thoughts,
atlend this dear beauty.

Aso. BeUeve me, that's pretty. All variety of divine pleasures,
choice sports, siveet music, rich fare, brave attire, soft beds, and silken

thoughts, attend this dear beauty.
Amo. And then, offering to kiss her hand, if she shall coily

recoil, and signify your repulse, you are to re-enforce yourself with.
More than most fair lady.
Let not the rigour of your just disdain
ThvM coarsely censxire of your servant's zeal.

And withal, protest her to be the only and absolute unparallel'd
creature you do adore, and admire, and respect, and reverence, in
this court, corner of the world, or kingdom.
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A so. This is hard, by my faith. I'll begin it all again.

Amo. Do so, aad I will act it for your lady.

Aso. Will you vouchsafe, air? AH variety of divine fleasures,

choice sports, sweet music, rich fare, brave attire, soft beds, and silken

thoughts, attend this dear beauty.

Amo. So, sir, pray you, away.
Aso. More than most fair lady.

Lei not the rigour of your just disdain

Thus coarsdy censure of your servants zeal ;

I protest you are the only, and absolute, unapparelFd
Amo. Unparallel'd.
Aso. Unparallel'd creature. I do adore, and admire, and respect,

and reverence, in this corner of the world or kingdom.
Amo. This is, if she abide you. But now, put the case she should

be passant when you enter, as thus: you are to frame your gait

thereafter, and call upon her, lady, nymph, sweet refuge, star of our

court. Then, if she be guardant, here; you are to come on, and,

laterally disposing yourself, swear by her blushing and well-coloured

cheek, the bright dye of her hair, her ivory teeth, though they be

ebony), or some such white and innocent oath, to induce you. If

regardant, then maintain your station, brisk and irpe, show the

supple motion of your pliant body, but in chief of your knee, and

hand, which cannot but arride her (..Toud humour exceedingly.

Aso. I conceive you, sir. I shall perform all these things in good

time, I doubt not, they do so hit me.

Amo. Well, sir, I am your lady; make use of any of these begin-

nings, or some other out of your own invention; and prove how

you can hold up, and follow it. Say, say.

Aso. Yes, sir. My dear Lindabrides.

Amo. No, you affect that Lindabrides too much; and let me tell

you it is not so courtly. Your pedant should provide you some

parcels of French, or some pretty commodity of Italian, to com-

mence with, if you would be exotic and exquisite.

Aso. Yes, sir, he was at my lodging t'other morning, I gave him

a doublet.

Amo. Double your benevolence, and give him the hose too;

clothe you his body, he will help to apparel your mind. But now,

see \vliat your proper genius can perform alone, without adjection of

any other Minerva.

Aso. I comprehend you, sir.

Amo. I do stand you, sir; fall back to your first place. Good,

passing well: very properly pursued.

Aso., Beautiful, ambiguous, and sufjicieni lady, what ! are you all

alone ?

Amo. We would be, sir, if you would leave vs.

Aso. / am. at your beauty's appointment, bright angel ; but

Amo. Wlmt but ?

Aso. No harm, more than most fair feature.
Amo. That touch relish 'd well.
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Aso. Brit, I protest-
Amo. And why should you protest f

Aso. For good will, dear esteemed madam, and I hope your ladyship
will so conceive of it :

And will, in time, returnfrom your disdain.
And rue the suffranee of our friendly pain.
Amo. 0, that piece was excellent! If you could pick out more

of these play-particles, and, as occasion shall salute you, embroider
or damask your discourse with them, persuade your soul, it would
most judiciously commend you. Come, this was a well-discharged
and auspicious bout. Prove the second.

Aso. Lady, I cannot ruffle it in red and yellow.
Amo. why, if you can revel it in white, sir, 'tis sufficient.
Aso. Say you so, sweet lady ! Lan, tede, de, de, de, dant, dant, dant,

dante. [Sings and dances.] No, in good faith, madam, whosoever
told your ladyship so, abused you ; hut I too aid be glad to meet your
ladyship in a measure.
Amo. Me, sir ! Belike you measure me by yourself, then f

Aso. Would I might, fair feature.
Amo. And what were you the better, if you might ?

Aso. The better it please you to ask, fair lady.
Aino. Why, this was ravishing, and most acutely continued.

Well, spend not yom- humour too much, you have now competently
exercised your conceit: this, once or twice a day, will render you
an accomplish'd, elaborate, and well-ievell'd gallant. Convey in

your courting-stock, we will in the heat of this go visit the nymphs'
chamber. [Exeunt.

ACT IV

SCENE I.—An Apartment in the Palace.

Enter Phantaste, Philautia, Argtjeion, Moria, and Cupid.

Pha. I would this water would arrive once, our travelling friend
80 commended to us.

Arg. So would I, for he has left all us in travail with expectation
of it.

Pha. Pray Jove, I never rise from this couch, if ever I thirsted
more for a thing in my whole time of being a courtier.

Phi. Nor I, I'll be sworn: the very mention of it seta my Mps in

a worse heat, than if he had sprinkled them with mercury. Reach
me the glass, sirrah.

Cup. Here, lady.
Mor. Tlie}' do not peel, sweet charge, do they?
Phi. Yes, a little, guardian.
Mor. 0, 'tis an eminent good sign. Ever when my lips do so, I

am sure to have some delicious good drink or other approaching.
Arg. Marry, and this may be good for us ladies, for it seems 'tis

far fet by their stay.
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Mor. My palate for yours, dear Honour, it, shall prove most

elegant, I wairant you. 0, I do fancy this gear that <; long a

coming, with an unmeasurable strain.

Pha. Pray thee sit down, PhiJautia; that rebatu becomes thee

Hingularly.
Phi. Is it not quaint?
Pha. Yes, faith. Methinks, thy servant Hedon is nothing so

obsequious to thee, as he was wont to be: I know not how, he is

grown out of his garb a-late, he's warp'd.
Mor. In trueness, and so methinks too; he is much converted.

Phi. Tut, let him be what he will, 'tis an animal 1 dream not of.

This tire, methinks. makes me look very ingeniously, quick, and

spirited; I should be some Laura, or some Delia, methinks.

Mor. As I am wise, fair Honours, that title she gave him, to be

her Ambition, spoil'd him: before, he was the most propitious and

observant young novice—
Pha. No, no, you are the whole heaven awry, guardian; 'tia

the swaggering coach-horse Anaides draws with him there, has been

the diverter of him.

Phi. For Cupid's sake speak no more of him; would I might
never dare to look in a mirror again, if I respect ever a marmoset of

'em all, otherwise than I would a feather, or my shuttle-cock, to

make sport with now and then.

Pha. Come, sit down; troth, an you be good beauties, let's run

over them all now: Which is the properest man amongst them?

I say, the traveller. Amorphus.
Phi. 0, fie on him, he looks Uke a Venetian trumpeter in the

battle of Lepanto, in the gallery yonder; and speaks to the tune of

a country lady that comes ever in the rearward or train of a fashion.

Mor. I sliould have judgment in a feature, sweet beauties.

Pha. A body would think so, at these years.

Mor. And l' prefer another now, far before him, a million, at least.

Pha.. Who might that be, guardian ?

Mor. Marry, fair charge, Anaides.

Plm. Anaides! you talk'd of a tune, Philautia; there's one speaks

in a key, like the opening of some justice's gate, or a po.'^boy's horn,

as if his voice feared an arrest for some ill words it should give, and

were loth to come forth.

Phi. Ay, and he has a very imperfect face.

Pha. Like a sea-monster, that were to ravish Andromeda from

the rock.

Phi. His hands too great too, by at least a straw's breadth.

Pha. Nay, he has a worse fault than that too.

Phi. A long heel ?

Pha. That were a fault in a lady, rather than him: no, they say

he puts off the calves of his legs, with his stockings, every night.

Phi. Out upon him ! Turn to another of the pictures, for love's

sake. What says Argurion ? Whom does she commend afore the

rest?
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Cwp. I hope I have instructed her sufficiently for an answer.

[Aside.
Mor. Troth, I made the motion to her ladyship for cue to-day,

i'the presence, but it appear'd she was otherways furnished before:
she would none.

PJia. Who was that, Argurion ?

Mor. Jlarry, the poor plain gentleman in the black there.

Fha. Who, Crites ?

Arg. Ay, ay, he: a fellow that nobody so much as look'd upon,
or regarded ; and she would have had me done him particular grace.

Plm. That was a true trick of yourself, Moria, to persuade
Argurion to affect the scholar.

Arg. Tut, but she shall be no chooser for me. In good faith, I

iike the citizen's son there, Asotus; methinks none of them all

come near him.
Pha. Not Hedon ?

Arg. Hedon! In troth, no. Hedon's a pretty slight courtier,
and he wears his clothes well, and sometimes in fashion; marry, his

face is but indifferent, and he has no such excellent body. No, the
other is a most delicate youth; a sweet face, a straight body, a

well-proportion'd leg and foot, a white hand, a tender voice.

Phi. How now, Argurion !

Pha. O, you should have let her alone, she was bestowing a copy
of him upon us. Such a nose were enough to make me love a man,
now.

Phi. And then his several colours he wears; wherein he flourisheth

changeabl3% every day.
Plia. 0, but his short hair, and his narrow eyes !

Phi. Why she doats more palpably upon him than ever his father
did upon her.

Pha. Believe me, the young gentleman deserves it. If she could
doat more, 'twere not amiss. He is an exceeding proper youth,
and would have made a most neat barber surgeon, if he had been

put to it in time.

Phi. Say you so! Methinks he looks like a tailor already.
Pha. Ay, that had sayed on one of his customer's suits. His

face is like a squeezed orange, or—
Arg. Well, ladies, jest on: the best of you both would be glad of

such a servant.

Mor. Ay, I'll be sworn would they, though he be a little shame-
faced.

Pha. Shame-faced, Moria! out upon him. Your shame-faced
servant is your only gull.

Mor. Go to, beauties, make much of time, and place, and occasion,
and opportunity, and favourites, and things that belong to them,
for I'll ensure you they will all relinquish; they cannot endure above
another year; I know it out of future experience; and therefore
take exhibition and warning. I was once a reveller myself, and
though I speak it, as mine own trumpet, I was then esteem'd—
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Phi. The very march-pane of the court, I warrant you.
Pha. And all the gallants came about you like flies, did they not?
Mor. Go to, they did somewhat; that's no matter now.
Pha. Nay. good Moria, be not angry. Put case, that we four

now had the grant from Juno, to wish ourselves into what happy
estate we could, what would you wish to be, Moria ?

Mor. Who, I ! let me see now. I would wish to be a wise woman,
and kr.ow all the secrets of court, city, and country. I would know
what were done beliind the arras, what upon the stairs, what in the

garden, what in the nymphs' chamber, what by barge, and what by
coach. I would tell you which courtier were scabbed and which not ;

which lady had her own face to lie with her a-nights and which not;
who put off their teeth with their clothes in court, who their hair,

who their complexion; and in which box they put it. There
should not a nymph, or a widow, be got with child in the verge, but
I n-ould guess, within one or two, who was the right father, and in

what month it was gotten; with what words, and which way. I

would tell you which madam loved a monsieur, which a player,
which a page; who slept with her husband, who with her friend,

who with her gentleman-usher, who with her horse-keeper, who
^ath her monkey, and who with all; yes, and who jigg'd the

cock too.

Pha. Fie, you'd tell all, Moria! If I should wish now, t should

be to have your tongue out. But what says Philautia? Who
should she be ?

Phi. Troth, the very same I am. Only I would wish myself a little

more command and sovereignty; that ail the court were subject
to my absolute beck, and all things in it depending on my look;
as if there were no other heaven but in my smile, nor other hell but
in my frown; that I might send for any man I list, and have hia

head cut off when I have done with him, or made an eunuch if he
denied me; and if I saw a better face than mine own, I might have

my doctor to poison it. What would you wish, Phantaste ?

Pha. Faith, I cannot readily tell you what: but methinks I

should wish myself all manner of creatures. Now I would be an

empress, and by and by a duchess; then a great lady of state, then

one of your miscellany madams, then a waiting-woman, then your
citizen's wife, then a coarse country gentlewoman, then a dairy-
maid, then a shepherd's lass, then an empress again, or the queen
of fairies: and thus I would prove the vicissitudes and whirl of

pleasures about and again. As I were a shepherdess, I would be

piped and sung to; as a dairy-wench, I would dance at maypoles,
and make syllabubs; as a country gentlewoman, keep a good house,
and come up to term to see motions: as a citizen's wife, to be
troubled with a jealous husband, and put to my shifts; others'

miseries should be my pleasures. As a waiting-woman, I would
taste my lady's delights to her; as a miscellany madam, invent new
tires, and go visit courtiers; as a great lady, lie a-bed, and have
courtiers visit me; as a duchess, I would keep my state; and as an
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empress, I would do any thing. And, in all these shapes. I would
ever be follow'd with the affections of all that see me. Marry, I

myself would affect none; or if I did, it should not be heartily, but
so as I might save myself in them still, and take pride in tormenting
the poor wretches. Or, now I think on't, I would, for one year,
wish myself one woman; but the richest, fairest, and delicatest in
a kingdom, the very centre of wealth and beauty, wherein all lines
of love should meet; and in that person I v/ould prove all manner of

suitors, of all humours, and of all complexions, and never have any
two of a sort. I would see how love, by the power of his object,
could work inwardly alike, in a choleric man and a sanguine, in a
melancholic and a phlegmatic, in a fool and a wise man, in a clown
and a courtier, in a valiant man and a coward; and how he could

vary outward, by letting this gallant express himself in dumb gaze;
another with sigliing and rubbing his fingers; a thiid with play-ends
and pitiful verses; a fourth, with stabbing himself, and drinking
healths, or writing languishing letters in his blood; a fifth, in
colour'd ribands and good clothes; with this lord to srrule, and that
lord to court, and the t'other lord to dote, and one lord to hang
himself. And, then, I to have a book made of all this, which I would
call the Book of Humpurs,

and every night read a little piece ere I

slept, and laugh at it.—Here comes Hedon.

ErUer Hedon, Anaides, and Mekccby, who retires with Cupid
to ike hack of the stage, wliere they converse together.

Hed. Save you sweet and clear beauties! By the spirit that
moves in me, you are all most pleasingly bestow'd, ladies. Only
I can take it for no good omen, to find mine Honour so dejected.

Phi. You need not fear, sir; I did of purpose humble myself
against your coming, to decline the pride of my Ambition.

Hed. Fair Honour, Ambition dares not stoop; but if it be your
sweet pleasure 1 shall lose that title, I will, as I am Hedon, apply
myself to your bounties.

Phi. That were the next way to dis-title myself of honour. 0,
no, rather be still Ambitious, I pray you.
Hed. I will be any thing that you please, whilst it pleaseth you

to be yourself, lady. Sweet Phantaste, dear Moria, most beautiful

Argurion—
Ana. Farewell, Hedon.
Hed. Anaides, stay, whither go you ?

Ana. 'Shght, what should I do here ? an you engross them all for

your own use, 'tis time for me to seek out.

Hed. I engross them! Away, mischief; this is one of your
extravagant jests now, because I began to salute them by their
names.

Ana. Faith, you might have spared us madam Prudence, the

guardian there, though you had more covetously aim'd at the rest.

Hed. 'Sheart, take them all, man: what speak you to me of

aiming or covetous 7
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Ana. Ay, say you so! aay, then, have at them:—Ladies, hero's

one hath dlstinguish'd you by your names already: It shall only
heoonie me to ask how you do.

Hed. Ods so, was this the design you travaiJ'd with ?

Pha. Who answers the brazen liead ? it spoke to somebody.
Ana. Lady Wisdom, do you interpret for these puppets?
3Ior. In truth and sadness, honours, you are in great offence for

this. Go to; tiie gentleman (I'll undertake with lum) is a man of

fair living, and able to maintain a lady in her two coaches a day,
besides pages, monkeys, and paraquettoes, with such attendants as

she shall think meet for her turn; and therefore there is more

respect requirable, howsoe'er you seem to connive. Hark you, sir,

let me discourse a sjdlable uith you. I am to say to you, these

ladies are not of that close and open behaviour as haply you may
suspend; their carriage is well known to be such as it should be,

both gentle and extraordinary.
Mer. O, here comes the other pair.

Enter Amobphus and Asotvs.

Amo. That was your father's love, the nymph Argurion. I

would have you direct all yotu" courtsliip thitner; if you could but
endear yourself to her affection, you were eternally engallauted.

Aso. In truth, sir! pray Phoebus I prove favoursome in her fair

eyes.
Amo. All divine mixture, and increase of beauty to this bright

bevy of ladies; and to the male courtiers, compliment and courtesy.
Hed. In the behalf of the males, I gratify you, Amorphus.
Pha. And I of the females.

Amo. Succinctly return'd. I do vail to both your thanks, and
kiss them; but primarily to yours, most ingenious, acute, and polite

lady.
Phi. Ods my life, how he does all-to-bequalify her! ingenioij^,

acute, and polite ! as if there was not others in place as ingenious,
acute, and polite as she.

Bed. Yea, but you must know, lady, he cannot speak out of a

dictionary method.
Pha. Sit down, sweet Amorphus. When will this water come,

think you ?

Amo. It cannot now be long, fair lady.

Cwp. Now observe, Mercury.
Aso. How, most ambiguous beauty! love you? that I will, by

ihis handkerchief.

Mer. 'Slid, he draws his oaths out of his pocket.

Arg. But will you be constant?
Aso. Constant, madam! I will not say for constantness ;

but by
this purse, which I would be loth to swear by, unless it were em-
broidered, I protest, more than most fair lady, you are the only
absolute, and unparallel'd creature, I do adore, and admire, and
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respect, and reverence in this court, corner of the world, or kingdom.
Mathinks you are melancholy.

Arg. Does your heart apeak all this?

Aso. Say you ?

J/er. 0, he is groping for another oath,

Aso. Now by this watch—I marie how forward the day is—I do

unfeignedly avow myself—'shght, 'tis deeper than I took it, past
five—yours entirely addicted, madam.

Arg. I require no more, dearest Asotus; henceforth let me call

you mine, and in remembrance of me, vouchsafe to wear this chain
and chis diamond.

Aso. lord, sweet lady!

Cup. There are new oaths for him. \^Tiat! doth Hermes taste
no alteration in all this ?

3Ier. Yes, thou hast strook Argurion enamour d on Asotus,
methinks.

Cup. Alas, no ; I am nobody, I ; I can do nothing in this disguise.
Mer. But thou hast not wounded any of the rest, Cupid.
Cup. Not yet; it is enougii that I have begun so prosperously.
Arg. Nay, these are nothing to the gems I will hourly bestow

upon thee; be but faithful and kind to me, and I will lade thee
uith my richest bounties: behold, here my bracelets from mine
arms.

Aso. Not so, good lady, by this diamond.

Ary. Take 'em, wear 'em; my jewels, chain of pearl pendants, all

I have.

Aso. Nay then, by this pearl you make me a wanton.

Cup. Shall she not answer for this, to maintain him thus in

8".7earing ?

Mer. no, there is a way to wean him from this, the gentleman
may be reclaim'd.

Cup. Ay, if you had the airing of his apparel, coz, I think.
Aso. Loving! 'twere pity an I should be Hving else, believe me.

Save you, sir, save you, sweet lady, save you, monsieur Anaides,
save you. dear madam.

Ana. Dost thou know him that saluted thee, Hedon ?

Hed. No, some idle Fungoso, that hath got above the cupboard
since yei^terday.

Ana. 'Slud, I never saAv him till this morning, and he salutes me
as famiUarly as if we had known together since the deluge, or the
first year of Troy action.

Anu). A most right-handed and auspicious encounter. Confine

yourself to your fortunes.

Phi. For sport's sake let's have some Riddles or Pun^oses, ho!
Pha. No, faith, your Prophecies are best, the t'other are stale.

Phi. Prophecies ! we cannot all sit in at them ; we shall make a
confusion. No; what call'd you that we had in the forenoon ?

Pha. Substantives and adjectives, is it not, Hedon?
Phi. Ay, that. Who begins?
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Pha. I have thought; speak your swijectives, sirs.

Phi. But do not you change then.

Pha. Not I. VVlio says ?

Mor. Odoriferous.

Phi. Popular.

Arg. Humble.
Ana. Whdte-liver'd.

Ued. Barbartii'.s.

Aino. Pythagorical.
Red. Yours, signior.
Aso. What must I do, sir?

Amo. Give forth your adjective with the rest; as prosperous,

good, fair, sweet, well—
Bed. Any thing that hath not been spoken.
Aso. Yes, sir, well spoken shall be mine.

Pha. What, have vou all done?
All. Ay.
Pha. Then the substantive is Breeches. Why odoriferous breeches,

guardian ?

Mor. Odoriferous,—because odoriferous: that which contains

most variety of savour and smell we say is most odoriferous; now
breeches, I presume, are incident to that variety, and therefore

odoriferous breeches.

Pha. Well, we must take it howsoever. Who's next T Philautia ?

Phi. Popular.
Pha. Why popular breeches?

Pha. Jlarry, that is, when they are not content to be generally
noted in court, but will press forth on common stages and brokers'

stalls, to the public view of the world.

Pha. Good. Why humble breeches, Argurion ?

Arg. Humble! because they use to be sat upon; besides, if you
tie them not up, their property is to fall down about your
heels.

Mer. She has worn the breeches, it seems, which have done so.

Pha. But why white-liver''d ?

Ana. Why! are not their linings white? Besides, when they
come in swaggering company, and will pocket up any thing, may
they not properly be said to be white-Uver'd t

Pha. yes, we must not deny it. And why barbaraas, Hedon?
Hed. Barba^roua! because commonly, when you have worn your

breeches sufficiently, you give them to your barber.

Amo. That's good; hut how Pythagorical ?

Phi. Ay, Amorphus, why Pythagorical breeches?

Amo. most kindly of all; 'tis a conceit of that fortune, I am
bold to hug my brain for.

Pha. How is it, exquisite Amorphus?
Amo. O, I am rapt with it, 'tis so lit, so proper, so happy—
Phi. Nay, do not rack us thus.

Amo. I never truly relish'd myself before. Give me your ears.
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Breeches Pythagorical, by reason of their transmigration into
several shapes.

Mor. Most rare, in sweet troth. Many this young gentleman,
for liis well-spoken—

Pha. Ay, why well-spoken breeches ?

Aso. Well-spoken! Marry, well-spoken, because— whatsoever

they speak is well-taken; and whatsoever is well-taken is well-

spoken.
Mor. Excellent! believe me.
Aso. Not so, ladies, neither.

Hed. But why breeches, now?
Pha. Breeches, quasi bear-riches; when a gallant bears all his

riches in his breeches.

Amo. Most fortunately etymologised.
Phn. 'Nay, we have another sport afore this, of A thing done,

and who did it, etc.

Phi. Ay, good Phantaste, let's have that: distribute the places.
Pha. Why, I imagine, A thing done; Hedon thinks, who did

it; Moria, liv-ith what it was done; Anaides, where it was done;
Argurion, when it was done; Amorphus, for what cause was it

done; you, Philautia, what followed upon the doing of it; and this

gentleman, who would have done it better. What ? is it conceived
about ?

All. Yes, yes.
Pha. Then speak you, sir. Who would have done it better ?

Aso. How! does it begin at me?
Pha. Yes, sir: this play is called the Crab, it goes backward.
Aso. May I not name myself?
Phi. If you please, sir, and dare abide the venture of it.

Aso. Then I would have done it better, whatever it is.

Pha. No doubt on't, sir: a good confidence. Whatfollowed wpon
the act, Philautia ?

Phi. A few heat drops, and a month's mirth.
Pha. For what cause, Amorphus ?

Amo. For the delight of ladies.

Pha. When, Argurion?
Arg. Last progress.
Pha. Where, Anaides?
Ana. Why, in a pair of pain'd slops.
Pha. With what, Moria ?

Mor. With a glyster.
Pha. Who, Hedon ?

Hed. A traveller.

Pha. Then the thing done was, An oration was made. Rehearse.
An oration was made—

Hed. By a traveller—
Mor. With a glyster

—
Ana. In a pair of pain'd slops

—
Arg. Last progress

—
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Amo. For the delight of ladies—
Phi. A few heat drops, and a month's mirth followed.

Pha. And, this silent gentleman would have done it better.

Aso. This was not so good, now.
Phi. In good faith, these unhappy pages would be whipp'd for

staying thus.

Mor. Beshrew my hand and my heart else.

Amo. I do wonder at their protraction.
Ana. Pray Venus my whore have not discover'd herself to the

rascally boys, and that be the cause of their stay.
Aso. I must suit myself with another page: this idle Prosaites

will never be brought to wait well.

Mor. Sir, I have a kinsman I could willingly wish to your service,

if you will deign to accept of him.
^•150. And I shall be glad, most sweet lady, to embrace him:

Where is he?
Mor. I can fetch him, sir, but I would be loth to make you to

turn away your other page.
^60. You shall not, most sufficient lady; I will keep both: pray

you let's go see him.

Arg. Whither goes my love?

Aso. I'll return presently, I go but to see a page with this lady.

[Exeunt Asotiis and Moria.
Ana. As sure as fate, 'tis so: she has opened all: a pox of all

cockatrices! D—n me, if she have play'd loose with me, I'll cut

her throat, within a hair's breadth, so it may be heal'd again.
Mer. What, is he jealous of his hermaphrodite?
Cup. 0, ay, this will be excellent sport.
Phi. Phantaste, Argurion! what, you are suddenly struck,

methinks! For love's sake let's have some music till they come:

Ambition, reach the lyra, I pray you.
Hed. Anything to which my Honour shall direct me.
Phi. Come, Amorphus, cheer up Phantaste.

Amo. It shall be my pride, fair lady, to attempt all that i« in my
power. But here is an instrument that alone is able to infuse soul

into the most melancholic and dull-disposed creature upon e.^rth.

0, let me kiss thy fair knees. Beauteous ears, attend it.

Hed. Will you'have
"

the Kiss,
" Honour?

Phi. Ay, good Ambition.

HedON sings.

O, that joy so soon sJiould waste !

Or so sweet a bliss

Af a kiss

Might not for ever last /

So sugared, so melting, so soft, so delicious.

The dew that lies on roses.

When the morn herself discloses.

Is not so precious.
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O rather than I would it smother.
Were I to taste such another ;

It should be my wishing
That I ndght die with kissing.

Bed. I made thia ditty, and the note to it, upon a kiss that my
Honour gave me ; how like you it, sir ?

Amo. A pretty air; in general. I like it well: but in particular,

your long die-note did arride me most, but it was somewhat too

long. I can show one almost of the same nature, but much before

it, and not so long, in a composition of mine own. I think I have
both the note and ditty about me.

Hid. Pray you, sir, see.

A'ino. Yes, there is the note; and all the parts, if I misthink not.

I will read the ditty to your beauties here; but first I am to make
you familiar with the occasion, which presents itself thus. Upon
a time, going to take my leave of the emperor, and kiss his great
hands, there being then present the kings of France and Arragon,
the dukes of Savoy, Florence, Orleans, Bourbon, Brunswick, the

Landgrave, count Palatine; all which had severally feasted me;
besides infinite more of inferior persons, as counts and others; it

was my chance (the emperor detained by some exorbitant affair) to

wait him the fifth part of an hour, or much near it. In wliich time,

retiring myself into a bay-window, the beauteous lady Annabel,
niece to the empress, and sister to the king of Arragon, who having
never before eyed me, but only heard the common report of ray
virtue, learning, and travel, fell into that extremity of passion for

my love, that she there immediately swooned: physicians were
sent for. she had to her chamber, so to her bed; where, languishing
some few days, after many times calUng upon me, with my name
in her lips, she expired. As that (I must mourningly say) is the

only fault of my fortune, that, as it hath ever been my hap to be
sued to, by all ladies and beauties, where I have come; so I never

yet sojourn'd or rested in that place or part of the world, where some
high-born, admirable, fair feature died not for my love.

Mer. 0, the sweet power of travel!—Are you guilty of this,

Cupid?
Cwp. No, Mercury, and that his page Cos knows, if he were here

present to be sworn.
Phi. But how doth this draw on the ditty, sir ?

il/er. O, she is too quick with liim; he hath not devised that yet.
Amo. Marry, some hour before she departed, she bequeath'd to

mo this glove: which golden legacy, the emperor himself took care
to send after me, in sis coaches, cover'd all with black velvet,
attended by the .state of his empire; all which he freely presented
me with: and I reciprocally (out of the same bounty) gave to the
lords that brought it: only reserving the gift of the deceased lady,
upon which I composed this ode, and set it to my most affected

instrument, the lyra.
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Thou more than most sweet glove.
Unto my more sweet love.

Suffer TOC to store loith kisses

This empty lodging, that now misses
The pure rosy hand, that ioear thee.

Whiter than the kid that bare thee.

Thou art soft, but thai was softer ;

Cupid's self hath kissed it after
Than e'er he did }iis mother's doves.

Supposing her the queen of loves.

That was thy mistress, best of gloves.

Mer. Blasphemy, blasphemy, Cupid!
Cup. I'll revenge it time enough, Hermes.
Phi. Good Amorphus, let's hear it sung.
Amo. I care not to admit that, since it pleaseth Philautia to

request it.

Hed. Here, sir.

Amo. Nay, play it, I pray you; you do well, you do well.—[He
sings it.]

—How like you it, sir?

Hed. Very well, in troth.

Amo. But very well ! O, you are a mere mammothrept in judg-
ment, then. Why, do you not observe how excellently the ditty
is affected in every place? that I do not marry a word of short

quantity to a long note ? nor an ascending syllable to a descending
tone? Besides, upon the word best there, you see how I do enter

with an odd minum, and drive it through the brief; which no

intelligent musician, I know, but will aflSrm to be very rare, ex-

traordinary, and pleasing.
Mer. And yet not fit to lament the death of a lady, for all this.

Cup. Tut, here be they will swallow anytliing.
PIm. Pray you, let me have a copy of it, Amorphus.
Phi. And me too; in troth, I like it exceedingly.
Amo. I have denied it to princes; nevertheless, to you, the true

female twins of perfection, I am won to depart withal.

Hed. I hope, I shall have my Honour's copy.
Pha. You are Ambitious in that, Hedon.

Re-enter Anaides.

Amo. How now, Anaides! what is it hath conjured up this dis-

temperature in the circle of your face ?

Ana. Why, what have j'^ou to do? A pox upon your filthy

travelling face ! hold your tongue.
Hed. Nay, dost hear, Rlischief ?

Ana. Away, musk-cat!
Amo. I say to thee thou art rude, debauch'd, impudent, coarse,

unpolish'd, a frapler, and base.

Hed. Heart of my father, what a strange alteration has half a

year's haunting of ordinaries wrought in this fellow ! that came with
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a tufftaffata jerkin to town but the other day, and a pair of penny-
less hose, and now he is turn'd Hercules, he wants but a club.

Ana. Sir, you with the pencU on your chin; I will garter my hose

with your guts, and that shall be all. [Exit.
Mer. 'Slid, what rare fireworks be here ? flash, flash.

Pha. What's the matter, Hedon ? can you tell ?

Hed. Nothing, but that he lacks crowns, and thinks we'll lend

him some to be friends.

Re-enter AsoTUS and MoRiA, with Morus.

Aso. Come, sweet lady, in good truth I'll have it, you shall not

deny me. Morus, persuade your aunt I may have her pictiu-e, by
any means.

Mortis. Yea, Sir: good aunt now, let him have it, he will use me
the better; if you love me do, good aunt.

Mor. Well, tell him he shall have it.

Morus. Master, you shall have it, she says.
Aso. Shall I ? thank her, good page.

Cup. What, has he entertain'd the fool ?

Mer. Ay, he'll wait close, you shall see, though the beggar hang
off a while.

Morus. Aunt, my master thanks you.
Mor. Call him hither.

Morv^. Yes; master.

Mor. Yes, in verity, and gave me this purse, and he has j)romised
me a most fine dog; which he will have drawn with my picture, he

says: and desires most vehemently to be known to your ladyships.
Pha. Call him hither, 'tis good groping such a gull.

Morus. Master Asotus, master Asotus!
Aso. For love's sake, let me go: you see I am call'd to the ladies.

Arg. Wilt thou forsake me, then ?

Aso. Od so! what would you have me do?
Mor. Come hither, master Asotus.—I do ensure youx ladyships,

he is a gentleman of a very worthy desert: and of a most bountiful

nature.—You must shew and insinuate yourself responsible, and

equivalent now to my commendment.—Good honours grace him.

Aso. I protest, more than most fair ladies, / do wish all variety of
divine pleasures, choice sports, sweet music, rich fare, brave attire,

soft beds, and silken thoughts, attend thesefair beauties. Will it please

your ladyship to wear this chain of pearl, and this diamond, for my
sake?

Arg. O!
Aso. And you, madam, this jewel and pendants?
Arg. O!
Pha. We know not how to deserve these bounties, out of so slight

merit, Asotus.

Phi. No, in faith, but there's my glove for a favour.

Pha. And soon after the revels, I will bestow a garter on you.
Aso. lord, ladies ! it is more grace than ever I could have hoped,
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but that it pleaaeth your laijyships to extend. I protest it is

eQough, that you but take knowledge of my if your ladyships
want embroider'd gowns, tires of any fashion, rebatuea, jewels, or

oaroanets, any thing whatsoever, if you vouchsafe to accept—
Cup. And for it they will help you to shoe-ties, and devices.

-450. I cannot utter mj'self, dear beauties, but you can conceive-^

Arg. O!
Pha. Sir, we will acknowledge your service, doubt not—hence-

forth, 3'ou shall be no more Asotus to us, but our goldfinch, and we

your cages.
A 90. Venus ! madams ! how shall I deserve this ? if I were but

made acquainted with Hedon, now,—I'll try: pray you, away.
[To Argurion.

Mer. How he prays money to go away from him.

Aao. Amorphus, a word with you; here's a watch I would bestow

upon you, pray you make me known to that gallant.
Amo. That I will, sir.—Monsieur Hedon, I must entreat you to

exchange knowledge with this gentleman.
Bed. "ria a tiling, next to the water, v/e expect, I thirst after, sir.

Gk)od monsieur Asotus.

Aso. Good monsieur Hedon, I would be glad to be loved of men
of yoiif rank and spirit, I protest. Please you to accept this pair
of bracelets, sir; they are not worth the bestowing—

Mer. O Hercules, how the gentleman purchases, this must needs

bring Argurion to a consumption.
Bed. Sir, I shall never stand in the merit of such bounty, I fear.

Aso. Venus, sir; your acquaintance shall be suScient. And,
if at any time you need mj' bill, or my bond—

Arg. 01 O! [Stooons.
Amo. Help the lady there!

Mor. Gods-dear, Arguiion! madam, how do you?
Arg. Sick.

Pha. Have her forth, and give her air.

Aso. I oomo again straight, ladies.

[Exeunt Asotus, Morris, and Argurion.
Mer. Well. I doubt all the physic he has will scarce recover her;

ahe's too far spent.

Re-enter Ajjaides with Gelaia, Pbosaites, and Cos, %oiih

the bottles.

Phi. O here's the water come; fetch glasses, page.
Oel. Heart of my body, here's a coil, indeed, with your jealous

humours! nothing but whore and bitch, and all the villainous

swaggering names you can think on! 'Slid, take your bottle, and

{)ut

it in your guts for me, I'll see you pox'd ere 1 follow you any
onger.
Ana. Nay, good punk, sweet rascal; d n me, if I am jealous

now.
Gel. That's true, indeed; pray let's go.
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Mor. What's the matter there?

Gel. 'Shght, he has me upon interrogatories, (nay, my mother shall

know how you use me,) where I have been? and whj' I should stay
so long, and, how is't possible? and withal calls me at his pleasm-e
I know not how many cockatrices, and things.

Mor. In truth and sadness, these are no good epitaphs, Anaidea,
to bestow upon any gentlewoman; and I'll ensure you if I had
known you would have dealt thus with my daughter, she should
never have fancied you so deeply as she has done. Go to.

Ana. Why, do you hear, mother Moria? heart!

Mor. Nay, I pray you, sir, do not swear.

Ana. Swear! why? 'sblood, I have sworn afore now, I hope.
Both you and your daughter mistake me. I have not honour'd

Arete, that is held the worthiest lady in court, next to Cynthia, with
half that observance and respect, as I have done her in private,
howsoever outwardly I have carried myself careless, and negligent.

Come, you are a foolish punk, and know not when you are well

employed. Kiss me, come on; do it, I say.
Mor. Nay, indeed, I must confess, she is apt to misprision. But

I must have you leave it, minion.

Re-enter AsoTUS.

Amo. How now, Asotus! how does the lady?
Aso. Faith, ill. I have left my page with her, at her lodging.
Bed. O, here's the rarest water that ever was tasted: fill him

some.
Pro. What ! has my master a new page ?

Mer. Yes, a kinsman of the lady Moria's: you must wait bettei

now, or you are cashiered, Prosaites.

Ana. Come, gallants, you must pardon my foolish humour; when
I am angry, that any thing crosses me, I grow impatient straight.

Here, I drink to you.
Phi. 0, that we had five or six bottles more of this liquor!
Pha. Now I commend your judgment, Amorphus:—[knuclcing

within.] Who's that knocks? ioo!c, page. {Exit Cos.

Mor. 0, most delicious ;
a Uttle of this would make Argarion well.

Pha. O, no, give her no cold drink, by any means.
Ana. 'Sblood, this water is the spirit of wine, I'll be hang'd else.

Re-enter Cos with Ajbetb.

Cos. Here's the lady Arete, madam.
Are. What, at your bever, gallants ?

Mor. Will't please your ladyship to drink? 'tis of the New
Fountain water.

Are. Not I, Moria, I thank you.
—Gallants, you are for this night

fiea to your peculiar delights; Cynthia will have no sports: when
she is pleased to come forth, you shall have knowledge. In the

mean time, I could wish you did provide for solemn revels, and
I—H489
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some unlocked for device of wit, to entertain her, against she should

vouchsafe to grace your pastimes with her presence.
Amo. What say you to a masque?
Hed. Nothing better, if the project were new and rare.

Are. Why, I'll send for Crites, and have his advice: be you
ready in your endeavours: he shall discharge you of the inventive

part.
Pha. But will not your ladyship stay ?

Are. Not now, Phantaste. [Exit.

Phi. Let her go, I pray you, good lady Sobriety, I am glad we
are rid of her.

Pha. What a set face the gentlewoman has, as she were still going
to a sacrifice!

Phi. O, she is the extraction of a dozen of Puritans, for a look.

3Ior. Of all nymphs i' the court, I cannot away with her; 'tis

the coarsest thing !

Phi. I wonder how Cynthia can aflfect her so above the rest.

Here be they are every way as fair as she, and a thought fairer, I

trow.

Pha. Ay, and as ingenious and conceited as she.

Mor. Ay, and as politic as she, for all she sets such a forehead on't.

Phi. Would I were dead, if I would change to be Cynthia.
Pha. Or I.

Mor. Or I.

Amo. And there's her minion, Crites: why his advice more than

Amorphus ? Have not I invention afore him ? learning to better

that invention above him ? and infanted with pleasant travel—
Ana. Death, what talk you of his learning? he understands no

more than a schoolboy; I have put him down myself a thousand

times, by this air, and yet I never talk'd with him but twice in my
life: you never saw his like. I could never get him to argue with

me but once; and then because I could not construe an author

I quoted at first sight, he went away, and laughed at me. By
Hercules, I scorn him, as I do the sodden nymph that was here even

now, his mistress. Arete: and I love myself for nothing else.

Bed. I wonder the fellow does not hang himself, being thus

scorn'd and contemn'd of us that are held the most accomplish'd

society of gallants.
Mer. By yourselves, none else.

Hed. I protest, if I had no music in me, no courtship, that I were
not a reveller and could dance, or had not those excellent qualities
that give a man life and perfection, but a mere poor scholar as he is,

I think I should make some desperate way with myself; whereas

now,—would I might never breathe more, if I do know that creature

in this kingdom with whom I would change.

Ctip. This is excellent! Well, I must alter all this soon.

Mer. Look you do, Cupid. The bottles have wrought, it seems.

Aso. O, I am sorry the revels are crost. I should have tickled it

soon. I did never appear till then. 'Slid, I am the neatliest-made
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gallant i' the company, and have the best presence; and my
dancing well, I know what our usher said to me last time I
was at the school: Would I might have led Philautia in the measures,
an it had been the gods' will ! I am most worthy, I am sure.

Re-enter Mobus.

Morus. Master, 1 can tell you news; the lady kissed me yonder,
and played with me, and says she loved you once as well as she does
me, but that you cast her off.

Aso. Peace, my most esteemed page.
Mortis. Yes.

Aso. What luck is this, that our revels are dash'd, now was I

beginning to ghster in the very liighway of preferment. An Cynthia
had but seen me dance a strain, or do but one trick, I had been
kept in court, I should never have needed to look towards my
friends again.
Amo. Contain yourself, you were a fortunate young man, if you

knew your own good; which I have now projected, and will pre-
sently multiply upon you. Beauties and valours, your vouchsafed
applause to a motion. The humorous Cynthia hath, for this night,
withdrawn the light of your delight.

Pha. 'Tis true, Amorphus; what may we do to redeem it?
Amo. Redeem that we cannot, but to create a new flame is in

our power. Here is a gentleman, my scholar, whom, for some
private reasons me specially moving, 1 am covetous to gratify with
title of master in the noble and subtile science of courtship: for
which grace, he shall this night, in court, and in the long gallery,
hold his public act. by open challenge, to all masters of the mystery
whatsoever, to play at the four choice and principal weapons thereof,
viz., the Bare Accost, the Better Regard, the Solemn Address, and the

Perfect Close. What say you ?

All. Excellent, excellent, Amorphus.
Amo. Well, let us then take our time by the forehead: I will

instantly have bills drawn, and advanced in every angle of the
court.—Sir, betray not your too much joy.

—Anaides, we must mix
this gentleman with you in acquaintance, monsieur Asotus.
Ana. I am easily entreated to grace any of your friends,

Amorphus.
Aso. Sir, and his friends shall likewise grace you, sir. Nay, I

begin to know myself now.
Amo. O, you must continue your bounties.

Aso. Must I ? Why, I'll give him this ruby on my finger. Do
you hear, sir ? I do heartily wish your acquaintance, and I partly
know myself worthy of it; please you, sir, to accept this poor ruby
in a ring, sir. The poesy is of my own device, Let this blush for mt,
sir.

Ana. So it must for me too, for I am not asham'd to t^e it.

Mortis. Sweet man! By my troth, master, I love you; will you
love me too, for my aunt's sake ? I'll wait well, you shall see. I'll
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still be here. Would I might never stir, but you are a fine man in

these clothes; master, shall I have them when you have done Avith

them?
Aso. As for that, Morus, thou shalt see more hereafter; in the

mean time, by this air, or by this feather, I'll do as much for thee,
as any gallant shall do for his page, whatsoever, in this court, corner
of the world, or kingdom. [Exeunt all but the Pages.
Mer. I wonder this gentleman should affect to keep a fooi:

methinks he makes sport enough with himself.

Cup. Well, Prosaites, 'twere good you did wait closer.

Pro. Ay, I'll look to it; 'tis time.

Cos. The revels would have been most sumptuous to-night, if

they had gone forward. [Exit.
Mer. They must needs, when all the choicest singularities of the

court were up in pantofles; ne'er a one of them but was able to

make a whole show of itself.

Aso. [vnthin.] Sirrah, a torch, a torch!

Pro. O, what a call is there! 1 will have a canzonet made, with

nothing in it but sirrah; and the burthen shall be, I come. [Exit.
Mer. How now, Cupid, how do you like this change ?

Cup. Faith, the thread of my device is crack'd, I may go sleep
till the revelling music awake me.

Mer. And then, too, Cupid, without yon had prevented the

fountain. Alas, poor god, that remembers not self-love to be

proof against the violence of his quiver I Well, I have a plot against
these prizers, for which I must presently find out Crites, and with
his assistance pursue it to a high strain of laughter, or Mercury hath
lost of his metal, [Exeunt

ACT V
SCENE L—The same.

Enter Mebcury and Crites.

Mer. It is resolved on, Crites, you must do it.

Cri. The grace divinest Mercury hath done me.
In tliis vouchsafed discoverj of himself.

Binds my observance in the utmost term
Of satisfaction to his godly will:

Though I profess, without the affectation

Of an enforced and form'd austerity,
I could be willing to enjoy no place
With so unequal natures.

Mer. We believe it.

But for our sake, and to inflict just pains
On their prodigious follies, aid us now:
No man is presently made bad with ill.

And good men, like the sea. should still maintain
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Their noble taste, in midst of all fresh humoura
That flow about them, to coriapt their streams.

Bearing no season, m ach less salt of goodness.
It is our purpose, Crites, to correct.

And punish, with our laughter, this night's sporfc>

Which our court-dors so heartily intend:

And by that worthy scorn, to make them know
How far beneath the dignity of man
Their serious and most practised actions are.

Cri. Ay, but though Mercury can warrant out

His undertakings, and make all things good,
Out of the powers of his divinity,
Th' offence will be return'd with weight on me.
That am a creature so despised and poor;
When the whole court shall take itself abused

By our ironical confederacy.
Mer. You are deceived. The better race in court.

That have the true nobility call'd virtue,

Will apprehend it, as a grateful right
Done to their separate merit; and approve
The fit rebuke of so ridiculous heads.

Who, with their apish customs and forced garbs,
Would bring the name of courtier in contempt,
Did it not live unblemish'd in some few,
Whom equal Jove hath loved, and Phoebus form'd
Of better metal, and in better mould.

Cri. Well, since my leader-on is Mercury,
I shall not fear to follow. If I fall,

My proper virtue shall be my relief,

That follow'd such a cause, and such a chief. [Exeunt,

SCENE II.—Another Room in the same.

Enter Asottjs and Amorphtts.

Asa. No more, if you love me, good master; you are incom-

patible to live withal: send me for the ladies!

Amo. Nay, but intend me.
Aso. Fear me not; I warrant you, sir.

Amo. Render not yourself a refractory on the sudden. I can

allow, well, you should repute highly, heartily, and to the most, of

your own endowments; it gives you forth to the world the more
assured: but with reservation of an eye, to be always turn'd duti-

fully back upon your teacher.

Aso. Nay, good sir, leave it to me. Trust me with trussing all

the points of this action, I pray. 'Slid, I hope we shall find wit to

perform the science as well as another.

Amo. I confess you to be of an apted and docible humour. Yet
there are certain punctilios, or (as I may more nakedly insinuate

them) certain intrinsecate strokes and wards, to which your activity



202 Ben Jonson's Plays

13 not yet amounted, as your gentle dor in colours. For supposition,

your mistress appears here in prize, ribanded with green and yellow;
now, it is the part of every obsequious servant, to be sure to have

daily about him copy and variety of colours, to be presently
answerable to any hourly or half-hourly change in his mistress's

revolution—
Aso. I know it, sir.

Amo. Give leave, I pray you—which, if your antagonist, or

player against you, shall ignorantly be without, and yourself can

produce, you give him the dor.

Aso. Ay, ay, sir.

Amo. Or, if you can possess your opposite, that the green your
mistress wears, is her rejoicing or exultation in his service; the

yellow, suspicion of his truth, from her height of affection: and
that he, greenly credulous, shall withdraw thus, in private, and
from the abundance of his pocket (to displace her jealous conceit)
steal into his hat the colour, whose blueness doth express trueaess,

she being not so, nor so affected ; you give him the dor.

Aso. Do not I know it, sir ?

Amo. Nay, good swell not above your understanding. There
is yet a third dor in colours.

Aso. I know it too, I know it.

Amo. Do you know it too? what is it? make good your know-

ledge.
Aso. Why it is no matter for that.

Amo. Do it, on pain of the dor.

Aso. Why; what is't, say you?
Amo. Lo, you have given yourself the dor. But I will remon-

strate to you the third dor, which is not, as the two former dors,

indicative, but deliberative: as how ? as thus. Your rival is, with a

dutiful and serious care, lying in his bed, meditating how to observe

his mistress, dispatcheth his lacquey to the chamber early, to know
what her colours are for the day, vrith purpose to apply his wear

that day accordingly: you lay wait before, preoccupy the chamber-

maid, corrupt her to return false colours; he follows the fallacy,

comes out accoutred to his believed instructions; your mistress

smiles, and you give Kim the dor.

Aso. Why, so I told you, sir, I knew it.

Amo. Told me! It is a strange outrecuidance, your humour
too much redoundeth.

Aso. Why. sir, what, do you think you know more?
Amo. I know that a cook may as soon and properly be said to

smell well, as you to be wise. I know these are most clear and

clean strokes. But then, you have your passages and imbrocatas

in courtehip; as the bitter bob in wit; the reverse in face or wry-

mouth; and these more subtile and secure offenders. I will

example unto you : Your opponent makes entry as you are engaged
with your mistress. You seeing him, close in her ear with this

whisper. Here comes pour baboon, disgrace him ; and withal stepping



Cynthia's Revels 203

off, fall on his bosom, and turning to her, politicly, aloud say. Lady,

regard this noble gentleman, a man rarely parted, second to none
in this court; and then, stooping over his shoulder, your hand on

his breast, your mouth on his backside, you give him the reverse

stroke, with this sanna, or stork's-bill, which makes up your wit's

bob most bitter.

Aso. Nay, for heaven's sake, teach me no more. I know all as

well 'Slid, if I did not, why was I nominated ? why did you choose

me ? why did the ladies prick out me ? I am sure there were other

gallants. But me of all the rest! By that light, and, as I am a

courtier, would I might never stir, but 'tis strange. Would to the

lord the ladies would come once!

Enter Mobphtdbs.

Morp. Signior,' the gallants and ladies are at hand. Are you
ready, sir?

Amo. Instantly. Go, accomplish your attire: [Exit Asotus.]
C!ousin Morphides, assist me to make good the door with your
officious tyranny.

Citizen, [within.] By your leave, my masters there, pray you let's

come by.

Pages, [tvithin.] You by ! why should you come by more than we ?

Citizen's Wife, [within.] Why, sir ! because he is my brother that

plays the prizes.

Morp. Your brother!

Citizen, [toithin.] Ay, her brother, sir, and we must come in.

Tailor, [within.] Why, what are you?
Citizen, [within.] I am her husband, sir.

Tailor, [toithin.] Then thrust forward your head.

Amo. What tumult is there?

Morp. Who's there? bear back there! Stand from the door!

Amo. Enter none but the ladies and their hang-byes.
—

Enter Phantastb, Philaxjtia, AROtnucoN, Moria, Hedon,
and Anaides, introducing ttoo Ladies.

Welcome beauties, and your kind shadows.
Hed. This country lady, my friend, good signior Amorphus.
Ana. And my cockatrice here.

Amo. She is welcome.

The Citizen, and his Wife, Pages, etc., appear at the door.

Morp. Knock those same pages there; and, goodman coxcomb
the citizen, who would you speak withal ?

Wife. My brother.

Amo. With whom ? your brother!

Morp. Who is your brother T

Wife. Master Asotus.

Amo. Master Asotus! is he yovu- brother? he is taken up with

great persons; he is not to know you to-night.
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Re-enter Asottjs hastily.

Aso. O Jov-e, master! an there come e'er a citizen gentlewoman
in my name, let her have entrance, 1 pray you: it is my sister.

MHfe. Brother!
Cit. [thrusting in.] Brother, master Asotus!

Asci. Who's there ?

Wife. 'Tis I, brother.

Aso. Gods me, there she is ! good master, intrude her.

Morp. Make place! bear back there!

Enter Citizen's Wife.

Amo. Knock that simple fellow there.

Wife. Nay, good sir, it is my husband.

Morp. The simpler fellow he.—Away ! back with your head, sir !

[Pushes the Citizen back.

Aso. Brother, you must pardon your non-entry: husbands are

not allow'd here, in truth. I'll come home soon with my sister;

pray you meet us with a lantern, brother. Be merry, sister; I

shall make you laugh anon. [Exit.

Pha. Your prizer is not ready, Amorphus.
Amo. Apprehend your places; he shall be soon, and at all points.
Ana. Is there any body come to answer him? shall we have any

sport ?

Amo. Sport of importance; howsoever, give me the gloves.
Bed. Gloves! why gloves, signior?
Phi. What's the ceremony ?

Amo. [distributing gloves.] Beside their received fitness, at all

prizes, they are here properly accommodate to the nuptials of my
scholar's 'haviour to the lady Courtship. Please you apparel your
hands. Madam Phantaste, madam Philautia, guardian, signior

3edon, signior Anaides, gentlemen all, ladies.

All. Thanks, good Amorphus.
Amo. I will now call forth my provost, and present him. [Exit.

Ana. Heart! why should not we bo masters as well as he?
Hed. That's true, and play our masters' prizes as well as the

t'other ?

Mor. In sadness, for using your court-weapons, methinks you
may.

Pha. Nay, but why should not we ladies play our prizes, I pray ?

I see no reason but we should take them down at their own weapons.
Phi. Troth, and so we may, if we handle them well.

Wife. Ay, indeed, forsooth, madam, if 'twere in the city, we
would thini foul scorn but we would, forsooth.

Pha. Pray you, what should we call your name 7

Wife. My name is Downfall.

Hed. Good mistress Downfall ! I am sorry your husband could

not get in.

Wife. 'Tis no matter for him, sir.
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Ana. No, no. she has the more liberty for herself. [A flourish.
Pha. Peace, peace! they come.

Re-enter Amorphits, introducing Asotus in a full-dress suit.

Amo. So, keep up your ruff; the tincture of your neck is not ah'

so pure, but it will ask it. Maintain your sprig upright; your cloke
on your half-shoulder falling; so: I will read your bill, advance it,

and present you.—Silence !

Be it knoum to all that profess courtship, by these presents (from tlie

white satin reveller, to the cloth of tissue and bodkin) that we, Ulysses-
Polytropua-Amorphus, master of the noble and subtile science of court-

ship, do give leave and licence to our provost, Acolastus-Polypragmon-
Asotus, to play his master's prize, against all masters whatsoever, in
this subtile mystery, at these four, the choice and most cunning weapons
of court-compliment, viz. the bare accost; the better regard;
the soLEivtN address; and the perfect close. These are therefore
to give notice to all mmers, that he, the said Acolastu-s-Polypragmon-
Asotjis, is here present (by the help of his mercer, tailor, milliner,

sempster, and so forth) at his designed hour, in this fair gallery, the

present day of this present month, to perform and do his uttermost

for the achievement and bearing away of the prizes, which are these :

viz. For the Bare Accost, two wall-eyes in a face forced : for th^ Better

Regard, a face favourably simpering, with a fan unving : for the
Solemn Address, two lips wagging, and never a wise vaord : for the

Perfect Close, a uiring by the hand, with a banquet in a corner. And
Phabus save Cynthia I

Appeareth no man yet, to answer the prizer ? no voice ?—Music,
give them their summons. \^Music.

Pha. The solemnity of this is excellent.

A71W. Silence! Well, I perceive your name is their terror, and
keepeth them back.

Aso. I'faith, master, let's go; no body comes. Vicius, vicfa,
rictum ; victi, victcB, victi let's be retrograde.
Amo. Stay. That were dispunct to the ladies. Rather ourself

shall be your encounter. Take your state up to the wall; and, lady,
[leading Moria to the state.] may we implore you to stand forth, as
first term or bound to our courtship.

Hed. 'Fore heaven, 'twUl shew rarely.
Amo. Sound a charge. [A charge.
Ana. A pox on't! Your vulgar will count this fabulous and

impudent now: by that candle, they'll never conceit it.

[They act their Accost severally to Moria.
Pha. Excellent well ! admirable!
Phi. Peace!
Hed. Most fashionably, believe it.

Phi. 0, he is a well-spoken gentleman.
Pha. Now the other.

Phi. Very good,
I
—*H 489
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Bed. For a scholar. Honour.
Ana. O, 'tis too Dutch. He reels too much. [A flourish.

Hed. This weapon is done.

Amo. No, we have our two bouts at every weapon; expect.
Cri. [within.^ Where be these gallants, and their brave prizer

here?

Morp. Who's there? bear back; keep the door.

Enter Crites, introducing ^iE&cxy&Y fantastically dressed.

Amo. What are you, sir?

Cri. By your Hcense, grand-master.
—Come forward, sir.

[To Mercury.
Ana. Heart! who let in that rag there amongst ua? Put him

out, an impecunious creature.

Hed. Out with him.

Morp. Come, sir.

Amo. You must be retrograde.
Cri. Soft, sir, lam truchman, and do flourish before this monsieur,

or French-behaved gentleman, here; who is drawn hither by report
of your chartels, advanced in court, to prove his fortune with your
prizer, so he may have fair play shewn him, and the Uberty to choose

his stickler.

Amo. Is he a master?
Cri. That, sir, he has to shew here; and confirmed under the

hands of the most skilful and cuiming complimentaries alive:

Please you read, sir. [Gives him a certificate.

Amo. WTiat shall we do?
Ana. Death; disgrace this fellow in the black stuff, whatever

you do.

Amo. Why, but he comes with the stranger.
Hed. That's no matter: he is our own countryman.
Ana. Ay, and he is a scholar besides. You may disgrace him

here with authority.
Amo. Well, see these first.

Aso. Now shall I be observed by yon scholar, till I sweat again;
I would to Jove it were over.

Cri. [to Mercury.] Sir, this is the wight of worth, that dares you
to the encounter. A gentleman of so pleasing and ridiculous a

carriage; as, even standing, carries meat in the mouth, you see;

and, I assure you, although no bred courtling, yet a most particular

man, of goodly havings, well-fashion'd 'haviour, and of as hardened
and excellent a bark as the most naturally qualified amongst them,
inform'd, reform'd^ and transform'd, from his original citycism; by
this elixir, or mere magazine of man. And, for your spectators,

you behold them what they are: the most choice particulars in

court: this tells tales well; this provides coaches; this repeats

jests; this presents gifts; this holds up the arras; this takes down
from horse; this protests by this light; this swears by that candle;

this delighteth; this adoreth: yet all but three men. Then, for
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your ladies, the most proud, witty creatures, all things apprehending,

nothing understanding, perpetually laughing, curious maintainera

of fools, mercers, and minstrels, costly to be kept, miserably keeping,
all disdaining but their painter and apothecary, 'twixt whom and
them there is this reciprock commerce, their beauties maintain

their painters, and their painters their beauties.

Mer. Sir, you have plaid the painter yourself, and limn'd them
to the life. I desire to deserve before them.

Amo. [returning the certificate.] This is authentic. We must re-

solve to entertain the monsieur, howsoever we neglect him.

Hed. Come, let's all go together, and salute him.

Ana. Content, and not look on the other.

Amo. Well devised; and a most punishing disgrace.
Hed. On.
Amo, Monsieur, we must not so much betray ourselves to dis-

oourtship, as to suffer you to be longer unsaluted: please you to

use the state ordain'd for the opponent; in which nature, without

envy, we receive you.
Hed. And embrace you.
Ana. And commend us to you, sir.

Phi. BeUeve it, he is a man of excellent silence.

Pha. He keeps all his wit for action.

Ana. This hath discountenanced our scholaris, most richly.
Hed. Out of all emphasis. The monsieur sees we regard him not.

Amo. Hold on; make it known how bitter a thing it is not to be

look'd on in court.

Hed. 'Slud, will he call him to him yet! Does not monsieur

perceive our disgrace ?

Ana. Heart! he is a fool, I see. We have done ourselves wrong
to grace him.

Hed. 'Slight, what an ass was I to embrace him !

Cri. Illustrious and fearful judges
—

Hed. Turn away, turn away.
Cri. It is the suit of the strange opponent (to whom you ought

not to turn your tails, and whose noses I must follow) that he may
have the justice, before he encounter his respected adversary, to see

some Ught stroke of his play, commenced with some other.

Hed. Answer not him, but the stranger; we will not believe

him.

Amo. I will demand him, myself.
Cri. dreadful disgrace, if a man were so foolish to feel it.

Amo. Is it your suit, monsieur, to see some prelude of my scholar T

Now, sure the monsieur wants language—
Hed. And take upon him to be one of the accomplished ! 'Slight,

that's a good jest; would we could take him with that nulUty.
—

Non sapete voi parlar' Italiano ?

Ana. 'Sfoot, the carp has no tongue.
Cri. Signior, in courtship, you are to bid your abettors forbear,

and satisfy the monsieur's request.
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A^no. Well, I will strike him more silent with admiration, and

terrify his daring hither. He shall behold my own play with my
scholar. Lady, ^^'ith the touch of your white hand, let me reinstate

you. [Leads Moria back to the state.] Provost, [to Asotus.] begin
to me at the Bare Accost. [A charge.] Now, for the honour of my
discipline.

Hed. Signior Amorphus, reflect, reflect; what means he by that

mouthed wave?
Cri. He is in some distaste of your fellow disciple.
Mer. Signior, your scholar might have played well still, if he

could have kept his seat longer; I have enough of him, now. He
is a mere piece of glass, I see through him by this time.

Amo. You come not to give us the scorn, monsieur ?

Afer. Nor to be frighted with a face, signior. I have seen the

lions. You must pardon me. I shall be loth to hazard a reputation
with one that has not a reputation to lo&e.

Amo. How!
Cri. Meaning your pupil, sir.

Ana. This is that black devil there.

Amo. You do offer a strange affront, monsieur.

Cri. Sir, he shall yield you all the honour of a coinpetent ad-

versary, if you please to undertake him.

Mer. I am prest for the encounter.

A mo. Me ! challenge m© !

Asa. What, my master, sir! 'Slight, monsieur, meddle with me,
do you hear: but do not meddle -nith my master.

Mer. Peace, good squib, go out.

Cri. And stink, he bids you.
Aso. Master!
Amo. Silence! I do accept him. Sit you down and observe.

Me! he never profest a thing at more charges.
—Prepare yourself,

sir.—Challenge me! I will prosecute what disgrace my hatred can
dictate to me.

Cri. How tender a traveller's spleen is! Comparison to men
that deserve least, is ever most offensive.

.4mo. You are instructed in our chartel, and know our weapons?
Mer. I appear not without their notice, sir.

Aso. But must I lose the prizes, master ?

Amo. I will win them for you; be patient.
—Lady, [to Moria.]

vouchsafe the tenure of this ensign.
—Who shall be your stickler?

Mer. Behold him. [Points to Crites.

Amo. I would not wish you a weaker.—Sound, musics.—I pro-
voke you at the Bare Accost. [.4 charge.

Pha. Excellent comely !

Cri. And worthily studied. This is the exalted foretop.
Hed. 0, his leg was too much produced.
Ana. And his hat was carried scurvily.
Phi. Peace; let's see the monsieur's Accost: Rare!
Pha. Sprightly and sho-t.
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Ana. True, it- is the French courteau: he Jacks but to have his

nose slit

Hed. He does hop. He does bound too much. [A flourish.

Amo. The second bout, to conclude this weapon. [_A charge.
Pha. Good, believe it !

Phi. An excellent offer !

Crt. This is called the solemn band -string.
Hed. Foh, that cringe wae not put home.
Aria. He makes a face like a stabb'd Lucrece.
Aso. Well, he would needs take it upon him, but would I had

done it for all this. He makes me sit still here, like a baboon as

I am.
Cri. Making villainous faces.

Phi. See, the French prepares it richly.
Cri. Ay, this is ycleped the Serious Trifle.

Ana. 'Slud, 'tis the horse-start out o' the brown study.
Cri. Rather the bird-eyed stroke, sir. Your observance is too

blunt, sir. [A flourish.
Amo. Judges, award the prize. Take breath, sir. This bout

hath been laborious.

Aso. And yet your critic, or your besogno, will think these things
foppery, and easy, now !

Cri. Or rather mere lunacy. For would any reasonable creature
make these his serious studies and perfections, much less, only hve
to these ends ? to be the false pleasure of a few, the true love of

none, and the just laughter of all ?

Hed. We must prefer the monsieur, we courtiers must be partial.
Ana. Speak, guardian. Name the prize, at the Bare Accost.
Mor. A pair of wall-eyes in a face forced.

Ana. Give the monsieur. Amorphus hath lost his eyes.
Amo. I ! Is the palate of your judgment down ? Gentles, I do

appeal.
Aso. Yes, master, to me: the judges be fools.

Ana. How now, sir! tie up your tongue, mungrel. He cannot

appeal.
^450. Say, you sir?

Ana. Sit you still, sir.

Aso. WTiy, so I do; do not I, I pray you?
Mer. Remercie, madame, and these honourable censors.

Attw. Well, to the second weapon, the Better Regard. I will

encounter you better. Attempt.
Hed. Sweet Honour.
Phi. WTiat says my good Ambition ?

Hed. Wliich t-ake you at this next weapon ? I lay a Discretion
with you on Amorphus's head.

Phi. Why, I take the French-behaved gentleman.
Hed. 'Tis done, a Discretion.

Cri. A Discretion! A pretty court-wager! Would any discreet

person hazard his wit so ? •
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Pha. I'll lay a Discretion with you, Anaides.

Ana. Hang 'em, I'll not venture a doit of Discretion on either of

their heads.

Cri. No, he should venture all then.

Ana. I like none of their plays. [A charge.
Bed. See, see ! this is strange play !

Ana. 'Tis too full of uncertain motion. He hobbles too much.
Cri. 'Tis call'd your court-staggers, sir.

Bed. That same fellow talks so now he has a place !

Ana. Hang him ! neglect him.

Mer. Your good ladyship's affectioned.

Wife. Odfl so! they speak at this weapon, brother.

Aso. They must do so, sister; how should it be the Better Regard,
elae?

P/Mt. Methinks he did not this respectively enough.
Phi. Why, the monsieur but dallies with him.

Bed. Dallies! 'SUght, see! he'll put him to't in earnest.—Well

done, Amorphua!
Ana. That puJBf was good indeed.

Cri. Ods me ! this ia desperate play : he hits himself o' the shina

Bed. An he make this good through, he carries it, I warrant him.

Cri. Indeed he displays his feet rarely.

Bed. See, see ! he does the respective leer damnably well.

Amo. The true idolater of your beauties shall never pass their

deities unadored : I rest your poor knight.
Hed. See, now the oblique leer, or the Janus: he satisfies all

with that aspect most nobly. [A flourish.

Cri. And most terribly he comes off; like your rodomontado.
Pha. How like you this play, Anaides ?

Ana. Good play; but 'tis too rough and boisterous.

Amo. 1 will second it with a stroke easier, wherein I will prove his

language. [A charge.
Ana. This is filthy, and grave, now.
Bed. O, 'tia cool and wary play. We must not disgrace our own

camerade too much.
Amo. Sigtiora, ho tanto obligo per le favore resciuto da lei ; ehe

veramente desidero con tutto il core, a remunerarla in parte : e sicura-

tive, signora mea cara, che io sera sempre pronto h servirla, e honoraria.

Bascio le mane de vo' signoria.
Cri. The Venetian dop this.

Pha. Most unexpectedly excellent! The French goes down
certain.

Aso. As buckets are put down into a well :

Or as a school-boy
—

Cri. Truss up your simile, jack-daw, and observe.

Bed. Now the monsieur is moved.
Ana. Bo-peep!
Bed. 0, most antick.

Cri. The French quirk,, this sir.
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Ana. Heart, he will over-run her.

Mer. Madamoyselle, Je voudroy que pouvoy monstrer mon affection,
mats je suis tant 7nalheureuse, ci froid, ci layd, ci Je ne ecay

qui de dire exctise mot, Je suis tout vostre. [A floiirish.

Phi. brave and spirited ! he's a right Jovialist.

Pha. No, no: Amorphus's gravity outweighs it.

Cri. And yet your lady, or your feather, would outweigh both.

Av/i. What's the prize, lady, at this Better Regard?
Mar. A face favourably simpering, and a fan waving.
Ana. They have done doubtfully. Divide. Give the favourable

face to the signior, and the light wave to the monsieur.

Amo. You become the simper well, lady.
Mer. And the wag better.

Amo. Now, to our Solemn Address. Please the well-graced
Philautia to relieve the lady sentinel; she hath stood long.

Phi. With all my heart; come, guardian, resign your place,

[Moria comes from the state.

Amo. Monsieur, furnish yourself with what solemnity of orna-

ment you think fit for this third weapon; at which you are to shew
all the cunning of stroke your devotion can possibly devise.

Mer. Let me alone, sir. I'll sufficiently decipher your amorous
solemnities.—Crites, have patience. See, if I hit not all their

practic observance, with which they lime twigs to catch their

fantastic lady-birds.
Cri. Ay, but you should do more charitably to do it more openly,

that they might discover themselves mock'd in these monstrous
afiections. [A charge.

Mer. Lackey, where's the tailor ?

Enter Tailor, Barber, Perfumer, Milliner, Jeweller, and
Feather-maker.

Tai. Here, sir.

Hed. See, they have their tailor, barber, perfumer, mUliner,

jeweller, feather-maker, all in common!
[They make themselves ready on the stage.

Ana. Ay, this is pretty.
Amo. Here is a hair too much, take it off. Where are thy

mullets ?

Mer. Is this pink of equal proportion to this out, standing off this

distance from it ?

Tai. That it is, sir.

Mer. Is it so, sir ? You impudent poltroon, you slave, you list,

you shreds, you— [Beats the Tailor.

Hed. Excellent ! This was the best yet.
Ana. Why, we must use our tailors thus: this is our true mag-

nanimity.
Mer. Come, go to, put on; we must bear with you for the times'

sake.

Am/3. Is the perfume rich in this jerkin?
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Per. Taste, smell; I assure you, sir, pure benjamin, the only

spirited scent that ever awaked a Neapolitan nostril. You would
\rish yourself all nose for the love on't. I frotted a jerkin for a

new-revenued gentleman yielded me three-score crowns but this

morning, and the same titillation.

Amo. I savour no sampsuchine in it.

Per. I am a NuUi-fidian, if there be not three-thirds of a scruple
more of sampsuchinum in this confection, than ever I put in any.
I'll tell you all the ingredients, sir.

Amo. You shall be simple to discover your simples.
Per. Simple! why, sir? What reck I to whom I discover? I

have in it musk, civet, amber, Phoenicobalanus, the decoction

of turmerick, sesana, nard, spikenard, calamua odoratus, stacte,

opobalsamum, amomum, storax, ladanum, aspalathum, opoponax,
cenanthe. And what of all these now? what are you the better?

Tut, it is the sorting, and the dividing, and the mixing, and the

tempering, and the searching, and the decocting, that makes the

fumigation and the sufiumigation.
.47710. Well, indue me with it.

Per. I will, sir.

Hed. An excellent confection.

Cri. And most worthy a true voluptuary, Jove! what a coil these

musk-worms take to purchase another's delight? for themselves,

who bear the odours, have ever the least sense of them. Yet I do

like better the prodigality of jewels and clothes, whereof one passeth
to a man's heirs; the other at least wears out time. This presently

expires, and, without continual riot in reparation, is lost: which

whoao strives to keep, it is one special argument to me, that, affecting

tx) smell better than other men, he doth indeed smell far worse.

M&r. I know you will say, it sits well, sir.

Tai. Good faith, if it do not, sir, let your mistress be judge.
Mer. By heaven, if my mistress do not like it, I'll make no more

conscience to undo thee, than to undo an oyster.

Tai. Believe it, there's ne'er a mistress in the world can mislike it.

Mfi.r. No, not goodwife tailor, your mistress; that has only the

judgment to heat your pressing-tool. But for a court-mistress that

studies these decorums, and knows the proportion of every cut to a

hair, knows why such a colour is cut upon such a colour, and when a

satin is cut upon six taffataes, will look that we should dive into the

depth of the cut Give me my scarf. Shew some ribands, sirrah.

Have you the feather ?

Feat. Ay, sir.

Mer. Have you the jewel ?

Jew. Yes, sir.

Mer. What must I give for the hire on't?

Jew. You shall give me six crowns, sir.

Mer. Six crowns! By heaven, 'twere a good deed to borrow it

of thee to shew, and never let thee have it again.
Jem. I hope your worship will not do so, sir.
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Mer. By Jove, sir, there be such tricks stirring, I can tell you,
and worthily too. Extorting knaves, that live by these court-

decorums, and yet What's your jewel worth, I pray?
Jew. A hundred crowns, sir.

Mer. A hundred crowns, and six for the loan on' t an hour I what's
that in the hundred for the year? These impostors would not be

hang'd ! Your thief is not comparable to them, by Hercules. Well,

put it in, and the feather; you will have it and you shall, and the

pox give you good on'tl

Anio. Give me my confects, ray moscadini, and place those
colours in my hat.

Mer. These are Bolognian ribands, I warrant you.
Mil. In truth, sir, if they be not right Granado silk—
Mer. A pox on you, you'll all say so.

Mil. You give me not a penny, sir.

Mer. Come, sir, perfume my devant;

May it ascend, like solemn sacrifice.

Into the nostrils of the Queen of Love !

Red. Your French ceremonies are the best.

Ana. Monsieur, signior, your Solemn Address is too long: the
ladies long to have you come on.

Amo. Soft, sir, our coming on is not so easily prepared. Signior

Fig!
Per. Ay, sir.

Amo. Can you help my complexion, here?
Per. yes, sir, I have an excellent mineral fucus for the purpose.

The gloves are right, sir; you ehall bury them in a muck-hill, a

draught, seven years, and take them out and wash them, they
shall still retain their first scent, true Spanish. There's ambre in

the umbre.
Mer. Your price, sweet Fig ?

Per. Give me what you will, sir; the signior pays me two crowns
a pair; you shall give me your love, sir.

Mtr. My love! with a pox to you, goodman Sassafras.

Per. I come, sir. There's an excellent diapasm in a chain, too, if

you like it.

Ama. Stay, what are the ingredients to your fucus ?

Per. Nought but sublimate and crude mercury, sir, well prepared
and dulcified, with the jaw-bones of a sow, burnt, beaten, and
searced.

Amo. I approve it. Lay it on.

Mer. I'll have your chain of pomander, sirrah; what's your
price?

Per. We'U agree, monsieur; I'll assiire you it was both decocted
and dried where no sun came, and kept in an onyx ever since it

was balled.

Mer. Come, invert my mustachio, and we have done.
Amo. 'Tis good.
Bar. Hold still, I pray you, sir.
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Per. Nay, the fucua is exorbitant, sir.

Mer. Death, dost thou burn me, harlot 1

Bar. I beseech you, sir.

Mer. Beggar, varlet, poltroon. [Beats him.

Hed. Excellent, excellent!

Ana. Your French beat is the most natural beat of the world.

Aao. O that I had played at this weapon. [A charge.

Pha. Peace, now they come on; the second part.
Amo. 3Iadam, your beauties being so attractive, I muse you are

left thus alone.

Phi. Better be alone, sir, than ill accompanied.
Amo. Nought can be ill, lady, that can come near your goodness.

Mer. Sweet madam, on what part of you soever a man casts his eye,

he meets unth perfection ; you are the lively image of Venus throughout ;

aU the graces smile in your cheeks ; your beauty nourishes as well as

delights ; you have a tongue steeped in honey, and a breath like a

panther ; your breasts and forehead are whiter than goats' milk, or

May blos-^oms ; a cloud is not so soft as your skin—
Hed. Well strook, monsieur! He charges like a Frenchman

indeed, thick and hotly.
Mer. Your cheeks are Cupid's baths, wherein he uses to steep himselj

in milk and nectar : he does light all his torches at your eyes, and

instructs you how to shoot and wound with their beams. Yet I love

nothing in you more than your innocence ; you retain so native a

simplicity, so unblamed a behaviour ! Methinks, with such a love, I

should find no head, nor foot of my pleasure : you are the very spirit

of a lady.
Ana. Fair play, monsieur, you are too hot on the quarry; give

your competitor audience.

Amo. Lady, how stirring soever the monsieur's tongue is, he wUl lie

by your side more dull than your eunuch.

Ana. A good stroke; that mouth was excellently put over.

Amo. You are fair, lady
—

Cri. You offer foul, signior, to close; keep your distance; for all

your bravo rampant here.

Amo. / say you are fair, lady, let your choice be fit, as you are fair.

Mer. / say ladies do never believe they are fair, till some fool begins

to doat upon them.

Phi. You play too rough, gentlemen.
Amo. Your frenchified fool is your only fool, lady : I do yield to

this honourable monsieur in all civil and humane courtesy.

[A flourish.

Mer. Buz!
Ana. Admirable. Give him the prize, give him the prize: that

mouth again weis most courtly hit, and rare.

Amo. 1 knew I should pass upon him with the bitter bob.

Hed. 0, but the reverse was singular.
Pha. It was most subtile, Amorphus.
Asa. If I had done't, it should have been better.
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Mer. How heartily they applaud this, Crites !

Cri. You suffer them too long.
Mer. I'll take off their edge instantly.
Ana. Name the prize, at the Solemn Address.

Phi. Two lips wagging.
Cri. And never a wise word, I take it.

Ana. Give to Amorphus. And, upon him again; let him not
draw free breath.

Amo. Thanks, fair deliverer, and my honourable judges. Madam
Phantaste, you are our worthy object at this next weapon.

Pka. Most covetingly ready, Amorphus.
[She takes the state instead of Philaviia.

Hed. Your monsieur is crest-fallen.

Ana. So are most of them once a year.
Amo. You will see, I shall now give him the gentle Dor presently,

he forgetting to shift the colours, which are now changed with
alteration of the mistress. At your last weapon, sir. The Perfect
Close. Set forward. [A charge.] Intend your approach, monsieur.
Mer. 'Tis yours, signior.
Amo. With your example, sir.

Mer. Not I, sir.

Amo. It is your right.
Mer. By no possible means.
Amo. You have the way.
Mer. As I am noble—
Amo. As I am virtuous—
Mer, Pardon me, sir.

Amo. I will die first.

Mer. You are a tyrant in courtesy.
Amo. He is removed.—[Stays Mercury on his moving.]—Judges,

bear witness.

Mer. What of that, sir ?

Amo. You are removed, sir.

Mer. Well.

Amo. I challenge you; you have received the Dor. Give me the

prize.
Mer. Soft, sir. How, the Dor ?

A?no. The common mistress, you see, is changed.
Mer. Right, sir.

Amo. And you have still in your hat the former colours.

Mer. You lie, sir, I have none: I have pulled them out. I meant
to play discoloured. [A flourish.

Cri. The Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the palpable
Dor!
Ana. Heart of my blood, Amorphus, what have you done ? stuck

a disgrace upon us all, and at your last weapon !

Aso. I could have done no more.

Hed. By heaven, it was most unfortunate luck.

Ana. Luck! by that candle, it was mere rashness, and oversight;
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would any maa liave ventured to play so open, and forsake his

ward ? D n me, if he have not eternally undone himself in

court, and discountenanced us that were his main countenance,

by it.

A7no. Forgive it now : it was the solecism of my stars.

Cri. The wring by the hand, and the banquet, is ours.

Mer. O, here's a lady feels like a wench of the first year; you
would think her hand did melt in your touch ; and the bones of her

iSn^ers ran out at length when you prest 'em, they are so gently
delicate ! He that had the grace to print a kiss on these lij3S, should

taste wine and rose-leaves. 0, she kisses as close as a cockle.

Let's take them down, as deep aa our hearts, wench, till our very
aouis mix. Adieu, signior: good faith I shall drink to you at

supper, sii'.

Ana. Stay, monsieur. Who awards you the prize?
Ori. Why, his proper merit, sir ; you see he has played down your

grand garb-master, here.

Ana. That's not in your logic to determine, sir: you are no

ooorti^. This is none of your seven or nine beggarly sciences, but

a certain mystery above them, wherein we that have skill must

pronounce, and not such fresh men as you are.

Cri. Indeed, I must declare myself to you no profest courtling:
nor to have any excellent stroke at your subtile weapons; yet if

you please, I dare venture a hit with you, or your fellow, sir Dagonet,
here.

Ana. With me!
Cri. Yes, sir.

Ana. Heart, I shall never have such a fortune to save myself in a

fellow again, and your two reputations, gentlemen, as in this. Fll

undertake him.

Hed. Do, and swinge him soundly, good Anaides.

Ana. Let me alone; I'll play other manner of play, than has been

seen yet. I would the prize lay on't.

Mer. It shall if you will, I forgive my right.

A na. Are you so confident ! what's your weapon ?

Cri. At any, I, sir.

Mer. The Perfect Close, that's now the best.

Ana. Content, I'll pay your scholarity. Who offers?

Cri. Marry, that vidll I: I dare give you that advantage too.

Ana. You dare! well, look to your liberal sconce.

Amo. Make your play still, upon the answer, sir.

Ana. Hold your peace, you are a hobby-horse.
Aao. Sit by me, master.

Mer. Now, Crites, strike home. [A charge

Cri. You shall see me undo the assured swaggerer with a trick,

instantly: I will play all his own play before him; court the wencli

in his garb, in his j)hrase, with his face; leave him not so much as a

look, an eye, a stalk, or an imperfect oath, to express himself by,

after me. [Aside to Mercury.
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Mer. Excellent, Crites.

Ana. When begin you, sir? have you consulted?
Cri. To your cost, sir. Which is the piece stands forth tv be

courted? O, are you she? [To Philautia.] Well, madam, or swerL

lady, it is so, I do love you in some sort, do you conceive ? and thov^jh
I am no monsieur, nor wo signior, and do want, as they say. logic
and sophistry, and good words, to tell you why it is so; yet by this

hand and by that candle it is so: and though I he no book-worm, nor
one that deals by art, to give, you rhetoric and cause^s, why it shoidd
be so, or make it good it is so ? yet, d n me, but I know it is so,
and am assured it is so, and I and my sword sJmll make it appear it

is so, and give you reason sufficient how it can be no otherwise but so—
Hed. 'Slight, Anaides, you are mocked, and so we are all.

Mer. How now, signior! what, suffer yourself to be cozened of

your courtship before your face ?

Hed. This is plain conlederacy to disgrace ua: let's be gone, and
plot some revenge.
Amo. When men disgraces share.

The lesser is the care.

Cri. Nay, stay, my dear Ambition, [to Hedon.] T can do you over
too. You that tell your mistress, her beauty is all composed of

theft; her hair stole from Apollo's goldy-locks; her white and red,
lilies and roses stolen out of paradise; her eyes two stars, pluck'd
from the sky; her nose the gnomon of Love's dial, that tells you
how the clock of your heart goes: and for her other parts, as you
cannot reckon them, they are so many; so you cannot recount them,
they are so manifest. Yours, if his own, unfortunate Hoyden,
instead of Hedon. [A flourish.

Aso. Sister, come away, I cannot endure them longer.

[Exeunt all but Mercury and Crites,

Mer. Go, Dors, and you, my madam Courting-stocks,
Follow your scorned and derided mates;
Tell to your guilty breasts, what mere gilt blocks

You are, and how unworthy Human states.

Cri. Now, sacred God of Wit, if you can make
Those, whom our sports tax in these apish graces.
Kiss, like the fighting snakes, your peaceful rod.
These times shall canonise you for a god.

Mer. Why, Crites, think you any noble spirit.
Or any, worth the title of a man.
Will be incensed to see the enchanted veils

Of self-conceit, and servile flattery,

Wrapt in so many folds by time and custom.
Drawn from his wronged and bewitched eyes ?

Who sees not now their shape and nakedness.
Is blinder than the son of earth, the mole;
Crown'd with no more humanity, nor soul.

Cri. Though they may see it, yet the huge estate

Fancy, and form, and sensual pride have gotten.
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Will make them blush for anger, not for shame.
And turn shewTi nakedness to impudence.
Humour is now the test we try things in:

All power is just: nought that delights is sin.

And yet the zeal of every knowing man
Opprest with hills of tjTanny, cast on virtue

By the light fancies of fools, thus transported.
Cannot but vent the ^Etna of his fires,

"Finflame best bosoms with much worthier love
Than of these outward and effeminate shades;
That these vain joys, in which their wills consume
Such powers of wit and soul as are of force

To raise their beings to eternity,

May be converted on works fitting men:
And, for the practice of a forced look.
An antic gesture, or a fustian phrase.

Study the native frame of a true heart.
An inward comeliness of bounty, knowledge.
And spirit that may conform them actually
To God's high figures, which they have in power;
Which to neglect for a self-loving neatness.
Is sacrilege of an unpardon'd greatness.

Mer. Then let the truth of these things strengthen thee.
In thy exempt and only man-like course;
like it the more, the less it is respected:

Though men fail, virtue is by gods protected.—
See, here comes Arete; I'll withdraw myself. [ETcit.

Enter Abete.

Are. Crites, you must provide straight for a masque,
'Tis Cynthia's pleasure.

Ori. How, bright Arete!

Why, 'twere a labour more for Hercules:
Better and sooner durst I undertake
To make the different seasons of the year.
The winds, or elements, to sympathise,
Than their unmeasurable vanity
Dance truly in a measure. They agree!
What though all concord's born of contraries;
So many follies will confusion prove.
And like a sort of jarring instruments.
All out of tune; because, indeed, we see

There is not that analogy 'twixt discords.
As between things but merely opposite.

Are. There is your error: for as Hermes' wand
Charms the disorders of tumultuous ghosts;
And as the strife of Chaos then did cease,
When better light than Nature's did arrive:

So, what could never in itself agree.
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Forgetteth the eccentric property,
And at her sight turns forthwith regular,
Whose sceptre guides the flowing ocean:
And though it did not, yet the most of them

Being either courtiers, or not wholly rude,

Respect of majesty, the place, and presence.
Will keep them within ring, especially
When they are not presented as themselves.
But masqued like others: for, in troth, not so
To incorporate them, could be nothing else.

Than like a state ungovern'd, without laws.
Or body made of nothing but diseases:

The one, through impotency, poor and wretched;
The other, for the anarchy, absurd.

Cri. But, lady, for the revellers themselves,
It would be better, in my poor conceit.
That others were employ'd; for such as are

Unfit to be in Cj'^nthia's court, can seem
No less unfit to be in Cynthia's sports.

Are. That, Crites, is not purposed without
Particular knowledge of the goddess' mind;
Who holding true intelhgence, what follies

Had crept into her palace, she resolved
Of sports and triumphs, under that pretext,
To have them muster in their pomp and fulness.
That so she might more strictly, and to root.
Effect the reformation she intends.

Cri. I now conceive her heavenly drift in all.

And will apply my spirits to serve her will.

O thou, the very power by which I am.
And but for which it were in vain to be,

Cliief next Diana, virgin heavenly fair,

Admired Arete, of them admired
Whose souls are not enkindled by the sense.
Disdain not my chaste fire, but feed the flame
Devoted truly to thy gracious name.

Are. Leave to suspect us: Crites well shall find.
As we are now most dear, we'll prove most kind.

{Within.] Arete!

Are. Hark, I am call'd. [Exit.
Cri. I follow instantly.

Phoebus Apollo, if with ancient rites.

And due devotions, I have ever hung
Elaborate Paeans on thy golden shrine.
Or sung thy triumphs in a lofty strain.

Fit for a theatre of gods to hear:

And thou, the other son of mighty Jove,

Cyllenian Mercury, sweet Maia's joy.
If in the busy tumults of the mind
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My path thou ever hast illumined.
For which thine altars I have oft perfumed.
And deck'd thy statues with discolour'd flowers:

Now thrive invention in this glorious court,
That not of bounty only, but of right,

Cynthia may grtice, and give it life by sight. [Exit.

SCEXE III.

Enter Hbspebtjs, Cynthia, Arete, Timb, Phboubsis, and
Thaotwa.

Music accompanied. Hesperus singa.

Queen and huntress, chaste and fair,

Now the sun is laid to sleep,
Seated in thy silver chair.

State in wonted manner keep:
Hesperus entreat.? thy light,

Goddess, excellently bright.

Earth, let not thy envious shade
Dare itself to interpose;

Cynthia's shining orb was made
Heav'n to clear, when day did close:

Bless us then with wished sight,
Goddess excellently bright.

Lay thy bow of pearl apart.
And thy crystal shining quiver;
Give unto the flying hart

Space to breathe, how short soever:

Thou that mak'st a day of night.
Goddess excellently bright.

Cyn. When hath Diana, like an envious wretch.
That ghtters only to his soothed self.

Denying to the world the precious use

Of hoarded wealth, withheld her friendly aid?

Monthly we spend our still-repaired shine,

And not forbid our virgin-waxen torch

To burn and blaze, while nutriment doth last:

Tliat once consumed, out of Jove's treasury
A new V, e take, and stick it in our sphere.
To give the mutinous kind of wanting men
Their look'd-for light. Yet what is their desert T

Bounty is wrong'd, interpreted as due;
Mortals can challenge not a ray, by right,
Yet do expect the whole of Cynthia's light.

But if that deities withdrew their gifts

For human folUes, what could men deserve

But death and darkness ? It behoves the high.
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For their own sakes, to do things worthily.
Are. Most true, most Bacred goddess; for the heavens

Receive no good of all the good they do:
Nor Jove, nor j'ou, nor other heavenl}'^ Powers,
Are fed with fumes which do from incense rise.

Or sacrifices reeking in their gore;
Yet, for the care which you of mortals have,

(Whose proper good it is that they be so,)
You well are pleased with odours redolent:
But ignorant is all the race of men.
Which still complains, not knowing why, or when.

Cyn. Else, noble Arete, they would not blame.
And tax, or for unjust, or for as proud.
Thy Cynthia, in the things which are indeed
The greatest glories in our starry crown;
Such is our chastity, which safely scorns.
Not love, for who more fervently doth love

Immortal honour, and divine renown ?

But giddy Cupid, Venus' fiantic son.

Yet, Arete, if by this veiled light
We but discover'd (what we not discern)

Any the least of imputations stand

Ready to sprinkle our unspotted fame
Vrith note of lightness, from these revels near;
Not, for the empire of the universe,
Should night, or court, tMs whatsoever shine,
Or grace of ours, unhappily enjoy.
Place and occasion are two privy thieves.
And from poor innocent ladies often steal

The best of things, an honourable name;
To stay with folhes, or where faults may be,
Infers a crime, although the party free.

Are. How Cynthiardy, that is, how worthily
And like herself, the matchless Cynthia speaks !

Infinite jealousies, infinite regards.
Do watch about the true virginity:
But Phoebe lives from all, not ordy fault,
But as from thought, so from suspicion free.

Thy presence broad-seals our delights for pure;
What's done in Cynthia's sight, is done secure.

Ct/n. That then so answer'd, dearest Arete,
What th' argument, or of what sort our sporta
Are like to be this night, I not demand.

Nothing which duty, and desire to please.
Bears written in the forehead, comes amiss.
But unto whose invention must we owe
The complement of this night's furniture ?

Are. Excellent goddess, to a man's, whose worth.
Without hyperbole, I thus may praise;
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C le at least studious of deserving well,

And, to speak truth, indeed deserving welL
Potential merit stands for actual,

WTiere only opportunity doth want.
Not will, nor power; both which in him abound.
One whom the Muses and Minerva love;
For whom should they, than Crites, more esteem.
Whom Phoebus, though not Fortune, holdeth dear T

And, which convinceth excellence in him,
A principal admirer of yourself.
Even through the ungentle injuries of Fate,
And difficulties, which do virtue choke.
Thus much of him appears. What other things
Of farther note do he unborn in him.
Them I do leave for cherishment to shew.
And for a goddess graciously to judge.

Cyn. We have already judged him. Arete,
Nor are we ignorant how noble minds
Suffer too much through those indignities
Which times and vicious persons cast on them.
Ourself have ever vowed to esteem
As virtue for itself, so fortune, base;
Who's first in worth, the same be first in place.
Nor farther notice. Arete, we crave

Than thine approval's sovereign warranty:
Let 't be thy care to make us known to him;

Cynthia shall brighten what the world made, dim. [Exit Areit

The First Masque.

Enter Cupib, disguised as Anteros, followed by Storg6, Aglaia,

Euphantaste, and Apheleia.

Cup. Clear pearl of heaven, and, not to he farther ambitioua in

titles, Cynthia ! thefame of this illiustrunis night, among others, hath also

draum these faur fair virgins from the palace of their qtieen Perfection,

(o word which makes no sufficient difference betwixt her' a and thine,)

to visit thy imperial court : for she, their sovereign, not finding where

to dwell among men, before her return to heaven, advised them wholly
to consecrate themselves to thy celestial service, as in whose clear spirit

{the proper element and sphere of virtue) they should behold not her

alone, their ever-honoured mistress, bui themselves (more truly them-

selves) to live enthronised. Herself would have commended them unto

thy favour more particularly, but that she knows no commendation is

more available with thee, than thai of proper virtue. Nevertheless sh^

willed them to present this crystal mound, a note of monarchy, and

symbol of perfection, to thy more worthy deity ; which, as liere by me

they most humbly do, so amongst the rarities thereof, that is the chief,

to shew whatsoever the world hath excellent, howsoever remote and
various. But your irradiate judgment will soon discover the secrets
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of this little crystal toorld. Themselves, to appear more plainly,
because they know nothing more odious than false pretexts, have chosen
to express their several qualities thus in several colours.

The first, in citron colour, is natural affection, which, given us to

procure our good, is sometime called Storge ; and as every one is

nearest to himself, so this handmaid of reason, alknoable Self-love, as
it is without harm, so are none without it : her place in the court of
Perfection was to quicken minds in the pursuit of honour. Her device

is a perpendicular level, upon a cube or square ; the word, se suo

modulo; alluding to that trv,e measure of one's self, which, as every
one ought to make, so is it most conspicuous in thy divine example.
The second, in green, is Aglaia, delectable and pleasant conversation,

whose property is to move a kindly delight, and sometime not unthout

laughter : her office to entertain assemblies, and keep societies together
withfair familiarity. Her device, within a ring of clouds, a heart with
shine about it ; the word, curarmn nubila pello : an allegory of
Cynthia's light, which no less clears the sky than her fair mirth the

heart.

The third, in the discoloured mantle spangled all over, is Euphantaste.
a well-conceited Wittiness, and employed in honouring the court tvith

the riches of her pure invention. Her device, upon a Peta,sus, or

Mercurial hat, a crescent ; the word, sic laus ingenii; inferring that

the praise and glory of wit doth ever in/yrease, as doth thy growing moon.
The fourth, in white, is Apheleia, a nymph as pure and simple as

the soul, or as an abmse table, and is therefore called Simplicity ;

without folds, unthout plaits, without colour, without counterfeit ; and

{to speak plainly) plainness itself. Her device is no device. The
word under her silver shield, omnis abest fucus; alluding to thy spot-
less self, who art as far from impurity asfrom mortality.

Myself, celestial goddess, more fit for the court of Cynthia than the

arbours of Cytherea, am called Anteros, or Love's enemy ; the more
welcome therefore to thy court, and the fitter to conduct this qtiateriiion,

who, as they are thy professed votaries, and for that cause adversaries

to Love, yet thee, perpetunl virgin, they both love, and vow to lovt

eternally.

Re-enter Aeete, with Cbites.

Cyn. Not without wonder, nor without delight,
Mine eyes have view'd, in contemplation's depth.
This work of wit, divine and excellent:

What shape, what substance, or what unknown power.
In virgin's habit, crown'd with laurel leaves.
And olive-branches woven in between.
On sea-girt rocks, like to a goddess shines 1

O front! O face! O all celestial, sure,
And more than mortal ! Arete, behold
Another Cynthia, and another queen.
Whose glory, like a lasting plenilune.
Seems ignorant of what it is to wane.
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Nor under heaven an object could be found
More lit to please. Let Crites make approach.
Bounty forbids to paJl our thanka with stay,
Or to defer our favour, after view:
The time of grace is, when the cause is new.

Are. Lo, here the man, celestial Delia,
Who (like a circle bounded in itself)

Contains as much as man in fulness may.
Lo, here the man, who not of usual earth,
But of that nobler and more precious mould
Which Phoebus' self doth temper, ia composed;
And who, though all were wanting to reward.
Yet to himself he would not wanting be:

Thy favour's gain ia his ambition's most.
And labour's best; who (humble in his height.)
Stands fixed silent in thy glorious sight.

Cyn. With no less pleasure than we hav« beheld
This precious crystal work of rarest wit.
Our eye doth read thee, now instiled, our Crites;
Whom learning, virtue, and our favour last,

Exempteth from the gloomy multitude.
With common eye the Supreme should not see:

Henceforth be ours, the more thyself to be.

Cri. Heaven's purest light, whose orb may be eclipsed^
But not thy praise; divinest Cynthia!
How much too narrow for so high a grace,
Thine (save therein) the most unworthy Crites

Doth find himself! for ever shine thy fame;
Thine honours ever, as thy beauties do.

In me they must, my dark world's chiefest fights.

By whose propitious beams my powers are raised

To hope some part of those most lofty points.
Which blessed Arete hath pleased to name.
As marks, to which my endeavour's steps should bend:

Aline, as begun at thee, in thee must end.

Thb Second Masque.

Enter Mercubt as a page, introducing Eucosmos, Eupathes,
Eutolmos, and Eucolos.

Mer. Sister of Phosbus, to whose bright orb we owe, that we not

complain of his absence ; these four brethren (for they are brethren,

and sons of Eutaxia, a lady knmon, and highly beloved of your re-

splendent deity) not able to be absent, when Cynthia held a solemnity,

officiously insinuate themselves into thy presence : for, as there art

four cardinal virtues, upon which the whole frame of the court doth

move, so are these the four cardinal properties, without which the body

of compliment moveth not. With these four silver javelins, (which they
bear in their hands) they support in princes' courts the state of the
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presence, as by office they are obliged: which, thongh here they may
seem swperfliuiuSy yet, for honour's sake, they thus presume to visit thee,

having also been employed in the palace of queen Perfection. Ajui

though to them that loould make themselves gracious to a goddess,

sacrifices were fitter than presents, or impresses, yet they both hope thy

favour, and {in place of either) use several symbols, containing the titles

of thy imperial dignity.

First, the hilhermost, in the changeable blue and green robe, is the

commendably-fashioned gallant, Eucosmos; whose courtly habit is the

grace of the presence, and delight of the surveying eye; whom ladies

understand by the names of Neat and Elegant. His symbol is, divse

virgini. in which he would express thy deity's principal glory, which

Juith ever been virginity.
The second, in the rich accoutrement, and robe of purple, empaled

with gold, is Eupathes; who entertains his mind with an harmless,

but not incurious variety; all the objects of his senses are sumptxwus,

himself a gallant, that, without excess, can make use of superfiuity,

go richly in embroideries, jewels, and what not, ivithout vanity, and

fare delicately without gluttony; and therefore (not witJwut cause) is

universally thought to be of fine humour. His -vjmbol is, divse optimap;
an attribute to express thy goodness, in which thou so resemblest Jove

thy father.
The third, in the blush-coloured suit, is Eutolmos, as duly respecting

others, as never neglecting himself ; commonly known by the title of

good Audacity; to courts and courtly assemblies a guest most acceptable.

His symbol is, divae viragini; to express thy hardy courage in chase

of savage beasts, which harbour in woods and loildernesses.

The fourth, in watchet tinsel, is the kind and truly benefique EuM)los,

who imparteth not without respect, but yet without difficulty, and Jiath

the happiness to make every kindness seem double, by the timely and

freely bestowing thereof. He is the chief of them, who by the vulgar are

said to be of good nature. His symbol is, divse maximae; an adjunct
to signify thy greatness, which in heaven, earth, and hell, is formidable.

Music. A Dance by the two Maf^ques joined, during which

Cupid and Mercury retire to the side of the stage.

Cup. Is not that Amorphus, the traveller ?

Mer. As though it were not! do you not see how his legs are in

travail with a measure?

Cup. Hedon, thy master is next.

Mer. What, will Cupid turn nomenclator, and cry them ?

Cup. No, faith, but I have a comedy toward, that would not be

lost for a kingdom.
Mer. In good time, for Cupid will prove the comedy.

Cup. Mercury, I am studying how to match them.

Mer. How to mismatch them were harder.

Cup. The}' are the nymphs must do it; I shall sport myself with

their passions above measure.
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Mer. Those nymphs would be tamed a little indeed, but I fear

thou hast not arrows for the purpose.

Cup. O yes, here be of all sorts, flights, rovers, and butt-shafts.

But I can wound with a brandish, and never draw bow for the

matter.

Mer. I cannot but beheve it, my invisible archer, and yet methinka

you are tedious.

Cup. It behoves me to be somewhat circumspect, Mercury; for

if Cynthia hear the twang of my bow, she'll go near to whip me
with the string; therefore, to prevent that, I thus discharge a

brandish upon it makes no matter which of the couples. Plian-

ttiste and Amorphus, at you. [ Waves his arrow at them.

Mer. Will the shaking of a shaft strike them into such a fever of

aflFection ?

Cup. As well as the wink of an eye: but, I pray thee, hinder me
not with thy prattle.

Mer. Jove forbid I hinder thee; Marry, all that I fear is Cyn-
thia's presence, which, with the cold of her chastity, casteth such

an antiperistasis about the place, that no heat of thine will tarry
with the patient.

Cup. It will tarry the rather, for the antiperistasis will keep it in.

Mer. I long to see the experiment.

Cup. Why, their marrow boils already, or they are all turn'd

eunuchs.

Mer. Nay, an't be so, I'll give over speaking, and be a spectator

only. [The first dance ends.

Amo. Cynthia, by my bright soul, is a right exquisite and splen-
didious lady; yet Amorphus, I think, hath seen more fashions, I

am sure more countries; but whether I have or not, what need we

gaze on Cynthia, that have ourself to admire ?

Pha. 0, excellent Cynthia I yet if Phantaste sat where she does,

and had such attire on her head, (for attire can do much,) I say no

more—but goddesses are goddesses, and Phantaste is as she is ! I

would the revels were done once, I might go to my school of glass

again, and learn to do myself right after all this ruffling.

[Music; they begin the second dance.

Mer. How now, Cupid? here's a wonderful change with your
brandish ! do you not hear how they dote ?

Cup. What prodigy is this? no word of love, no mentton, no

motion !

Mer. Not a word, my little ignis fatue, not a word.

Cup. Are my darts enchanted? is their vigour gone? is their

virtue—
Mer. What! Cupid turned jealous of himself? ha, ha, ha!

Cup. Laughs Mercury?
Mer. Is Cupid angry?
Cup. Hath he not cause, when his purpose is so deluded?

Mer. A rare comedy, it shall be entitled Cupid's ?

Cup. Do not scorn us, Hermes.
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Mer. Choler and Cupid are two fiery things; I scorn them not.

But I see that come to pass which I presaged in the beginning.

Cup. You cannot tell: perhaps the physic will not work so soon

upon some as upon others. It may be the rest are not so resty.
Mer. Ex ungue ; you know the old adage, or these so are the

remainder.

Cup. I'll try: this is the same shaft with which I wounded

Argurion. [ Waves his arrow again.
Mer. Ay, but let me save you a labour, Cupid: there were certain

bottles of water fetch'd, and drunk off since that time, by these

gallants.

Cup. Jove strike me into the earth ! the Fountain of Self-love !

Mer. Nay, faint not, Cupid.

Cup. I remember'd it not.

Mer. Faith, it was ominous to take the name of Anteros upon
you; you know not what charm or enchantment lies in the word:

you saw, I durst not venture upon any device in our presentment,
but was content to be no other than a simple page. Your arrows'

properties, (to keep decorum,) Cupid, are suited, it should seem, to

the nature of him you personate.

Cup. Indignity not to be borne!
Mer. Nay rather, an attempt to have been forborne.

[The second dance ends.

Cup. How might I revenge myself on this insulting Mercury?
there's Crites, his minion, he has not tasted of this water. {Waves
his arrow at Criies.^ It shall be so. Is Crites turn'd dotard on
himself too ?

Mer. That follows not, because the venom of your shafts cannot

pierce him, Cupid.

Cup. Aa though there were one antidote for these, and another
for him.

Mer. As though there were not; or, as if one effect might not

arise of divers causes ? \^1iat say you to Cynthia, Arete, Phronesis,

Time, and others there?

Cup. They are divine.

Mer. And Crites aspires to be so.

{Mu^ic; they begin the third dance.

Cup. But that shall not serve him.

Mer. 'Tis like to do it, at this time. But Cupid is grown too

covetous, that will not spare one of a multitude.

Cup. One is more than a multitude.

Mer. Arete's favour makes any one shot-proof against thee,

Cupid. I pray thee, Ught honey-bee, remember thou art not now
in Adonis' garden, but in Cynthia's presence, where thorns lie in

garrison about the roses. Soft, Cynthia speaks.

Cyn. Ladies and gallants of our court, to end.
And give a timely period to our sports,
Let us conclude them with declining night;
Our empire is but of the darker half.
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And if you judge it any recompence
For your fair pains, t' have earn'd Diana's thanks,
Diana grants them, and bestows their crown
To gratify your acceptable zeal.

For you are they, that not, as some have done,
Do censure us, as too severe and sour,

But as, more rightly, gracious to the good;
Although we not deny, unto the proud.
Or the profane, perhaps indeed austere:

For so Aotaeon, by presuming far.

Did, to our grief, incur a fatal doom;
And so, swoln Niobe, comparing more
Than he presumed, was trophaeed into stone.

But are we therefore judged too extreme?

Seems it no crime to enter sacred bowers.
And hallow'd places, with impure aspect.
Most lewdly to pollute ? Seems it no crime
To brave a deity ? Let mortals learn

To make reUgion of offending heaven.

And not at all to censure powers divine.

To men this argument should stand for firm,

A goddess did it, therefore it was good:
We are not cruel, nor delight in blood.—
But what have serious repetitions
To do with revels, and the sports of court?

We not intend to sour your late delights
With harsh expostulation. Let it suffice

That we take notice, and can take revenge
Of these calumnious and lewd blasphemies.
For we are no less Cynthia than we were,
Nor is our power, but as ourself, the same:

Though we have now put on no tire of shine.

But mortal eyes undazzled may endure.

Years are beneath the spheres, and time makes weak

Things under heaven, not powers which govern heaven.

And though ourself be in ourself secure,

Yet let not mortals challenge to themselves

Immunity from thence. Lo, this is all:

Honour hath store of spleen, but wanteth gall.

Once more we cast the slumber of our thanks

On your ta'en toil, which here let take an end.

And that we not mistake your several worths.
Nor you our favour, from yourselves remove
What makes you not yourselves, those clouds of masque
Particular pains particular thanks do ask. [The dancers unmask.

How! let me view you. Ha! are we contemn'd T

Is there so Uttle awe of our disdain.

That any (under trust of their disguise)

Should mix themselves with others of the court,
1

li
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And, without forehead, boldly press so far.

As farther none ? How apt is lenity
To be abused 1 severity to be loath'd !

And yet, how much more doth the seeming face

Of neighbour virtues, and their borrow'd names.
Add of lewd boldness to loose vanities !

Who would have thought that Philautia durst
Or have usurped noble Storg^'s name,
Or with that theft have ventured on our eyes T

Who would have thought, that all of them should hope
So much of our connivence, as to come
To grace themselves with titles not their own T

Instead of med'cines, have we maladies ?

And such imposthumes as Phantaste is

Grow in our j)alace ? We must lance these sores.
Or all will putrify. Nor are these all.

For we suspect a farther fraud than this:

Take off our veil, that shadows many depart,
And shapes appear, beloved Arete So,

Another face of things presents itself,

Than did of late. What ! feather'd Cupid masqued,
And masked like Anteros? And stay! more strange!
Dear Mercury, our brother, like a page,
To countenance the ambush of the boy I

Nor endeth our discovery as yet:

Gelaia, like a nymph, that, but erewhile,
In male attire, did serve Anaides ?—
Cupid came hither to find sport and game,
Who heretofore hath been too conversant

Among our train, but never felt revenge;
And Mercury bare Cupid company.
Cupid, we must confess, this time of mirth,
Proclaim'd by us, gave opportunity
To thy attempts, although no privilege:

Tempt us no farther; we cannot endure

Thy presence longer; vanish hence, away! [Exit Cupid.
You, Mercury, we must entreat to stay.
And hear what we determine of the rest;
For in this plot we well perceive your hand
But, (for we mean not a censorian task.

And yet to lance these ulcers grown so ripe,)
Dear Arete, and Crites, to you two
We give the charge; impose what pains you please:
Th' incurable cut off, the rest reform.

Remembering ever what we first decreed.

Since revels were proclaim'd, let now none bleed.

Are. How well Diana can distinguish times,
And sort her censures, keeping to herself

The doom of gods, leaving the rest to us !

I
—

I 4S9
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Come, cite them, Crites, first, and then proceed.
Cri. First, Philautia, for she was the first.

Then light Gelaia in Aglaia's name,
Thirdly, Phantaste, and Moria next,
Main Follies all, and of the female crew:

Amorphus, or Eucosmoa' counterfeit,

Voluptuous Hedon ta'en for Eupathes,
Brazen Anaides, and Asotus last.

With his two pages, Morus and Prosaites;
And thou, the traveller's evil, Cos, approach.
Impostors all, and male deformities—

Are. Nay, forward, for I delegate my power.
And will that at thy mercy they do stand.
Whom they so oft, so plainly scorn'd beforn.

'Tis virtue which they want, and wanting it.

Honour no garment to their backs can fit.

Then, Crites, practise thy discretion.

Cri. Adored C^mthia, and bright Arete,
Another might seem fitter for this task.
Than Crites far, but that you judge not so:

For I (not to appear vindicative,
Or mindful of contempts, which I contemn'd.
As done of impotence) must be remiss:

Who, as I was the author, in some sort.

To work their knowledge into Cynthia's sight.
So should be much severer to revenge
The indignity hence issuing to her name:
But there's not one of these who are unpain'd.
Or by themselves unpunished; for vice

Is like a fury to the vicious mind.
And turns delight itself to punishment.
But we must forward, to define their doom.
You are ofifenders, that must be confess'd;
Do yon confess it ?

All. We do.

Cri. And that you merit sharp correction ?

AU. Yes.

Cri. Then we (reserving unto Delia's grace
Her farther pleasure, and to Arete
What Delia granteth) thus do sentence you:
That from this place (for penance known of all,

Since you have drunk so deeply of Self-love)

You, two and two, singing a Palinode,
March to your several homes by Niobe's stone,
And offer up two tears a-piece thereon.
That it may change the name, as you must change.
And of a stone be called Weeping-cross:
Because it standeth cross of Cynthia's way.
One of whose names is sacred Trivia.
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And after penance thus perform'd you paaa
In like set order, not as Midas did,

To wash his gold off into Tagus' stream;
But to the well of knowledge, HeUcon;

Where, purged of your present maladies.

Which are not few, nor slender, you become
Such as you fain would seem, and then return.

Offering your service to great Cynthia.
This is your sentence, if the goddess please
To ratify it with her high consent;
The scope of wise mirth unto fruit is bent.

Cyn. We do approve thy censure, belov'd Critea;

Which Mercury, thy true propitious friend,

(A deity next Jove beloved of us,)

Will undertake to see exactly done.

And for this service of discovery,
Perform'd b}' thee, in honour of our name.
We vow to guerdon it with such due grace
As shall become our bounty, and thy ji'.ace.

Princes that would their people should do well.

Must at themselves begin, as at the head;
For men, by their example, pattern out
Their imitations, and regard of laws:

A virtuous court, a world to virtue draws.

\^Exeunt Cynthia and her Nymphs, followed by Arete and Crites:—
Amorphus, Phanfa-ste, etc., go off the stage in pairs, singing
the following

PALINODE.

Amo. From Spanish shrugs, French faces, smirks, irpes, and ail

affected humours,
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us.

Pha. From secret friends, sweet servants, loves, doves, and such

fantastic humours.
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us.

Amo. From stabbing of arms, flap-dragons, healths, whiffs, and
all such swaggering humours,

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us.

Pha. From waving fans, coy glances, glicks, cringes, and all such

simpering humours,
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us.

Amo. From making love by attorney, courting of puppets, and

paying for new acquaintance,

Pha. From
paraquettoes,

Arrvo. Fron
and rings with poesies.

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us.

Pha. From perfumed dogs, monkies, sparrows, dildoes, and

Chorus. Good Mercury defend ua.

Arno. From wearing bracelets of hair, shoe-ties, gloves, garters.

Chorus. Good Mercurv defend ua.
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Pha. From pnrgetting, painting, slickint;. glazing, and renewing
old rivelied faces,

Chorus. Good Mercury defend u«.

Amo. From 'squiring to tilt yards, play-houses, pageants, and

&11 such public places,
Chorum. Good Mercury defend us.

Pha. Fiom entertaining one gallant to gull another, and making
fools of either,

Chorus. Good Mercurj'^ defend us.

Amo. From belying ladies' favours, noblemen's countenance,

coining counterfeit employments, vain-glorious taking to them

other men's services, and all self-loving humours.
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us.

Mekctjby and Crites sing.

Now each one dry his weeping eyes.

And to the Well of Knowledge haste;

Where, 'purged of your maladies.

You may of sweeter waters taste:

And, with refined voice, report

The grace of Cynthia, and her court.

[Exeuni

THE EPILOGUE.

Gentles, be't known to you, since I went in

I am turn'd rhymer, and do thus begin.
The author (jealous how your sense doth take

His travails) hath enjoined me to make
Some short and ceremonious epilogue;
But if I yet know what, I am a rogue:
He ties me to such laws as quite distract

Mj' thoughts, and would a year of time exact.

I neither must be faint, remiss, nor sorry.

Sour, serious, confident, nor peremptory;
But betwixt these. Let's see; to lay the blame

Upon the children's action, that were lame.

To crave your favour, with a begging knee,

Were to distrust the writer's faculty.

To promise better at the next we bring.

Prorogues disgrace, commends not any thing.

Stiffly to stand on this, and proudly approve
The play, might tax the maker of Self-love.

I'll only speak what I have heard him say,
"
By 'tis good, and if you hke't, you may,"

Ecce rvhet quidam, pallet, stupet, oscitat, odit

Hoc volo: nuric nobis carmina nostra placent.

I
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Would hide themselves within his maliced sides.

To whom I shall apply you. Stay ! the shine

Of this assembly here offeixds my sight:

ril darken thai first, and outface their grace.

Wonder not, if I stare: ihej^e fifteen iveeks,

So long as since the plot was but an euibrion.

Have I, with burning lights mixt vigilant thoughts.

In expectation of this hated play,

To which at last I am arrived as Prologue.

Nor would I you sh/ynld look for other looks,

Gesture, or compliment from me, than what

The infected bulk of Envy can afford:

For I am risse here rcith a covetous hope.

To blast your pleasures and destroy your sports.

With wrestings, comments, applications.

Spy-like suggestions, privy whisperings.

And tJiousand such promoting sleights as these.

Mark how I will begin: The scene is, ha !

Rome ? Rome ? and Rome ? Crack, eye-strings, and your haUa

Drop into exirth: let me be ever blind.

I am prevented; all my hopes are crost.

Check' d, and abated; fie, a freezing sireat

Flows forth at all my pores, my entrails bxtm:

What should I do ? Rome ! Rome ! my vext soul.

How might I force this to the present state ?

Are there no players here ? no poet apes.

That come with basilisk's eyes, whose forked tongues

Are tteeped in venom, as their hearts in gall ?

Either of these would help me; they could wrest.

Pervert, and poison all they hear or see.

With senseless glosses, and allusions.

Now, if you be good devils, fl.y
me not.

You know what dear and ample faculties

I have endoioed you with: III lend you more.

Here, take my snakes among you, come and eat.

And while the squeezed juice flows in your black jaws.

Help me to damn the author. Spit it forth

Upon his lines, and shew your rusty teeth

At every word, or accent: or else choose

Out of my longest vipers, to stick down

In your deep throats; and let the h^nds come forth

At your rank mouths; that he may see you arm'd

With triple malice, to hiss, sting, and tear

His work and him; to forge, and then declaim,

Traduce, corrupt, apply, inform, suggest;

O, these are gifts wherein your sovls are blest.

What ? do you hide yourselves ? unll none appear ?

None an.<twer ? what, doth this calm troop affright you f

Nay, then I do dejipair; doum, sink again:
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This travail is all lost with my dead hopes.

If in such bosoms spite have left to dwell.

Envy is not on earth, nor scarce in hell. [Descends slowly.

Tfie third sotmding.

Aa she disappears, enter Prologue hastily, in armour.

Stay, monster, ere thou sink—thus on thy head
Set we our bolder foot; with which we tread

Thy malice into earth: so Spite should die.

Despised and scorn'd by noble industry.

If any rnv-se why I salute the stage.
An armed Prologue; know, 'tis a dangerous age:
Wherein who writes, had need present his scenes

Forty-fold proof against the conjuring means

Of base detractors, and illiterate apes.
Thai fill up rooms in fair andforrruil shapes.
'Oainst these, have we put on this forced defence:

Whereof the allegory and hid sense

Is, that a well erected confidence
Can fright their pride, and laugh their folly hence.

Here now, put case our author should,, once more.
Swear that his play were good; he doth implore,
Tou would not argue him of arrogance:
Huwe'er that common spawn of ignorance^
Our fry of writers, may beslime his fame.
And give his action that adulterate name.
Such full-blnum. vanity he more doth loth.

Than base dejection; there's a mean 'tioixt both.
Which with a constant firmness he pursues.
As one that knows the strength of his ovm, Muse,
And this he hopes all free sonls will allow:

Others that take it with a rugged brow.
Their moods he rather pities than enviis:

His mind it is above their injuries.

ACT I

SCENE I.—Scene draws, and discovers Ovro in his etudy,

Ovid. Then, when this body falls in funeral fire.

My name shall live, and my best part aspire.

It shall go 80.

Enter LtTSCUS, tvith a goum and cap.

Lusc. Young master, master Ovid, do you hear? Gods a'mel

away with your songs and sonnets, and on with your gown and cap
quickly: here, here, your father will be a man of this room presently.
Come, nay, nay, nay, nay, be brief. These verses too, a poison on
*em! I cannot abide them, they make me ready to cast, bv the
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banks of Helicon! Nay. look, what a raacally untoward thing tfaip

poetry is; I could tear them now.
Ovid. Give me; how near is my father ?

Lusc. Heart a'man: get a law book in your hand, I will not

answer you else. [Ovid puts on his cap and goicn.] Why so! now
there's some formality in you. By Jove, and three or four of the

gods more, I am right of mine old master's humour for that; this

villainous poetry will undo you, by the welkin.

Ovid. What, hast thou buskins on, Luscus, that thou sweareat

so tragically and high ?

Lusc. No, but I have boots on, sir, and so has your father too by
this time; for he call'd for them ere I came from the lodging.

Ovid. Why, was he no readier?

Lusc. no; and there was the mad skeldering captain, with the

velvet arms, ready to lay hold on him as he comes down: he that

presses every man he meets, with an oath to lend him money, and

cries, Thou must doH, old boy, as thou art a man, a man of worship.
Ovid. Who, Pantilius Tucca ?

Lus. Ay, he; and I met little master Lupus, the tribune, going
thither too.

Ovid. Nay, an he be under their arrest, I may with safety enough
read over my elegy before he come.

Lais. Gods a'me! what will you do? why. young master, you
are not Castalian mad, lunatic, frantic, desperate, ha!

Ovid. What ailest thou, Luscus?
Lus. God be with you, sir; I'll leave you to your poetical fancies,

and furies. I'll not be guilty, I. lExii.

Ovid. Be not, good ignorance. I'm glad th'art gone;
For thus alone, our ear shall better judge
The hasty errors of our morning muse.

Envy, why turifst thou me my time's spent ill.

And caWst my verse, fruits of an idle quill ?

Or that, unlike the line from whence I sprung.
War's dvMy honours I pursue not young ?

Or that I study not the tedious laws,

A nd prostitute my voice in every cause f

Thy scope is mortal; mine eternal fame.
Which through the world shall ever chauni my name.

Homer will live whilst Tenedos stands, and Ide,

Or, to the seu, fleet Simois doth slide:

And so shall Ilesiod too, while vines do hear.

Or crooked sickles crop the ripen'd ear.

Callimachus, though in invention low.

Shall still be sung, since he in art doth flow.

No loss shall come to Sophocles' proud vein;

With sun and moon, Aratus sliall remain.

While slaves be false, fathers hard, and bawds be whorish

Whilst harlots flatter, shall Menander flourish.



The Poetaster 237
Ennius, though rude, and Accius's high-rear'd strain,
A fresh applause in every age shall gain.

Of Varro's name, what ear shall not he told.

Of Jason's Argo and the fleece of gold ?

Then shall Lucretius' lofty nurnbers die.

When earth and seas in fire and flame shall fry.

Tityriis, Tillage, ^Enee shall he read.
Whilst Rome of all the conquered world is head I

Till Cupid's fires be out, and his bow broken.

Thy verses, neat Tibullu^, shall be spoken.
Our Oallus shall be known from east to west;
So shall Lycoris, whom he now loves best.

The suffering plough-share or the flint may wear;
But heavenly Poesy no death can fear.

Kings shall give place to it, and kingly shows,
The banks o'er which gold-bearing Tagus flows.
Kneel hinds to trash: me let bright Phabus swell

With cups full floijoing from the Muses' well.

Frost-fearing myrtle shall impale my head.
And of sad lovers I he often read.

Envy the living, not the dead, doth bite !

For after death all men receive their right.

Then, when this body falls in funeral fire.

My name shall live, and my best part aspire.

Enter Oxm senior, followed by Luscus, Tucca, and LtTPtrs.

Ovid se. Your name shall live, indeed, sir! you say true: but how
infamously, how scorn'd and contemn'd in the eyes and ears of the
best and gravest Romans, that you think not on; you never so
much as dream of that. Are these the fruits of all my travail and
expenses? Is this the scope and aim of thy studies? Are these
the hopeful courses, wherewath I have so long flattered my expecta-
tion from thee? Verses! Poetry! Ovid, whom I thought to see
the pleader, become Ovid the play-maker!

Ovid ju. No, sir.

Ovid se. Yes, sir; I hear of a tragedy of yours coming forth for
the common players there, call'd Medea. By my household gods,
if I come to the acting of it, I'll add one tragic part more than ia

yet expected to it: believe me, when I promise it. What! shall I

have my son a stager now? an enghle for players? a gull, a rook,
a shot-clog, to make suppers, and be laugh'd at? Publius, I will

set thee on the funeral pile first.

Ovid ju. Sir, I beseech you to have patience.
Lus. Nay, this 'tis to have your ears damn'd up to good counsel.

I did augur all this to him beforehand, without poring into an ox's

paunch for the matter, and yet he would not be scrupulous.
Tuc. How now, goodraan slave! what, rowly-powly? all rivals,

rascal? Why, my master of worship, dost hear? are these thy
best projects ? is this thy designs and thy disciphne, to suffer knaves

I
—*i 489
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to be competitors with commaaders and gentlemen? Are we

parallels, rascal, are we parallels ?

Ovid se. Sirrah, go get my horses ready. You'll still be prating.
Tuc. Do, you perpetual stinkard, do, go; talk to tapsters and

ostlers, you slave; they are in your element, go; here be the

emperor's captains, you raggamuifin rascal, and not your comrades.

[Exit Luscus.

Lup. Indeed, Marcus Ovid, these players are an idle generation,
and do much harm in a state, corrupt young gentry very much, I

know it; I have not been a tribune thus long and observed nothing:
besides, they will rob us, us, that are magistrates, of our respect,

bring ua upon their stages, and make us ridiculous to the plebeians;

they will play you or me, the wisest men they can come by still, only
to bring us in contempt with the vulgar, and make us cheap.

Tur. Thou art in the right, my venerable cropshin, they will

indeed; the tongue of the oracle never twang'd truer. Your
courtier cannot kiss his mistress's slippers in quiet for them; nor

your white innocent gallant pawn his revelling suit to make his

punk a supper. An honest decayed commander cannot ekelder,

cheat, nor be seen in a bawdy-house, but he shall be straight in one

of their wormwood comedies. They are grown hcentious, the

rogues; libertines, flat Ubertines. They forget they are in the

statute, the rascals ; they are blazon'd there ; there they are trick'd,

they and their pedigrees; they need no other heralds, I wiss.

Ovid se. Methinks, if nothing else, yet this alone, the very reading
of the public edicts, should fright thee from commerce with them,
and give thee distaste enough of their actions. But this betrays
what a student you are, this argues your proficiency in the law !

Ovid ju. They wrong me, sir, and do abuse you more,
That blow your ears with these untrue reports.
I am not known unto the open stage.
Nor do I traffic in their theatres:

Indeed, I do acknowledge, at request
Of some near friends, and honourable Romans,
I have begun a poem of that nature.

Ovid se. You have, sir, a poem ! and where is it ? That's the

law you study.
Ovid ju. Cornelius Gallus borrowed it to read.

Ovid se. Cornelius Gallus! there's another gallant too hath drunk
of the same poison, and Tibullus and Propertius. But these are

gentlemen of means and revenues now. Thou art a younger
brother, and hast nothing but they bare exhibition ; which I protest
shall be bare indeed, if thou forsake not these unprofitable by-

courses, and that timely too. Name me a profest poet, that his

poetry did ever afford him so much as a competency. Ay, your

god of poets there, whom all of you admire and reverence so much.
Homer, he whose worm-eaten statue must not be spewed against,
but with hallow'd lips and groveling adoration, what was he ? what
was he?
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Tuc. Marry, I'll tell thee, old swaggerer; he was a poor blind,

rhyming rascal, that lived obscurely up and down in booths and
tap-houses, and scarce ever made a good meal in his sleep, the
whoreson hungry beggar.

Ovid St. He says well:—nay, I know this nettles you now; but
answer me, is it not true? You'll tell me his name shall live; and
that now being dead his works have eternised him, and made him
divine: but could this divinity feed him while he lived? could his

name feast him ?

TxLC. Or purchase him a senator's revenue, could it?

Ovid St. Ay, or give him place ia the commonwealth ? worship,
or attendants ? make him be carried in his litter ?

Tmc. Thou speakest sentences, old Bias.

Lwp. All this the law will do, young sir, it you'll follow it.

Ovid se. If he be mine, he shall follow and observe what I will

apt him to, or I profess here openly and utterly to disclaim him.
Ovid ju. Sir, let me crave you will forego these moods;

I will be any thing, or study any thing;
I'll prove the unfashion'd body of the law
Pure elegance, and make her rugged'st strains

Run smoothly as Propertius' elegies.
Ovid se. Propertius' elegies ? good !

lAip. Nay, you take him too quickly, Marcus
Ovid se. Why, he cannot speak, he cannot think out of poetry; he

is bewitch'd with it.

Lup. Come, do not misprise him.
Ovid St. Misprise I ay, marry, I would have him use some such

words now; they have some touch, some taste of the law. He
should make hirnseLf a style out of these, and let his Propertius'
elegies go by.

Lnip. Indeed, young Pubhus, he that will now hit the mark, must
shoot through the law; we have no other planet reigns, and in that

sphere you may sit and sing with angels. Why, the law makes a
man happy, without respecting any other merit; a simple scholar,
or none at all, may be a lawyer.

Tv/:. He tells thee true, my noble neophyte; my little gram-
maticaster, he does: it shall never put thee to thy mathematics,
metaphysics, philosophy, and I know not what supposed suffi-

ciencies; if thou canst but have the patience to plod enough, talk,
and make a noise enough, be impudent enough, and 'tis enough.

hu,p. Three books will furnish you.
T«c. And the less art the better: besides, when it shall be in the

power of thy chevril conscience, to do right or wrong at thy pleasure,

my pretty Alcibiades.

Lup. Ay, and to have better men than himself, by many thousand

degrees, to observe him, and stand bare.

Tuc. True, and he to carry himself proud and stately, and have
the law on his side for't, old boy.

Ovid, St. Well, the day grows old, gentlemen, and I must leave
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you. Publiua, if thou wilt hold my favour, abandon these idle,

fruitless studies, that so bewitch thee. Send Janus home his back
face again, and look only forward to the law: intend that. 1 will

allow thee what shall suit thee in the rank of gentlemen, and main-
tain thy society with the best; and under these conditions I leave

thee. My blessings light upon thee, if thou respect them; if not,

mine eyes may drop for thee, but thine own heart will ache for itself;

and so farewell! What, are my horses come?
Lus. Yes, sir, they are at the gate without.

Ovid se. That's well.—Asinius Lupus, a word. Captain, I shall

take my leave of you ?

Tiic. No, my little old boy, dispatch with Cothurnus there: Til

attend thee, I—
Lus. To borrow some ten drachms: I know his project. [Aside.
Ovid se. Sir, you shall make me beholding to you. Now, captain

Tucca, what say you ?

Tuc. Why, what should I say, or what can I say, my flower o' the

order? Should I say thou art rich, or that thou art honourable, or

wise, or vaUant, or learned, or liberal ? why, thou art all these, and
thou knowest it, my noble Lucullus, thou knowest it. Come, be

not ashamed of thy virtues, old stump: honour's a good brooch to

wear in a man's hat at all times. Thou art the man of war's

Mecaenas, old boy. Why shouldst not thou be graced then by them,
&3 well as he is by his poets?

—
Enter Pyrgus and whispers Tucca.

How now, my carrier, what news?
Lus. The boy has stayed within for his cue this half-hour. [Aside.
Tuc. Come, do not whisper to me, but speak it out: what; it

is no treason against the state I hope, is it ?

Lus. Yes, against the state of my master's purse. {Aside, and exit.

Pyr. [alovd.l Sir, Agrippa desires you to forbear him till the next

week; his mules are not yet come up.
Tmc. His mules I now the bots, the spavin, and the glanders, and

some dozen diseases more, light on him and his mules ! What, have

they the yellows, his mules, that they come no faster ? or are they
foundered, ha ? his mules have the staggers belike, have they ?

Pyr. O no, sir;
—then your tongue might be suspected for one of

his mules. [Aside.
Tuc He owes me almost a talent, and he thinks to bear it away

with his mules, does he? Sirrah, you nutcracker, go your ways
to him again, and tell him I must have money, I: I cannot eat

stones and turfs, say. What, will he clem me and my followers?

ask him an he will clem me; do, go. He would have me fry my
jerkin, would he? Away, setter, away. Yet, stay, my Utile

tumbler, this old boy shall supply now. I will not trouble him, I

cannot be importunate, I ; I cannot be impudent.

Pyr. Alas, sir, no; you are the most maidenly blushing creature

npoD the earth. \Aside.
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Tuc. Dost thou hear, my little six and fifty, or thereabouts?

thou art not to learn the humoura and tricks of that old bald

cheater, Time ; thou hast not this chain for nothing. Men of worth
have their chimeras, as well as other creatures; and they do see
monsters sometimes, they do, they do, brave boy.

Pyr. Better cheap than he shall see you, I warrant him. {Asidt..
Tuc. Thou must let me have six—six drachms, I mean, old boy:

thou shalt do it; I tell thee, old boy, thou shalt, and in private too,
dost thou see?—Go, walk off: [to the Boy]—There, there. Six is

the sum. Thy son's a gallant spark and must not be put out of a

sudden. Come hither, Callimachus; thy father tells me thou art

too poetical, boy: thou must not be so; thou must leave them,
young novice, thou must; they are a sort of poor starved rascals,
that are ever wrapt up in foul linen; and can boast of nothing but
a lean visage, peering out of a seam-rent suit, the very emblems of

beggary. No, dost hear, turn lawyer, thou shalt be my soUcitor.—
'Tis right, old boy, is't?

Ovid se. You were best tell it, captain.
Tuc. No; fare thou well, mine honest horseman; and thou, old

beaver. [To Lupus]—Pray thee, Roman, when thou comest to town.
Bee me at my lodging, visit me sometimes ? thou shalt be welcome,
old boy. Do not balk me, good swaggerer. Jove keep thy chain
from pawning; go thy ways, if thou lack money I'll lend thee some;
I'll leave thee to thy horse now. Adieu.

Ovid se. Farewell, good captain.
Tuc. Boy, you can have but half a share now, boy.

[Exit, followed by Pyrgv^.
Ovid se. 'Tis a strange boldness that accompanies this fellow.—

Come.
Ovid ju. I'll give attendance on you to your horse, sir, please you.
Ovid St. No; keep your chamber, and fall to your studies; do so:

The gods of Rome bless thee ! [Exit tcith Lupas.
Ovid jv. And give me stomach to digest this law:

That should have follow'd sure, had I been he.

0, sacred Poesy, thou spirit of arts.

The soul of science, and the queen of souls;
What profane violence, almost sacrilege.
Hath here been offered thy divinities !

That thine own guiltless poverty should arm
Prodigious ignorance to wound thee thus !

For thence is all their force of argument
Drawn forth against thee; or, from the abuse
Of thy great powers in adulterate brains:

Wben, would men learn but to distinguish spiritg
And set true difference 'twixt those jaded wits

That run a broken pace for common hire,

And the high raptures of a happy muse,
Borne on the wings of her immortal thought.
That kicks at ear h with a disdainful heel.
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And beats ;),t beaven gates with her bright hoofs;

They would not then, with such distorted faces,

And desperate censures, stab at Poesy.

They woiild aumii-e bright knowledge, and their minds
Should ne'er descend on so unworthy objects
As gold, or titles; they would dread far more
To be thought ignorant, than be known poor.
The time was once, when wit drown'd wealth; but now,
Your only barbarism is t'have wit, and want.

No matter now in virtue who excels.

He that hath coin, hath all perfection else.

Tib. [within.] Ovid!
Ovid. Who's there ? Come in.

Eriier Tibullus.

Tib. Good morrow, lawyer.
Ovid. Good morrow, dear Tibullus; welcome: sit down.
Tib. Not I. What, so hard at it? Let's see, what'a here?

Numa in decirno nono I Nay, I will see it—
Omd. Prithee away—
Tib. // thrice in fi.eld a man vanquish his foe,

'Tis after in his choice to serve or no.

How, now, Ovid ! Law cases in verse ?

Ovid. In truth, I know not; they run from my pen unwittingly
if they be verse. What's the news abroad ?

Tib. OS with this gown; I come to have thee walk.

Ovid. No, good Tibullus, I'm not now in case.

Pray let me alone.

Tib. How! not in case?

Slight, thou'rt in too much case, by all this law.

Ovid. Troth, if I live, I will new dress the law

In sprightly Poesy's habiliments.

Tib. The hell thou wilt ! What ! turn law into verse

Thy father has school'd thee, I see. Here, read that same;
There's subject for you; and, if I mistake not,

A supersedeas to your melancholy.
Omd. How! subscribed Julia/ my life, my heaven I

Tib. Is the mood changed ?

Ovid. Music of wit ! note for th' harmonious spheres 1

Celestial accents, how you ravish me !

Tib. What is it, Ovid ?

Ovid. That I must meet my Julia, the princess Julia.

Tib. Wliere?

Ovid. Why, at

Heart, Fve forgot; my passion so transports me.

Tib. I'll save your pains: it is at Albius' house,
The jeweller's, where the fair Lycoris lies.

Ovid. Who ? Cytheris, Cornelius Gallus" love ?

Tib. Ay, he'll be there too, and my Plautia.
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Ovid. And why not your Delia ?

Tib. Yes, and your Corinna.

Ovid. True; but, my sweet Tibullus, keep that secret

I would not, for all Rome, it should be thought
I veil bright Julia underneath that name:

Julia, the gem and jewel of my soul,

That takes her honours from the golden sky.
As beauty doth all lustre from her eye.
The air respires the pure Elysian sweets

In which she breathes, and from her looks descend

The glories of the summer. Heaven she is,

Praised in herself above all praise; and he

Which hears her speak, would swear the tuneful orbs

Turn'd in his zenith only.
Tib. Publius, thou'lt lose thyself.
Ovid. 0, in no labyrinth can I safeUer err,

Than when I lose myself in praising her.

Hence, law, and welcome Muses, though not rich.

Yet are you pleasing: let's be reconciled.

And new made one. Henceforth, I promise faith

And all my serious hours to spend with you ;

With you, whose music striketh on my heart.

And with bewitching tones steals forth my spirit.

In Julia's name; fair Julia: Julia's love

Shall be a law, and that sweet law I'll study.
The law and art of sacred Julia's love:

All other objects will but abjects prove.
Tib. Come, we shall have thee as passionate as Propertins, anon.

Ovid. O, how does my Sextus?

Tib. Faith, full of sorrow for his Cynthia's death.

Ovid. What, still?

Tib. Still, and still more, his griefs do grow upon him
As do his hours. Never did I know
An understanding spirit so take to heart

The common work of Fate.

Ovid. O, my Tibullus,

Let us not blame him; for against such chances

The heartiest strife of virtue is not proof.
We may read constancy and fortitude

To other souls; but had ourselves been struck

With the like planet, had oiir loves, like his.

Been ravish'd from us by injurious death,

And in the height and heat of our best days.
It would have crack'd our sinews, shrunk our veins,

And made our very heart-strings jar, like his.

Come, let's go take him forth, and prove if mirth

Or company will but abate his passion.
Tib. Content, and I implore the gods it may. [BxaunL
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ACT II

SCENE I.—A Room, in Albitts's House.

Enter Albitts and Ceispinus.

Alh. Master Crisynnus, you are welcome: pray use a stool, sir.

Your cousin Cytheris will come down presently. We are so busy
for the receiving of these courtiers here, that I can scarce be a

minute with myself, for thinking of them: Pray you sit, sir; pray
you sit, sir.

Crisp. I am very well, sir. Never trust me, but your are most

delicately seated here, full of sweet delight and blandishment 1 an
excellent air, an excellent air !

Alh. Ay, sir, 'tis a pretty air. These courtiers run in my mind
still; I must look out. For Jupiter's sake, sit, sir; or please you
walk into the garden ? There's a garden on the back-side.

Crisp. I am most strenuously well, I thank you, sir.

AJh. Much good do you, .sir.

Enter Chloe, with tivo Maids.

Chloe. Come, bring those perfumes forward a little, and strew
some roses and violets here: Fie! here be rooms savour the most

pitifully rank that ever I felt. I cry the gods mercy, [sees Albi'>is.]

my husband's in the wind of us!

Alb. Why, this ia good, excellent, excellent! well said, my sweet

Chloe; trim up your house most obsequiously.
Chloe. For Vulcan's sake, breathe somewhere else; in troth you

overcome our perfumes exceedingly; you are too predominant.
Alb. Hear but my opinion, sweet wife.

Chloe. A pin for your pinion! In sincerity, if you be thus ful-

some to me in every thing, I'll be divorced. Gods my bod)' ! you
know what you were before I married you; I was a gentlewoman
bom, I; I lost all my friends to be a citizen's wife, because I heard,

indeed, they kept their wives as fine as ladies; and that we might
rule our husbands like ladies, and do what we listed; do you think
I would have married you else ?

Alh. I acknowledge, sweet wife:—she speaks the best of any
woman in Italy, and moves as mightily; which makes me, I had
rather she should make bumps on my head, as big as my two fingers,
than I would ofi'end her.—But, sweet wife—

ChU>t. Yet again ! Is it not grace enough for you, that I call you
husband, and you call me wife; but you must still be poking me,
against my will, to things?

Alb. But you know, wife, here are the greatest ladies, and

gallantest gentlemen of Rome, to be entertained in our house now;
and I would fain advise thee to entertain them in the best sort,

i' faith, wife.

Chloe. In sincerity, did you ever hear a man talk eo idly 7 You
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would seem to be master 1 30U would have your spoke in my cartl

ycu would advise me to entertain ladies and gentlemen! Because

you can marshal your pack-needles, horse-combs, hobby-horses,
and wall-candlesticks in your warehouse better than I, therefore

70U can tell how to entertain ladies and gentlefolks better than I ?

Alb. O, my sweet wife, upbraid me not with that; gain savours

sweetly from any thing; he that respects to get, must rehsh all

commodities alike, and admit no difference between oade and

frankincense, or the most precious balsamum and a tar-barrel.

Chloe. Marry, foh! you sell snuffers too, if you be remember'd;
but I pray you let me buy them out of your hand; for, I tell you
true, I take" it highly in snuff, to learn how to entertain gentlefolks
of you, at these years, i'faith. Alas, man, there was not a gentleman
came to your house in your t'other wife's time, I hope ! nor a lady,

nor music, nor masques! Nor you nor your house were so much
as spoken of, before I disbased myself, from my hood and my
farthingal, to these bum-rowla and your whale-bone bodice.

Alb. Look here, my sweet wife; I am mum, my dear mummia,
my balsamum, my spermaceti, and my very city of She has

the most best, true, feminine wit in Rome !

Cria. I have heard so, sir; and do most vehemently desire to

participate the knowledge of her fair features.

Alb. Ah, peace; 3'ou shall hear more anon: bs not seen yet, I

pray you; not yet: observe. [Exit.

Chloe. 'Sbody! give husbands the head a little more, and they'll

be nothing but head shortly: What's he there?

1 Maid. I know not, forsooth.

2 Maid. Who would you speak with, sir?

Cris. I would speak with ray cousin Cytheris.
2 Maid. He is one, forsooth, would speak with his cousin Cytheris.
Chloe. Is she your cousin, sir ?

Cris. {coming forward.] Yea, in truth, forsooth, for fault of a

better.

Chloe. She is a gentlewoman.
Cris. Or else she should not be my cousin, I assure you.
Chloe. Are you a gentleman born ?

Cris. That I am, lady ; you shall see mine arms, if it please you.
Cldoe. No, your legs do sufficiently shew you are a gentleman

born, sir; for a man borne upon little legs, is always a gentleman
born.

Cris. Yet, I pray you, vouchsafe the sight of my arms, mistress;

for I bear them about me, to have them seen: My name is Crispinv^,
or Crispinas indeed; which is well expressed in my arms; a face

crying in chief; and beneath it a bloody toe, between three thorns

pungent.
Chloe. Then you are welcome, sir: now you are a gentleman

born, I can find in my heart to welcome you; for I am a gentle-
woman born too, and will bear my head high enough, though 'twere

my fortune to marry a tradesman.
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Cria. No doubt of that, sweet feature; your carriace shews it in

any man's eye. that is carried upon you with judgment.

Re-enter Albius.

Alb. Dear wife, be not angry.
Chloe. Gods my passion!
AU). Hear me but one thing; let not your maids set cushions in

the parlour windows, nor in the dining-chamber windows: nor upon
stools, in either of them, in any case; for 'tis tavern-like: but lay

them one upon another, in some out-room or corner of the dining-

chamber.
Chloe. Go, go; meddle with your bed-chamber only; or rather

with your bed in your chamber only: or rather with your wife in

your bed only; or on my faith I'll not be plea-sed with you only.

Alb. Look here, my dear wife, entertain that gentleman kindly.

I prithee mum. [Exit.

Chloe. Go, I need your instnictions indeed! anger me no more.

I advise you. Qti-sin, quotha! she's a wise gentlewoman, i'faith.

will marry herself to the sin of the city.

Alb. [re-erdering.] But this time, and no more, by heav'n, wife:

hang no pictures in the hall, nor in the dining-chamber. in any case,

but in the gallery only: for 'tis not courtly else, o' my word, wife.

Chloe. 'Sprecious, never have done!

Alb. Wife— [Exit.

Chloe. Do I not bear a reasonable corrigible hand over him,

Crispinus ?

Cris. By this hand, lady, you hold a most sweet hand over him.

Alb. [re-entering. 1 And then, for the great gilt andirons—
Chloe. Again! Would the andirons were in your great guts for

me!
AV). I do vanish, wife. [Exit.

Chloe. How shall I do, master Crispinus? here will be all the

bravest ladies in court presently to .see your cousin Cytheris: O
the gods! how might I behave myself now, as to entertain them

most courtly ?

Cris. Marry, lady, if you will entertain them most courtly, you
must do thus: as soon as ever your maid or your man brings you
word they are come, you must say, A pox on '«m ! what do they

here ? And yet, when they come, speak them as fair, and give
them the kindest welcome in words that can be.

Chloe. Is that the fashion of courtiers, Crispinus 7

Cris. I assure you it is, lady; I have observed it.

Chhe. For your pox. sir. it is easily hit on; but it is not so easy

to speak fair after, methinks.

AU). [re-entering.] O. wife, the coaches are come, on my word; a

number of coaches and courtiers.

Chloe. A pox on them I what do they here ?

AU). How now, wife! would'st thou not have them come?

Chloe. Come! come, you are a fool, you.—He knows not the
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trick on't. Call Cytheris, I pray you: and, good master Crispinus,

you can observe, you say; let me entreat you for all the ladies'

behaviours, jewels, jests, and attires, that you marking, as well as I,

we may put both our marks together, when they are gone, and
confer of them.

Oris. I warrant you, sweet lady; let me alone to observe till I

turn myself to nothing but observation.—
Enter Cytheris.

Good morrow, cousin Cytheris.

Cyth. Welcome, kind cousin. What ! are they come ?
'

AU). Ay, your friend Cornelius Gallua, Ovid, Tibullus, Propertius,
with Julia, the emperor's daughter, and the lady Plautia, are

'lighted at the door; and with them Hermogenes TigeUius, the

excellent musician.

Cyth. Come, let us go meet them, Chloe.

Chloe. Observe, Crispinus.

Crisp. At a hair's breadth, lady, I warrant you.

As they are going out, enter Cornelius Callus, Ovtd, Tebullus,
pROPEBTius, Hermogenes, Julla., and Plautta.

Gal. Health to the lovely Chloe! yoa must pardon me. mistress,
that I prefer this fair gentlewoman.

Cyth. I pardon and praise you for it, sir; and I beseech your
excellence, receive her beauties into your knowledge and favour.

Jul. Cytheris, she hath favour and behaviour, that commands
&s much of me: and, sweet Chloe, know I do exceedingly love you,
and that I will approve in any grace my father the emperor may
shew you. Is this your husband ?

AU). For fault of a better, if it please your highness.
Chloe. Gods my hfe, how he shames me !

Cyth. Not a whit, Chloe, the}'^ all tliink you politic and witty;
wise women choose not husbands for the eye, merit, or birth, but
wealth and sovereignty.

Ovid. Sir, we all come to gratulate, for the good report of you.
Tib. And would be glad to deserve your love, sir.

Alb. My wife will answer you all, gentlemen; I'll come to yon
again presently. [Exit.

Plau. You have chosen you a most fair companion here, Cytheris,
and a very fair house.

Cyth. To both which, you and all my friends are very welcome,
Plautia.

Chloe. With all my heart, I assure your ladyship.
Plau. Thanks, sweet mistress Chloe.

Jul. You must needs come to court, lady, i'faith, and there be
sure your welcome shall be as great to us.

Ovid. She will deserve it, madam ; I see, even in her looks, gentry,
and general worthiness.
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Tib. I have not Been a more certain character of an excellent

disposition.
I

Alh. [re-entering.} Wife!
Chloe. O, they do so commend rae here, the courtiers! what's

the matter now? '

Alb. For the banquet, sweet wife.

Chhe. Yes; and I must needs come to court, and be welcome, the

princess says. [Ei^it with Alhius.

Gal. Ovid and Tibullus, you may be bold to welcome your
mistress here.

Ovid. We find it so, sir.

Tib. And thank Cornelius Gallus.

Ovid. Nay, my sweet Sextus, in faith thou art not sociable.

Prop. In faith I am not, Publius; nor I cannot.

Sick minds are Uke sick men that burn with fevers.

Who when they drink, please but a present taste.

And after bear a more impatient fit.

Pray let me leave you; I oUend you all.

And myself most.

Gal. Stay, sweet Propertius.
Tib. You yield too much unto your griefs and fate.

Which never hurts, but when we say it hurts us.

Prop. O peace, Tibullus; your philosophy
Lends you too rough a hand to search my wounds.

Speak they of griefs, that know to sigh and grieve:
The free and unconstrained spirit feels

No weight of my oppression. \^Exit.

Ovid. Worthy Roman!
Methinks I taste his misery, and could

Sit down, and chide at his mahgnant stars.

Jvl. Methinks I love him, that he loves so truly.

Cyth. This is the perfect'st love, lives after death.
Gal. Such is the constant ground of virtue still.

Plau. It puts on an inseparable face.

Re-enter Chloe.

Chhe. Have you mark'd every thing, Crispinus?
Oris. Every thing. I warrant you.
Chloe. What gentlemen are these ? do you know them ?

Oris. Ay, they are poets, lady.
Chloe. Poets ! they did not talk of rae since I went, did they ?

Oris. O yes, and extolled your perfections to the heavens.
Chloe. Now in sincerity they be the finest kind of men that ever

I knew: Poets! Could not one get the emperor to make my
husband a poet, think you ?

Cris. No, lady, 'tis love and beauty make poets: and since you
like poets so well, your love and beauties shall make me a poet.

Chloe. What ! shall they ? and such a one as these ?

Cris. Ay, and a better than these: I would be sorry else.
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Chhe. And shall your looks change, and your hair change, and

all, like these?

Oris. Why, a man may be a poet, and yet not change his hair,

lady.
Chhe. Well, we shall see your cunning: yet, if you can change

your hair, I pray do.

Re-enter Albius.

Alb. Ladies, and lordlings, there's a slight banquet stays within

for you; please you draw near, and accost it.

Jul. We thank you, good Albius: but when shall we see thost

excellent jewels you are commended to have?
Alb. At your ladyship's service.—I got that speech by seeing a

play last day, and it did me some grace now: I see, 'tis good to

collect sometimes; I'll frequent these plays more than I have

done, now I come to be familiar with courtiers. [Aside.
Gal. Why, how now, Hermogeaes? what ail est thou, trow?
Her. A Uttle melancholy; let me alone, prithee.
Gal. Melancholy ! how so ?

Her. With riding: a plague on all coaches for me!
Chloe. Is that hard-favour'd gentleman a poet too, Cytheris?

Cyth. No, this is Hermogenes: as humorous as a poet, though:
he is a musician.

Chhe. A musician ! then he can sing.

Cyth. That he can, excellently ; did you never hear him ?

Chhe. O no: \vill he be entreated, think you?
Cyth. I know not.—Friend, mistress Chloe would fain hear

Hermogenes sing: are you interested in him ?

Gal. No doubt, his own humanity will command him so far, to

the satisfaction of so fair a beauty; but rather than fail, we'll all

be suitors to him.

Her. 'Cannot sing.
Gal. Prithee, Hermogenes.
Her. 'Cannot sing.
Gal. For honour of this gentlewoman, to whose house I know

thou mayest be ever welcome.
Chhe. That he shall, in truth, sir, if he can sing.
Ovid. What's that?

Gal. This gentlewoman is wooing Hermogenes for a song.
Ovid. A song! come, he shall not deny her. Hermogenes!
Her. 'Cannot sing.
Gal. No, the ladies must do it; he stays but to have their thanks

acknowledged as a debt to his cunning.
JiU. That shall not want; ourself will be the first shall promise

to pay him more than thanks, upon a favour so worthily vouchsafed.
Her. Thank you, madam; but 'will not sing.
Tib. Tut, the only way to win him, is to abstain from entreating

him.
Oris. Do you love singing, lady ?
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Ckhe. 0, passinely.
Oris. Entreat the ladies to entreat me to sing then, I beseech you.
Chloe. I beseech your grace, entreat this gentleman to sing.

Jtil. That we will, Chloe; can he sing excellently?
Chloe. I think so, madam; for he entreated me to entreat you

to entreat him to sing.
Cris. Heaven and earth! would you tell that?
Jul. Good, sir, let's entreat you to use your voice.

Oris. Alas, madam, I cannot, in truth.

Pla. The trentleman is modest: I warrant you he sings excellently.
Omd. Hermogenes, clear your throat: I see by him. here's a

gentleman wiJl worthily challenge you.
Cris. Not I, sir, I'll challenge no man.
Tih. That's your modesty, sir; but we, out of an assurance of

your excellency, challenge him in your behalf.

Cris. I thank you. gentlemen, I'll do my best.

Her. Let that best be good, sir, you were best.

Gal. O, this contention is excellent ! What is't you sing, sir ?

Cris. If I fredy may discover, sir; I'll sing that.

Odd. One of your own compositions, Hermogenes. He offers

you vantage enough.
Cris. Nay, truly, gentlemen, I'll challenge no man.—I can sing

but one staff of the ditty neither.

Gal. The better: Hermogenes himself vvill be entreated to sing
the other.

CRisprNUS sings.

If I freely may discover

V\Tiat would please me in my lover,
I would have her fair and Axitty,

Savouring more of court than city;
A little proud, but full of pity:

Light and humorous in her toying.
Oft building hopes, and soon destroying.

Long, but sweet in the enjojing;
Neitiier too easy nor too hard:

All extremes I would have barr'd.

Gal. Believe me, sir, you sing most excellently.
Oi-id. If there were a praise above excellence, the gentleman

highly deserves it.

Her. Sir, all this doth not yet make me envy you; for I know I

sing better than you.
Tih. Attend Hermogenes, now.

HERMOGENES, accompanied.

She should be allow'd her passions.
So they were but used as fasliions;

Sometimes froward, and then frowning,
Sometimes sickish and then swowning.
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Every fit with change still crowning.
Purely jealous I would have her,
Then only constant when I crave her:

'Tis a virtue should not save her.

Thus, nor her delicates would cloy me.
Neither her peevishness annoy me.

Jtd. Nay, Hermogenes, your merit hath long since been both
known and admired of us.

Her. You shall hear me sing another. Now will I begin.
Gal. We shall do this gentleman's banquet too much wrong, that

stays for us, ladies.

Jul. 'Tis true; and well thought on, Cornehus Gallus.

Her. Why, 'tis but a short air, 'twill be done presently, pray
stay: strike, music.

Ovid. No, good Hermogenes; we'll end this difference within.

Jul. 'Tis the common disease of all your musicians, that they
know no mean, to be entreated either to begin or end.

Alb. Please you lead the way, gentles.
All. Thanks, good Albius. [ExeuTit all but Alhius.
A lb. O, what a charm of thanks was here put upon me ! O Jove,

what a setting forth it is to a man to have many courtiers come to

his house! Sweetly was it said of a good old housekeeper, / had
rather want meat, than want guests ; especially, if they be courtly

guests. For, never trust me, if one of their good legs made in a

house be not worth all the good cheer a man can make them. He
that would have fine guests, let him have a fine wife ! he that would
have a fine wife, let him come to me.

Re-enter CRisPiNtrs.

Oris. By your kind leave, master Albius.

Alb. What, you are not gone, master Crispinus?
Oris. Yes, faith, I have a design draws me hence: pray, sir,

fashion me an excuse to the ladies.

Alb. Will you not stay and see the jewels, sir? 1 pray you stay.
Oris. Not for a million, sir, now. Let it suffice, I must rehnquish ;

and so, in a word, please you to expiate this compliment.
Alb. Mum. [Exit.
Cris. I'll presently go and enghle some broker for a poet's gown,

and bespeak a garland: and then, jeweller, look to your best jewel,
i'faith. [Exit.
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ACT III

SCE^^: l—The via Sacra {or Holy Street).

Enter Horace, Cbispinus followijig.

Hot. Umph! yes, I will begin an ode so; and it shall be to

Alecaenas.

Oris. 'Slid, yonder's Horace! they say he's an excellent poet:
Mecaenaa loves him. I'll fall into his acquaintance, if I can; I

think he be composing as he goes in the street I hal 'tis a good
humour, if he be: I'll compose too.

Hor. Sivell me a bowl with lusty wine,
Till I may see the plump Lyceus swim

Above the brim:

I drink a.« / would write,

In flowing measure fiWd with flame and sprite.

Cris. Sweet Horace, Minerva and the Muse.« stand auspicious to

thy designs ! How farest thou, sweet man ? frohc ? rich ? gallant ? ha !

Hor. Not greatly gallant, sir; like my fortunes, well: I am bold

to take my leave, sir; you'll nought else, sir, would you?
Cris. Troth, no, but I could wish thou didst know us, Horace;

we are a scholar, I assure thee.

Hor. A scholar, sir 1 I shall be covetous of your fair knowledge.
Cris. Gramercy, good Horace. Nay, we are new turn'd poet

r-oo, which is more; and a satirist too, which is more than that: I

write just in thy vein, I. I am for your odes, or your sermons, or

any thing indeed; we are a gentleman besides; our name is Rufus
Laberius Crispinus; we are a pretty Stoic too.

Hor. To the proportion of your beard, I think it, sir.

Cris. By Phoebus, here's a most neat, fine street, is't not? I

protest to thee, I am enamoured of this street now, more than of

half the streets of Rome again; 'tis so polite and terse! there's the

front of a building now ! I study architecture too : if ever I should

build, I'd have a house just of that prospective.
Hor. Doubtless, this gallant's tongue has a good turn, when he

sleeps. [Aside.
Cris. I do make verses, when I come in such a street as tliis:

O, your city ladies, you shall have them sit in every shop like the

Muses—offering you the Castalian dews, and the Thespian liquors,

to as many as have but the sweet grace and audacity to sip of

their lips. Did you never hear any of my verses?

H(yr. No, sir;—but I am in some fear I must now. [Aside.
Cris. I'll tell thee some, if I can but recover them, I composed

even now of a dressing I saw a jeweller's wife wear, who indeed was
a jewel herself: I prefer that kind of tire now; what's thy opinion,
Horace ?

Hor. With your silver bodkin, it does well, sir.

Cris. I cannot tell; but it stirs me more than all your court-ourla.
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or your spangles, or your tricks: I affect not these high gable-ends,
these Tuscan tops, nor your coronets, nor your arches, nor your
pyramids; give me a fine, sweet—little delicate dressing with a

bodkin, as you say ; and a mushroom for all your other ornatures !

Hor. Is it not possible to make an escape from him? {Aside.
Cria. I have remitted my verses all this while; I think I have

forgot them.
Hor. Here's he could wish you had else. {Aside.
Oris. Pray Jove I can entreat them of my memory !

Hor. You put your memory to too much trouble, sir.

Cris. No, sweet Horace, we must not have thee think so.

Hor. I cry you mercy; then they are my ears

That must be tortured: well, you must have patience, ears.

Cris. Pray thee, Horace, observe.

Hor. Yes, sir; your satin sleeve begins to fret at the rug that is

underneath it, I do observe: and your ample velvet bases are not

without evident stains of a hot disposition naturally.
Cris. O—I'll dye them into another colour, at pleasure: How

many yards of velvet dost thou think they contain 7

Hor. 'Heart! I have put him now in a fresh way
To vex me more:—faith, sir, your mercer's book
Will tell you with more patience than I can:—
For I am crost, and so's not that, I think.

Cris. 'Slight, these verses have lost me again !

I shall not invite them to mind, now.
Hor. Rack not your thoughts, good sir ; rather defer it

To a new time; I'll meet you at your lodging,
Or where you please: 'till then, Jove keep you, sir!

Cris. Nay, gentle Horace, stay; I have it now.
Hor. Yes, sir. Apollo, Hermes, Jupiter,

Look down upon me. [Aside.
Cris. Rich was thy hap, sweet dainty cap.

There to he placed;
Where thy smooth black, sleek white may smack,

And both be graced.
White is there usurp'd for her brow; her forehead: and then sleek,

as the parallel to smooth, that went before. A kind of paranomasie,
or agnomination: do you conceive, sir?

Hor. Excellent. Troth, sir, I must be abrupt, and leave you.
Cris. Why, what haste hast thou? prithee, stay a little; thou

shalt not go yet, by Phoebus.

Hor. I shall not ! what remedy ? fie, how I sweat with suffering I

Cris. And then—
Hor. Pray, sir, give me leave to wipe my face a little.

Cris. Yes, do, good Horace.
Hor. Thank you, sir.

Death I I must crave his leave to p— anon ;

Or that I may go hence with half my teeth:

I am in some such fear. This tyranny
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Is strange, to take mine ears up by commission,
(Whether I will or no,) and make them stalls

To hia lewd solecisms, and worded trash-

Happy thou, bold Bolanua, now 1 say;
Whose freedom, and impatience of this fellow.

Would, long ere tliis, have call'd him fool, and fool,

And rank and tedious fool ! and have flung jests
As hard as stones, till thou hadst pelted him
Out of the place; whilst my tame modesty
Suffers my wit be made a solemn ass,

To bear his fopperies
—

\ Aside.

Oris. Horace, thou art miserably affected to be gone, I see. But—
prithee let's prove to enjoy thee a while. Thou hast no business,

I assure me. Whither ia thy journey directed, ha?
Hor. Sir, I am going to vi.sit a friend that's sick.

Oris A friend ! what is he ; do not I know him ?

Hor. No, sir, you do not know him; and 'tis not the worse for him.
Oris. What's his name ? where is he lodged ?

Hor. Where I shall be fearful to draw you out of your way, sir;

& great way hence; pray, sir, let's part.
Oris. Nay, but where is't ? I prithee say.
Hor, On the far side of all Tyber yonder, by Caesar's gardens.
Cris. O, that's my course directly; I am for you. Come, go;

why stand'st thou ?

Hor. Yes, sir: marrj', the plague is in that part of the city; 1

had almost forgot to t«ll you, sir.

Cris. Foh! it is no matter, I fear no pestilence; I have not
offended Phoebus.

Hor. I have, it seems, or else this heavy scourge
Could ne'er have Ughted on me.

Cris. Come along.
Hor. I am to go down some half mile this way, sir, first, to speak

with his physician; and from thence to his apothecary, where I

shall stay the mixing of divers drugs.
Cris. Why, it's all one, I have nothing to do, and I love not to

be idle; I'll bear thee company. How call'st thou the apothecary 7

Hor. that I knew a name would fright him now!—
Sir, Rhadamanthus, Rhadamanthus, sir.

There's one so called, is a just judge in hell.

And doth inflict strange vengeance on all those

That here on earth torment poor patient spirits.

Cris. He dwells at the Three Furies, by Janus's temple.
Hor. Your pothecary does, sir.

Cris. Heart, I owe him money for sweetmeats, and he has laid

to arrest me, I hear: but—
Hor. Sir, I have made a most solemn vow, I will never bail any

man.
Cris. Well then, I'll swear, and speak him fair, if the worst come.

Bat his name is Minos, not Rhadamanthus. Horace.
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Hor. That may be, sir, I but guess'd at his name by his sign. But

your ^linoa is a judge too, sir.

Oris. I protest to thee, Horace, (do but taste me once,) if I do

know myself, and mine own virtues truly, thou wilt not make that

esteem of Van us, or Virgil, or Tibullus, or any of 'em indeed, as

now in thy ignorance thou dost; which I am content to forgive:

I would fain see which of these could pen more verses in a day, or

with more facihty, than I; or that could court his mistress, kiss

her hand, make better sport with her fan or her dog—
Hor. I cannot bail you yet, sir.

Oris. Or that could move his body more gracefully, or dance

better; you should see me, were it not in the street—
Hot. Nor yet.
Cria. Why, I have been a reveller, and at my cloth of silver suit

and my long stocking, in my time, and will be again
—

Hor. If you may be trusted, sir.

Cris. And then, for my singing, Hermogenes himself envies me,
that is your only master of music you have in Rome.

Hor. Is your mother living, sir?

Cris. Aul convert thy thoughts to somewhat else, I pray thee.

Hor. You have much of the mother in you, sir:

Your father is dead ?

Cris. Ay, I thank Jove, and my grandfather too, and all my
kinsfolks, and well composed in their urns.

Hor. The more their happiness, that rest in peace,
Free from the abundant torture of thy tongue:
Would I were with them too!

Cris. What's that, Horace?
Hor. I now remember me, sir, of a sad fate

A cunning woman, one Sabella, sung.
When in her urn she cast my destiny,
I being but a child.

Cris. What was it, I pray thee ?

Hor. She told me I should surely never perish

By famine, poison, or the enemy's sword;
The hectic fever, cough, or pleurisy.
Should never hurt me, nor the tardy gout:
But in my time, I should be once surprised

By a strong tedious talker, that should vex
And almost bring me to consumption:
Therefore, if I were wise, she warn'd me shun
All such long-winded monsters as my bane;
For if I could but 'scape that one discourser,

I might no doubt prove an old aged man.—
By your leave, sir. \Ooing.

Cris. Tut, tut; abandon this idle humour, 'tis nothing but

melancholy. 'Fore Jove, now I think on't, I am to appear in court

here, to answer to one that has me in suit: sweet Horace, go with

me, this is my hour; if I negleot it, the law proceeds against me.
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Thou art familiar with these things; prithee, if thou loy'it

me, go.
Hor. Now, let me die, sir, if 1 know youi- laws.

Or have the power to ataud still half so long
In their loud courts, as while a case is argued.
Besides, you know, sir, where I am to go.
And the necessity

—
Cris. 'Tis true.

Hor. I hope the hour of my release be come: he will, upon this

consideration, discharge me, sure.

Cris. Troth, 1 am doubtful what I may best do, whether to leave

thee or my aflFairs, Horace.
Hor. Jupiter ! me, sir, me, by any means ; I beseech you, me.

air.

Cris. No. faith, I'll venture those now; thou shalt see I love

thee—come, Horace.
Hor. Nay, then I am desperate: I follow you, sir. 'Tia hard

contending mth a man that overcomes thus.

Cris. And how deals ^lecaenas with thee? liberally, ha? is he

open handed ? bountiful ?

Hiyr. He's still himself, sir.

Cris. Troth, Horace, thou art exceeding happy in thy friends and

acquaintance; they are all most choice spirits, and of the first rank
of Romans: I do not know that poet, I protest, has used his fortune

more prosperously than thou hast. If thou wouldst bring me
knovra to Mecsenas, I should second thy desert well; thou shouldst

find a good sure assistant of me, one that would speak all good of

thee in thy absence, and be content ^vith the next place, not envjing
thy reputation with thy patron. Let me not live, but I think thou
and I, in a small time, should lift them all out of favour, both Virgil.

Varius, and the best of them, and enjoy him wholly to ourselves.

Hor. Gods, you do know it, I can hold no longer;
This brize has prick'd my patience. Sir, your silkneas

Clearly mistakes Mecaenas and his house.
To think there breathes a spirit beneath his roo'^.

Subject unto those poor affections

Of undermining envy and detraction.

Moods only proper to bsise grovelling minds.

That place is not in Rome, I dare affirm.

More pure or free from such low common evils.

There's no man griev'd, that this is thought more rich,

Or this more learned; each man hath his place,
And to his merit his reward of grace.

Which, with a mutual love, they all embrace.

Cris. You report a wonder: 'tis scarce credible, this.

Hor. I am no torturer to enforce you to believe it; but it is so.

Cris. Why, this inflames me with a more ardent desire to be his,

than before; but I doubt I shall find the entrance to his familiarity

somewhat more than difficult, Horace.
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Hor. Tut, you'll conquer liim, as you have done me; there's no

standing out against you, sir, I see that: either your importunity,
or the intimation of your good parts, or—

Oris. Nay, I'll bribe his porter, and the grooms of his chamber;
make his doors open to me that way first, and then I'll observe my
times. Say he should extrude me his house to-day, shall I there-

fore desist, or let fall my suit to-morrow? No; I'll attend him,
follow him, meet him in the street, the highways, run by his coach,

never leave him. What! man hath nothiug given him in this life

without much labour—
Hor. And impudence.

Archer of heaven, Phoebus, take thy bow,
And with a full -drawn shaft nail to the earth

This Python, that I may yet run hence and live:

Or, brawny Hercules, do thou come down.

And, tho' thou mak'st it up thy thirteenth labour.

Rescue me from this hydra of discourse here.

Enter Fuscirs Akisitl's.

Ari. Horace, well met.

Hor. O welcome, my reliever;

Aristius, as thou lov'st me, ransom me.
Ari. What ail'st thou, man?
Hor. 'Death, I am seized on here

By a land remora; I cannot stir.

Nor move, but as he pleases.
Cris. Wilt thou go, Horace?
Hor. Heart! he cleaves to me like Alcides' shirt.

Tearing my flesh and sinews: O, I've been vex'd
And tortured with him beyond forty fevers.

For Jove's sake, find some means to take me from him.

Ari. Yes. I will :
—but I'll go first and tell Mecoonas. [Aside

Oris. C!ome, shall we go?
Ari. The jest will make his eyes run, i'faith. [Aside.
Hor. Nay, Aristius!

Ari. Farewell, Horace. [Going.
Hor. 'Death! will he le-ave me? Fuscus Aristius! do you hear?

Gods of Rome! You said you had somewhat to say to me in

private.
Ari. Ay, but I see you are now employed with that gentleman;

'twere offence to trouble you; I'll take some titter opportunity:
farewell. [Exit,

Hor. Mischief and torment! O my sou! and heart.
How are you cramp'd with anguish ! Death itself

Brings not the like convulsions. O, this day !

That ever I should view thy tedious face.—
Cris. Horace, what pa.ssioa, what humour Is this?

fJor. Away, good prodigy, affict me not.—
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A friend, and mock me thus! Never was man
So left under the axe.—

Enter MxNOS with tvx) Lictors.

How now ?

Min. That's he in the embroid, red hat, there, with the aah-

colour'd feather: his name is Laberius Ciispinus.
Lict. Laberiua Crispinus, I arrest you in the emperor's name.
Oris. Me, sir! do you arrest me?
Lict. Ay, sir, at the suit of master Minos the apothecary.
Hor. Thanks, great Apollo, I will not slip thy favour offered me

in my escape, for my fortunes. [Exit hastily.

Cris. Blaster Minos! 1 know no master Minos. Where's Horace 7

Horace ! Horace !

Min. Sir, do not you know me?
Cris. yes, I know you, master Minos; cry you mercy. But

Horace ? God's me, is he gone ?

Min. Ay, and so would you too, if you knew how.—Oflicer, look

to liim.

Cris. Do you hear, master Minos? pray let us be used like a man
of our own fasliion. By Janus and tfupiter, I meant to have paid

you next week every dxachm. Seek not to eclipse my reputation
thus vulgarly.

Min. Sir, your oaths cannot serve you; you know I have for-

borne you long.
Cris. T am conscious of it, sir. Nay, I beseech you, gentlemen,

do not exhale me thus, remember 'tis but for sweetmeats—
Lict. Sweet meat must have sour sauce, sir. Come along.

Cris. Sweet master Minos, I am forfeited to eternal disgrace, if

you do not commiserate. Good officer, be not so officious.

Enier Tucca and Pyrgi.

Tuc. Why, how now, my good brace of bloodhounds, whither do

you drag the gentleman? You mongrels, you curs, you ban-dogs!
we are caj^tain Tucca that talk to you, you inliuman pilchers.

Min. Sir, he is their prisoner.
Tnc. Their pestilence ! What are you, sir ?

Min. A citizen of Rome, sir.

Tuc. Then you are not far distant from a fool, sir.

Min. A pothecary, sir.

Twc. I knew thou wast not a physician: foh! out of my nostrils,

thou stink'st of lotium and the syringe; away, quack-salver!
—

Follower, my sword.

1 Pyr. Here, noble leader; you'll do no harm with it, I'll trust

you. [Aside.

Tnc. Do you hear, you goodman. slave? Hook, ram, rogue,

catchpole, loose the gentleman, or by my velvet arms—
Lict. What will you do, sir ?

[Strikes up his heels, and seizes his noord.
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Tuc. Kiss thy hand, my honourable active varlet, and embrace

thee thus.

1 Pyr. patient metamorphosis!
Tuc. My sword, my tall rascal.

Lict. Nay, soft, sir; some wiser than some.
Tuc. What I and a wit too ? By Pluto, thou must be cherish'd,

slave; here's three drachms for thee; hold.

2 Pyr. There's half his lendings gone.
Tuc, Give me.
Ldct. No, sir, your first word shall stand; I'll hold all.

Tuc. Nay, but rogue—
Ldct. You would make a rescue of our prisoner, sir, you.
Tuc. I a rescue! Away, inhuman varlet. Come, come, I never

relish above one jest at most; do not disgust me, sirrah; do not,

rogue! I tell thee, rogue, do not.

Lict. How, sir! rogue?
Tuc. Ay ; why, thou art not angry, rascal, art thou ?

Lict. I cannot tell, sir; I am little better upon these terms.

Tuc. Ha, gods and fiends ! why, dost hear, rogue, thou ? give me
thy hand; I say unto thee, thy hand, rogue. What, dost not thou
know me ? not me, rogue ? not captain Tucca, rogue ?

Min. Come, pray surrender the gentleman his sword, officer;

we'll have no fighting here.

Tuc. What's thy name?
Min. Minos, an't please you.
Tuc. Minos! Come hither, Minos; thou art a wise fellow, it

seems; let me talk with thee.

Oris. Was ever wret-ch so wretched as unfortunate I !

Tuc. Thou art one of the centumviri, old boy, art not?
Min. No indeed, master captain.
Tuc. Go to, thou shalt be then; I'll have thee one, ?.linos.

Take my sword from these rascals, dost thou see! go, do it; f

cannot attempt with patience. What does this gentleman owe thee,
little Minos?
Min. Fourscore sesterties, sir.

Tuc. What, no more! Come, thou shalt felease him, .Minos:

what, I'll be his bail, thou shalt take my word, old boy, and cashier
these furies: thou shalt do't, I say, thou shalt, little Minos, thou shalt.

Cris. Yes; and as I am a gentleman and a reveller, I'll make a

piece of poetry, and absolve all, within these five days.
Tuc. Come, Minos is not to learn how to use a gentleman of

quahty, I know.—My sword: If he pay thee not, I will, and I must,
old boy. Thou ^halt be my pothecary too. Hast good eringos,
Minos?

Min. The best in Rome, sir.

Tuc. Go to, then Vermin, know the house.
1 Pyr. I warrant you, colonel.

Tuc. For this gentleman, Minos—
Min. I'll take your word, captain.
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Tuc. Thou hast it. My sword.
Min. Yes, sir: But you must discharge the arrest, master

Crispinus.

Tuc. How, Minos! Look in the pentleman's face, and but read
his silence. Pay, pay; 'tis honour, JMinos.

Oris. By Jove, sweet captain, you do most infinitely endear
and oViIige me to you.

Tiic. Tut, I cannot compliment, by Mars; but, Jupiter love me,
as I love good words and good clothes, and there's an end. Thou
shalt give my boy that girdle and hangers, when thou hast worn
them a little more.

Oris. O Jupiter! captain, he shall have them now, presently:—
Please you to be acceptive, young gentleman.

1 Pyr. Yes, sir, fear not; I shall accept; I have a pretty foolish

humour of taking, if you knew all. [Aside.
Ttic. Not now, you shall not take, boy.
Cria. By my truth and earnest, but he shall, captain, by your

leave.

Tuc. Nay, an he swear by his truth and earnest, take it, boy:
do not make a gentleman forsworn.

Lict. Well, sir, there's your sword; but thank master Minos; you
had not carried it as you do else.

Tuc. Minos is just, and you are knaves, and—
Lict. What say you, sir ?

TiLc. Pass on, my good scoundrel, pass on, I honour thee:

^Exeunt Lictora.] But that I hate to have action with such base

rogues .w these, you should have seen me unrip theu" noses now, and
have sent them to the next barber's to stitching: for do you see—
I am a man of humour, and I do love the varlets, the honest varlets,

they have wit and valour, and are indeed good profitable,
—errant

rogues, as any live in an empire. Dost thou hear-, poetaster? [To
Cii»p>nu.i.] second me. Stand up, Minos, close, gather, 3-et, sol

Sir, (thou shalt have a quarter-share, be resolute) you shall, at my
requa^t. take Minos by the hand here, httle ^linos, I will have it so;

ail friend.s, and a health; be not inexorable. And thou shalt impart
the wine, old boy, ^hou shalt do it, little Minos, thou shalt; make
as pay it in our physio. What! we must live, and honour the gods
sometimes; now Bacchus, now Comus, now Priapus; every god a

little. [Uislrio passes by.] What's he that stalks by there, boy,

Pyrgus ? You were best let him pass, sirrah ; do, ferret, let him

pass, do—
2 "t/r. 'Tis a player, sir.

Twc. A player! call him, call the lousy slave hither; what, will

he sail by and not once strike, or vail to a man of war 7 ha !
—Do

you hear, you player, rogue, stalker, come back here!—
Enter HiSTRlO.

No respect to men of worship, you slave! what, you are proud,

you rascal, are you proud, ha ? you grow rich, do you, and purchase.
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you twopenny tear-mouth? you have Fortcne, and the good year
on your side, you stinkard, you have, j'ou have!
Rid. Nay, sweet captain, be confined to some reason; I protest

I saw you not, air.

TiLC. You did not? where was your sight, (Edipus? you walk
with hare's eyes, do you ? I'll have tuem glazed, rogue; an you sn,y

ihe word, tiiey shall be glazed for you: come we must have you
turn fiddler again, slave, get a base viol at your back, and march in

a tawny coat, with one sleeve, to Goose-fair; then you'll know us,

you'll see us then, you will, gulch, you will. Then, WiWt please

your tcorshij) to have any mv^ic, captain ?

Hist. Nay, good captain.
Tuc. What, do you laugh, Howleglas ! death, you perstemptuous

varlet, I am none of your fellows; I have commanded a hundred
and fifty such rogues, I.

2 Pyr. Ay, and most of that hundred and fifty have been leadera
of a legion. [Aside.

Hist. If I have exhibited wrong, I'll tender satisfaction, captain.
Ttic. Say'st thou so, honest vermin! Give me thy hand; thou

shalt make us a supper one of these nights.
Hist. When you please, by Jove, captain, most willingly.
TtLC. Dost thou swear! To-morrow then; say and hold, slave.

There are some of you players honest gentlemen-like scoundrels,
and suspected to have some wit, as well as your poets, both at

drinking and breaking of jests, and are companions for gallants.
A man may skelder ye, now and then, of half a dozen shillings, or so.

Dost thou not know that Pantalabus there ?

Hist. No, I assure you, captain.
Tuc. Go: and be acquainted with him then; he is a gentleman,

parcel poet, you slave; his father was a man of worship, I teil thee.

Go, he pens high, lofty, in a new stalking strain, bigger than half

the rhymers in the town again; he was born to fill thy mouth,
Minotaurus, he was, he will teach thee to tear and rand. Rascal,
to him, cherish his muse, go; thou hast forty

—
fortj' shillings, I

mean, stinkard; give him in earnest, do, he shall write for thee,
slave ! If he pen for thee once, thou shalt not need to travel with

thy pumps full of gravel any more, after a blind jade and a hamper,
and stalk upon boards and barrel heads to an old crack'd trumpet.

Hist. Troth, I think I have not so much about me, captain.
Tvc. It's no matter; give him what thou hast, stiff-toe, I'll give

my word for the rest; though it lack a shilling or two, it skills not:

go, thou art an honest shifter; I'll have the statute repeal'd for

thee.—Minos, I must tell thee, Minos, thou hast dejected yon
gentleman's spirit exceedingly; dost observe, dost note, little Minos ?

Min. Yes, sir.

Tuc. Go to tlien, raise, recover, do; sulier him not to droop in

prospect of a player, a rogue, a stager: put twenty into his hand—
twenty sesterces I mean,—and let nobody see; go, do it—the work
shall commend itself; ye Minos, I'll pay.

I—K 489
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Min. Yes, forsooth, captain.
2 Pyr. Do not ue servo a notable shark ? [A^ide.
Tuc. And what new matters have you now afoot, sirrah, ha?

I would fain come with my cockatrice one day, and see a play, if I

knew when there were a good bawdy one; but they say you have

nothing but Humours, Revels, and Satisbs, that gird and f—t at

the time, you slave.

Hist. No, I assure you, captain, not we. They are on the other

side of Tyber: we have as much ribaldry in our plays as can be,

as you would wish, captain: all the sinners in the suburbs come and

applaud our action daily.
Tuc. I hear you'll bring me o' the stage there; you'll play me,

they say; I shall be presented by a sort of copper-laced scoundrels

of you: life of Pluto! an you stage me, stinkard, your mansions
shall sweat for't, your tabernaclas. varlets, your Globes, and your
Triumphs.

Hist. Not we, by Phoebuo, captain; do not do us imputation
without desert.

Tuc. I will not, my good twopenny rascal; reach me thy neuf.

Dost hear? what \eilt thou give me a week for my brace of beagles

here, my little point-trussers ? you shall have them act among ye.—
Sirrah, you, pronounce.

—Thou shalt hear him speak in King Dariiis'

doleful strain.

1 Pyr. di)leful days I O direful deadly dump I

O wicked world, and worldly wickedness !

How can I hold my fist from crying, thump,
In rue of this right rascal wretchedness I

Tuc. In an amorous vein now. sirrah: peace!
1 Pyr. 0, she is wilder, and more hard, withal.

Than beast, or bird, or tree, or stony wall.

Yet might she love me, to uprear her state:

Ay, but perhaps she hopes some nobler mate.

Yet might she love me, to content her fire:

Ay, but her reason masters her desire.

Yet might she love me as her beauty's thrall:

Ay, but I fear she ai^n/4 love at all.

Tuc. Now, the horrible, fierce soldier, you, sirrah.

2 Pyr. What ! will I brave thee ? ay, and beard thee too;

A Boman spirit scorns to bear a brain

So full of base pusillanimity.
Hist. Excellent!

Tuc. Nay, thou shalt see that shaU ravish thee anon; prick ap
thine ears, stinkard.—The ghost, boys I

1 Pyr. Vindicta.

2 Pyr. Timoria I

1 Pyr. Vindicta !

2 Pyr. Timoria I

\ Pyr. Vent/
2 P^T. Veni I
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Titc. Now thunder, sirrah, you, the rumbling player.
2 Pyr. A}', but somebody must cry. Murder ! then, in a sm^LI

voice.

Tvc. Your fellow-sharer there shall do't: Cry. sirrah, ciy.

1 Pyr. Murder, murder I

2 Pyr. Who calls out murder ? lady, waa it you ?

Hist. 0, flidmirable good, I protest.
Tuc. Sirrah, boy, brace your drum a little atraitsr, and do the

t'other fellow there, he in the—what aha' call him—and yet stay too.

2 Pyr. Nay, an thou dalliest, then I am thy foe.

And fear shall force what frieyidship cannot win;

Thy duath shall bury what thy life conceah.

Villain J thou diest for more respecting her—
1 Pyr. stay, my lord.

2 Pyr. Tlian me:
Tet speak the truih, and- I will guerdon thee;

But if thou dolly once again, thou diest.

Tuc. Enough of this, boy.
2 Pyr. Why, then lament therefore: d—n'd be thy guts

Unto king Pluto's Hell, and princely Erebus;
For sparrows inv^t have food—

Hist. Pray, sweet captain, let one of them do a little of a lady.
Tuc. O! he will make thee eternally enamour'd of him, there:

do, sirrah, do; 'twill allay your fellow's fury a little.

1 Pyr. Master, mack on; the scorn thou givest me.

Pray Jove some lady may return on thee.

2 Pyr. Now you shall see me do the Moor: master, lend me

your scarf a little.

Tuc. Here, 'tis at thy serxnce, boy.
2 Pyr. You, master Minos, hark hither a little

[Exit with Minos, to make himself ready.
Tuc. How dost like him? art not rapt, art not tickled now?

dost not applaud, rascal ? dost not applaud ?

Hist. Yes: what will you ask for them a week, captain?
Tuc. No, you mangonising slave, I will not part from them;

you'll sell them for enghles, you: let's have good cheer to-morrow

night at supper, stalker, and then we'll talk; good capon and

plover, do you hear, sirrah? and do not bring your eating player
with you there; I cannot away with him: he will eat a leg of

mutton while I am in my porridge, the lean Poluphagus, his belly is

like Barathrum; he looks like a midwife in man's apparel, the slave:

nor the villanoua out-of-tune fiddler, ^nobarbus, bring not him.

What hast thou there ? six and thirty, ha ?

Hist. No, here's all I have, captain, some five and twenty: pray,

sir, will you present and accommodate it unto the gentleman? for

mine own part, I am a mere stranger to his humour; besides, I

have some business invites me hence, with master Asinius Lupus,
the tribune.

Tttc. Well, go thy ways, pursue thy projects, let me alone with
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this design; my Poetaster shall make thee a play, and thoa shalt
be a man of good parts in it. But stay, let me see; do not bring
your .-Esop, your politician, unless you can ram up his mouth M-ith

cloves; the slave smells ranker than some sixteen dunghills, and Is

seventeen times more rotten. Marry, you may bring Frisker, my
zany; he's a good skipping swaggerer; and your fat fool there,

my mango, bring him too; but 1st liim not beg rapiers nor scarfs, in

his over-familiar playing face, nor roar out his barren bold ipst^

with a tormenting laughter, between drunk and dry. Do you hear,
stiflr-t<^e? give him warning, admonition, to forsake his saucy
glavering grace, and his goggle eye; it does not become him, sirrah:

tell him so. I have stood up and defended you, 1, to gentlemen,
when you have been said to prey upon puisnes, and honest citizens,

for socks or buskins; or when they have call'd you usurers or

brokers, or said you were able to help to a piece of flesh—I have
sworn, I did not think so, nor that you were the common ^et^e.^t8

for punks decayed in their practice; I cannot beUeve it of you.
Hist. Thank you, captain. Jupiter and the rest of the goda

confine your modern delights without disgust.
Tuc. Stay, thou shalt see the Moor ere thou goest.

—

Enter Dethetrius at a distance.

What's he with the half arms there, that salutes us out of his cloak,
like a motion, ha ?

Hist. 0, sir, his doublet's a little decayed; he is otherwise a very
simple honest fellow, sir, one Demetrius, a dresser of plays about
the town here; we have hired him to abuse Horace, and bring him
in, in a play, with all his gallants, as Tibullus, Mecionas, Corneliua

Gallus, and the rest.

7" etc. And why so, stiakard ?

Hist. O, it will get us a huge deal nf money, captain, and we
have need on't; for this winter has made us all poorer than 90

many starved snakes: nobody comes at us, not a gentleman, nor a—
Tuc. But you know nothing by him, do you, to make a play of ?

Hist. Faith, not much, captain; but our author will devise that

that shall serve iu some sort.

Ttui. \^'Tiy, my Parnassus here shall help liim, if thou wilt. Can

thy author do it impudently enough ?

Hist. 0, I warrant you, captain, and spitefully enough too; he
has one of the most overflowing rank wits in Rome; he will slander

any man that breathes, if he disgust him .

Tuc. I'll know the poor, egregious, nitty rascal; an he have these

commendable quahties, PU cheiish him— stay, here comes the

Tartar—PU make a gatherinrr for him, I, a purse, and put the poor
slave in fresh rags; tell him bo to comfoit liim.—

[^Demetrius comes forwird.
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Re-enter Min'OS, with 2 Pyrgus on his shoulders, and stalks

backward and forward, as the boy acta.

Well said, boy.

2 Pyr. Where art tJiou, boy ? where is Calipolis ?

Fight earthquakes in the entrails of the earth.
And eastern whirlwinds in the hellish shades;
Some foul ccntagion of the infected heavens
Blast all the trees, and in their cursed tops
The dismal night raven and tragic owl
Breed and become forerunners of my fall I

Tue. Well, now fare thee well, my honest penny- biter: commend
me to seven shares and a half, and remember to-morrow.—If you
lack a service, you shall play in my name, rascals; but you shall

buy your own cloth, and I'll have two shares for my countenance.
Let thy author stay with me. [Exit Histrio.
Dem. Yes, sir.

Tuc. 'Twas well done, little Minos, thou didst stalk well: forgive
me that I said thou stunk'st, Minos; 'twas the savour of a poet I

met sweating in the street, hangs j^et in my nostrils.

Cris. Who, Horace?
Tuc. Ay, he ; dost thou know him ?

Cris. O, he forsook me most barbarously, J protest.
Tuc. Hang him, fusty satyr, he smells all goat; he carries a ram

under his arm-hole.s, the slave: I am the worse when I see him.—
Did not Minos impart? [Aside to Crispinus.

Cris. Yes, here are twenty drachms he did convey.
Tuc. Well said, keep them, we'll share anon; come, little Minos.
Cris. Faith, captain, I'll be bold to shew you a mistress of mine,

'i jeweller's wife, a gallant, as we go along.
Tuc. There spoke my genius. Minos, some of thy eringos, little

r^Iinos; send. Come hither, Parnassus, I must have the© familiar
with my Httle locust here; 'tis a good vermin, they say.

—[Horace
and Trebatius pass over the stage.]

—See, here's Horace, and old
Trebatius, the great lawyer, in his company; let's avoid him now,
he is too well seconded. [Exeunt.

ACT IV

SCENE I.—A Room in Albitts's House.

Enter Chloe, Cythbbis, and Attendants.

Chloe. But, sweet lady, say; am I well enough attired for the
court, in sadness?

Cyth. Well enough! excellent well, sweet mistress Chloe; this
strait-bodied city attire, I can tell you, will stir a courtier's blood,
more than the finest loose sacks the ladies use to be put in; and
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then you are as well jewelj'd as any of tbera; your ruff and linen

about you is much more pure than theirs; and for your beauty, I

can tell you, there's many of theia would defy the painter, if they
could change with you. Marry, the worst is, you must look to be

envied, and endure a few court-frumps for it.

Chloe. O Jove, madam, I shall buy them too cheap!—Give me
my muff, and my dog there.—And will the ladies be any thing
familiar with me, think you ?

Cyth. Juno I why you shall see them flofk about you with their

puff-wings, and ask you where you bought your lawn, and what you
paid for it ? who starches you ? and entreat you to help 'em to

aome pure laundresses out of the city.

Chloe. Cupid!—Give me my fan, and my mask too.—And will

the lords, and the poets there, use one well t«o, lady?

Cyth. Doubt not of that; you shall have kisses from them, go

pit-pat, pit-pat, pit-pat, upon your lips, as thick as stones out of slings
at the assault of a city. And then your ears will be so furr'd with the

breath of their compliments, that you cannot catch cold of your
head, if you would, in three winters after.

Chloe. Thank you, sweet lady. O heaven! and how must one

behave herself amongst 'em ? You know all.

Cyth. Faith, impudently enough, mistress Chloe, and well enough.

Carry not too much under thought betwixt yourself and them; nor

your city-mannerly ^ord, forsooth, use it not too often in any case;

but plain. Ay, madam, and no, madam: nor never say, your lordship,

nor your honour; but, you, and you, my lord, and my lady: the

other they count too simple and minsitive. And though they
desire to kiss heaven with their titles, yet they will count them
fools that give them too humbly.

Chloe. intolerable, Jupiter ! by my troth, lady, I would not for

a world but you had lain in my house; and, i'faith, you shall not

pay a farthing for your board, nor your chambers.

Cyth. 0, sweet mistress Chloe!

Chloe. I'faith you shall not, lady; nay. good lady, do not offer it.

Eriier Gallus and TiBULLtrs.

Oal. Come, where be these ladies ? By your leave, bright stars,

this gentleman and I are come to man you to court.; where your
late kind entertainment is now to be requited with a heavenly

banquet.
Cyth. A heavenly banquet, Gallus!

Gal. No less, my dear Cytheris.
Tib. Tliat werB not strange, lady, if the epithet were only givan

for the company invited thither; your self, and this fair gentle-

woman.
Chloe. Arc we invited to court, sir?

Tib. You are, lady, by the great princess Julia; who longs to

greet you with any favours that may worthily make you an often

courtier.
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CTiloe. In sincerity, I thank her, sir. You have a coach, have you
not?

Tih. The princess hath sent her own, lady.
Chloe. O Venus! that's well: I do long to ride in a coach most

vehemently.
Cyth. But, sweet Gallus, pray you resolve me why you give that

heavenly praise to this earthly banquet?
Ood. Because, Cytheris, it must be celebrated by the heavenly

powers: all the gods and goddesses will be there; to two of which

you two must be exalted.

Chloe. A pretty fiction, in truth.

Cyth. A fiction, indeed, Chloe, and fit for the fit of a poet.

Gal. Why, Cytheris, may not poets (from whose divine spirits all

the honours of the gods have been deduced) entreat so much honour
of the gods, to have their divine presence at a poetical banquet?

Cyth. Suppose that no fiction; yet, where are your habijities to

make ua two goddesses at your tt^st?

Gal. Who knows not, Cytheris, that the sacred breath of a true

poet can blow any virtuous humanity up to deity ?

Tib. To tell you the female truth, which is the simple truth,

ladies; and to shew that poets, in spite of the world, are able to

deify themselves; at this banquet, to which you are invited, we
intend to assume the figures of the gods; and to give our several

loves the forms of goddesses. Ovid will be Jupiter; the princess

Julia, Juno; Gallus here, Apollo; you, Cytheris, Pallas; I will be

Bacchus: and my love Plautia, Ceres: and to install you and your
husband, fair Chloe, in honours equal with ours, you shall be a

goddess, and your husband a god.
Chloe. A god !

—O my goda !

Tib. A god, but a lame god, lady; for he shall be Vulcan, and

you Venus: and this will make our banquet no less than heavenly.
Chhe. In sincerity, it will be sugared. Good Jove, what a pretty

foolish thing it is to be- a poet ! but, hark you, sweet Cytheris, could

they not possibly leave out my husband? methinka a body's hus-

band does not so well at court; a body's friend, or so—but, hu.sband !

'tis like your clog to your marmoset, for all the world, and the

heavens.

Cyth. Tut, never fear, Chloe! your husband will be left without
in the lobby, or the great chamber, when you shall be put in, i'the

closet, by this lord, and by that lady.
Chloe. Nay, then I am certified; he shall go.

Enter HORACE.

Gal. Horace! welcome.
Hor. Gentlemen, hear you the news ?

Tib. What news, my Quintus!
Hot. Our melancholic friend, Propertius,

Hath closed himself up in his Cynthia's tomb;
And will bv no entreaties be drawn thence.
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Enter AuBitrs, introducing Cbispinus and DEMETEms, followed

by TuccA.

Alb. Nay, good Master Crigpinus, pray you bring near the

gentleman.
Hor. Crispinus! Hide me, good Gallus; Tibullua, shelter me.

[Ooing.
Oris. Make your approach, sweet captain.
Tib. What means this, Horace?
Hor. I am surprised again; farewell.

Gai. Stay, Horace.
Hor. What, and be tired on by yond' vulture! No:

Phoebus defend me 1 [Exit hastily.

Tib. 'Slight, I hold my life

This same is he met him in Holy-street.
Gal. Troth, 'tis like enough.—This act of Propertius relishetb

very strange with me.
Tuc. By thy leave, my neat scoundrel: what, is this the mad

boy you talk'd on?
Cris. Ay, this is master Albius, captain.
Tuc. Give me thy hand, Agamemnon; we hear abroad thou art

the Hector of citizens: What sayest thou ? are we welcome to thee,

noble Neoptolemua ?

Alb. Welcome, captain, by Jove and all the gods in the Capitol
—

Ttu:. No more, we conceive thee. Which of these is thy wedlock.

Menelaus? thy Helen, thy Lucrece? that we may do her honour,

mad boy.
Cris. She in the little line dressing, sir, is my mistress.

Alb. For fault of a better, sir.

Tuc. A better ! profane rascal: I cry thee mercy, my good scroyle,

was't thou?
Alb. Xo harm, captain.
Tuc. She is a Venus, a Vesta, a Melpomene: come hither,

Penelope; what's thy name, IrLs?

Chloe. My name is Cbloe, sir; I am a gentlewoman.
Ttic. Thou art in merit to be an empress, Chloe, for an eye and a

bp; thou hast an emperor's nose: kiss me again: 'tis a virtuous

punk : BO I Before Jove, the gods were a sort of goslings, when they
suffered so sweet a breath to perfume the bed of a stinkard: thou

hadst ill fortune, Thisbe; the Fates were infatuate, they were,

punk, they were.

Chloe. That's sure, sir: let me crave your name, I pray you, sir.

Tuc. I am known by the name of captain Tucca, punk; the noble

Roman, punk: a gentleman, and a commander, punk.
Chloe. In good time: a gentleman, and a commander! that's as

good as a poet, methinks. [ Walks aside.

Cris. A pretty iiistrumentl It's my cousin Cytheris' viol this,

ia it not 7



The Poetaster 269

Cyth. Nay, play, cousin; it wants but s'lch a voice and hand to

grace it, as yours is.

Cris. Alas, cousin, you are merrily inspired.

Cyth. Pray you play, if you love me.

Cris. Yes, cousin ; you know I do not hate you.
Tib. A most subtile wench! how she hath baited him with a

viol yonder, for a song!
Cris. Cousin, 'pray you call mistress Chloe! she shall hear an

essay of my poetry.
Tuc. I'll call her.—Come hither, cockatrice: here's one will set

thee up, my sweet punk, set thee up.
Chloe. Are you a poet so soon, sir ?

AU). Wife, mum.

Ckispinus plays and sings.

Love is bhnd, and a wanton;
In tiie whole world, there is scant one—Such another:

No, not his mother.

, He hath pluck'd her doves and sparrows.
To feather his sharp arrows,
And alone prevaileth,
While sick Venus waileth.

But if Cypris once recover

The wag; it shall behove her

To look better to liim:

Or she will undo him.

Alb. O, most odoriferous music!

Tuc. Aha, stinkard! Another Orpheus, you slave, another

Orpheus! an Arion riding on the back of a dolphin, rascal!

Qal. Have you a copy of this ditty, sir ?

Cris. Master Albius has.

Alb. Ay, but in truth they are my wife's verses; I must not
shew them.

Tuc. Shew them, bankrupt, shew them; they have salt in them,
and will brook the air, stinkard.

Qal. How ! To his bright mistress Canidia !

Cris. Ay, sir, that's but a borrowed name; as Ovid's Corinna, or

Propertius his Cynthia, or your Nemesis, or Deha, Tibullus.

Gal. It's the name of Horace his witch, as I remember.
Tih. Why, the ditty's all borrowed; 'tis Horace's: hang him,

plagiary !

Tuc. How! he borrow of Horace? he shall pawn himself to ten

brokers 6rst. Do you hear, Poetasters? I know you to be men of

worship—He shall write with Horace, for a talent ! and let Mecsenas
and his whole college of critics take his part: thou shalt do't, young
Phoebus; thou shalt, Phaeton, thou shalt.

I—*K 4S9
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Dem. Alas, sir, Horace! he is a mere sponge; notliing but
Humoms and observation; he goes up and down sucking from every

society, and when he comes home squeezes himself dry again. I

know him, I.

Tuc. Thou aay'st true, my poor poetical fury, he will [)en all he

knows. A sharp thorny-tooth'd satirical rascal, fly him; he carries

hay in his horn: he will sooner lose his best friend, than his least

jest. What he once drops upon paper, against a man, Uves eternally
to upbraid him in the mouth of every slave, tanliard-bearer, or

ivaterman; not a bawd, or a boy that comes from the bake-house,
but shall point at liim: 'tis all dog, and scorpion; he carries poison
in his teeth, and a sting in his tail. Fough ! body of Jove ! I'll have
the slave whipt one of these days for his Satiies and hia Humours,

by one cashier'd clerk or another.

Oris. We'll undertake him, captain.
Dem. Ay, and tickle him i' faith, for his arrogancy and his im-

pudence, in commending his own things; and for his traaslating,
I can trace him, i'faith. O, he is the most open fellow living; I

had as lieve as a new suit I were at it.

Tuc. Say no more then, but do it; 'tis the only way to get thee

a new suit; sting him, my httle neufts; I'll give you instructions:

I'll be your intelligencer; we'll all join, and hang upon him Hke so

many horse-leeches, the players and all. We shall sup together,

soon; and then we'll conspii'e, i'faith.

Gal. O that Horace had stayed still here!

Tib. So would not I; for both these would have turn'd Pytha-

goreans then.

Gal. What, mute?
Tib. Ay, as fishes, i'faith: come, ladies, shall we go?

Cyth. We wait you, sir. But mistress Chloe asks, if you have not

a god to spare for this gentleman.
Gal. Who, captain Tucca?

Cijth. Ay, he.

Gal. Yes, if we can invite him along, he shall be Mars.

Chlot. Has Mars any thing to do with Venus?
Tib. 0, most of all, lady.
Chloe. Nay, then I pray let him be invited: And what shall

Ci'ispinus be?
Tib. Mercury, mistress Chloe.

Chloe. Mercury! that's a poet, is it?

Gal. No, lady, but somewhat inclining that way; he is a herald

fit arms.

Chloe. A herald at arms ! good; and Mercury! pretty: he has to

do with Venus too ?

Tib. A little with her face, lady; or so.

Chloe. 'Tis very well; pray let us go, I long to be at it.

Cyth. Gentlemen, sliall we pray your companies along?
Cris. You sliall not only pray, but prevail, lady.

—Come, sweet

captain.
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Tuc. Yes, I follow: but thou must not talk of this now, my little

bankrupt.
Alb. Captain, look here, mum.
Dem. I'll go write, sir.

Tuc. Do, do: stay, there's a drachm to purchase ginger-bread for

thy muse.
'

[Exeunt.

SCETvTE II.—-1 Room in Ltjpits's House.

Enter Lupus, Histrio, and Lictors.

Lup. Come, let us talk here; here we may be private; shut the

door, lictor. You are a player, you say.
Hist. Ay, an't please your worship.

Lup. Good; and how are you able to give this intelligence?

Hi/d. Marry, sir, they directed a letter to me and my fellow-

sharers.

Lup. Speak lower, you are not now in your theatre, stager:
—my

sword, knave. They directed a letter to you, and your fellow-

sharers: forward.

Hist. Yes, sir, to hire some of our properties; as a sceptre and

crown for Jove; and a caduceus for Mercury; and a petasus—
Lup. Caduceus and petasus! let me see your letter. This la

a conjuration: a conspiracy, this. Quickly, on with my buskins:

I'll act a tragedy, i'faith. Will nothing but our gods serve these

poets to profane? dispatch! Player, I thank thee. The emperor
shall take knowledge of thy good service. [A knocking within.]

Who's there now? Look, knave. [Exit Lictor.] A crovm and a

ae^ptre I this is good rebellion, now.

Re-enter Lictor.

Lie. 'Tis your pothecary, sir, master Minos.

Lup. What tell'st thv>u me of pothecaries, knave! Tell him, I

have affairs of state in hand; I can talk to no apothecaries now.

Heart of me! Stay the pothecary there. [Walks in a musing

posture.] You shall see, I have fish'd out a cunning piece of plot

now: they have had some intelligence, that their project is dis-

cover'd, and now have they dealt with my apothecary, to poison

me; 'tis so; knowing that I meant to take physic to-day: as sure

as death, 'tis there. Jupiter, I thank thee, that thou hast yet

made me so much of a politician.

Enier IVIinos.

You are welcome, sir; take the potion from him there; I have an

antidote more than you wot of, sir; throw it on the ground there:

so! Now fetch in the dog; and yet we cannot tarry to try experi
ments now: arrest him; you shall go with me, sir; I'll tickle you.

pothecary; Fll give you a glister, i'faith. Have I the letter? ay.

'tis here.—Come, your fasces, lictors: the half pikes and the hal

herds, take them down from the Lares there. Player, assist me.
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As they are going out, enter Mec^xas arid Horace.

Mec. Whither now, Asinius I.upus, with this armory?
Lup. I cannot talk now; I charge you assist me: treason!

treason !

Hor. How! treason?

Lup. Ay: if you love the emperor, and the state, follow me.

[Exeuni.

SCENE III.—An Apartment in the Palace.

Enter Ovid, Julia, Gallus, Cytheris, Tibtjllus, Plautia. Ai.bius.

Chloe, Tucca, Cbispinus, Hermooenes, Pykgus, charac-

teristically habited, as gods and goddesses.

Ovid. Gods and goddesses, take your .several seat,s. Now. Mer-

cury, move your caduceus, and, in Jupiter's name, command
silence.

Oris. In the name of Jupiter, silence.

Her. The crier of the court hath too clarified a voice.

Gal. Peace, Momus.
Ovid. Oh, he is the god of reprehension: let him alone: 'tis his

office. Mercury, go forward, and proclaim, after i'hoebus, our high

pleasure, to all the deities that shall partake this high banquet.
Oris. Yes, sir.

Gal. The great god, Jupiter,
—[Here, and at every break in the

line, Crispinus repeats aloud the words of Gallus.] Of hts

licentious goodrLCSs, Willing to make this feast iw fast From

any manner of pleasure;- }^or to bind any god or goddess To ha

any thing th^e more god or goddess, for their names: He gives them

ail free license To speak no wiser tlian persons of baser titles:

And to be nothing better, than common men. or teamen. And

therefore no god Shall need to keep himself more strictly to his

goddess Than any man does to his xcife: ^or any goddess

ShaU need to keep herself more strictly to her god Than any xi\>man

does to her husband. But, since it is no part of unsdom, In.

these days, to come into bonds; It shall be lanfulfor every lover

To break loving oaths, To change their lovers, and make love to

others, As the heat of every one's blood, And tlie spirit of our

nectar, shall inspire. And Jupiter .save Jupiter/
Tib. So; now we may play the fools by authority.
Her. To play the fool by authority is wisdom.

Jul. Away with your mattery sentences, Momus; they are too

grave and wise for this meeting.
Ovid. Mercury, give our jester a stft/ol, let him sit by; and rea.ch

him one of our cates.

Tuc. Dost hear, mad Jupiter? we'll have it enacted, he that

speaks the first wise word, shall be made cuckold. What say ct

thou ? Is it not a good motion ?

Ovid. Deities, are you all agreed ?

All Agreed, great Jupiter.
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Alb. I have read in a book, that to play the fool wisely, is high

wiadom.
Gal. How now, Vulcan ! will you be the first wizard ?

Ovid. Take Ins wife, Mars, and make him cuckold quickly.

Tuc. Come, cockatrice.

Chloe. No, let me alone with him, Jupiter: I'll make you take

heed, sir, while you live again; if there be twelve in a company,
that you be not the wisest of 'em.

Alb. No more: I will not indeed, wife, hereafter; I'll be here:

mum.
Oind. Fill us a bowl of nectar, Ganymede: we will drink to our

daughter Venus.

Gai. Look to your wife, Vulcan: Jupiter begins to court her.

Tib. Nay, let Mara look to it: Vulcan must do aa Venus does,

bear.

Ttic. Sirrah, boy; catamite: Look you play Ganymede well now,

you slave. Do not spill your nectar; carry your cup even: so!

You should have rubbed your face with whites of eggs, you rascal;

till your brows had shone like our sooty brother's here, as sleek as a

horn-book: or have steept your Hps in wine, till you made them
BO plump, that Juno might have been jealous of them. Pimk, kiss

me, punk.
Ovid. Here, daughter Venus, I drink to thee.

Chloe. Thank you, good father Jupiter.
Tuc. Why, mother Juno! gods and fiends! what, wilt thou

suffer this ocular temptation?
Ttb. Mars is enraged, he looks big, and begins to stut for anger.
Her. Well played, captain Mars.

Tuc. Well said, minstrel Momus: I must put you in, must 17

when will you be in good fooling of yourself, fidler, never 7

Her. 0, 'tis our fasluon to be silent, when there is a better fool

in place ever.

Tuc. Thank you, rascal.

Ovid. Fill to our daughter Venus, Ganymede, who fills her father

with affection.

Jul. Wilt thou be ranging, Jupiter, before my face ?

Ovid. Why not, Juno ? why should Jupiter stand in awe of thy

face, Juno?
Jul. Eecause it is thy wife's face, Jupiter.
Ovid. What, shall a husband be afraid of his wife's face? will

she paint it so horribly ? we are a king, cotquean; and we will reign

in our pleasures; and we will cudgel thee to death, if thou find

fault with us.

Jul. I will find fault with thee, king cuckold-maker: What, shall

the king of gods turn the king of good-fellows, and have no fellow

in vrickedness ? This makes our poets, that know our profaneness,
live as profane as we: By my godhead, Jupiter, I will join with all

the other gods here, bind thee hand and foot, throw thee down into

the earth and make a poor poet of thee, if thou abuse me thus.
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Oal. A good emart-tongued goddess, a right Juno !

Ovid. Juno, we will cudgel tliee, Juno: we told the-e so yesterday,

when thou wert jealous of us for Thetis

Pi/r. Nay, to-day she had me in inquisition too.

Tttc. Well said, my fine Phrygian fry ; inform, inform. Give me
some wine, king of heralds, I may drink to my cockatrice.

Ovid. No more, Ganymede; we will cudgel thee, Juno; by Styx

wo will.

JtU. Ay, 'tis well; gods may grow impudent in iniquity, and

they must not be told of it—
Ovid. Yea, we will knock our chin against our breast, and shake

the© out of Olympus into an oyster-boat, for thy scolding.

Jul. Your nose is not long enough to do it, Jupiter, if all thy

(Strumpets thou hast among the stars took thy part. And there is

never a star in thy forehead but shall be a horn, if thou persist to

abuse me.

Oris. A good jest, i'faith.

Ovid. We tell thee thou angerest us, cotquean; and we will

thunder thee in pieces for thy cotqueanity.
Cris. Another good jest.

Alb. 0, my hammers and my Cyclops! This boy fills not wine

enough to make us kind enough to one another.

Tiic. Nor thou hast not collied thy face enough, stinkard-

AW. I'll ply the table with nectar, and make them friends.

Her. Heaven is like to have but a lame skinker, then.

AU). Wine and good Uvers make true lovers: I'll sentence them

together. Here, father, here, mother, for shame, drink yourselves

drunk, and forget this dissension; you two should cUng together

before our faces, and give us example of unity.

Gal. 0, excellently spoken, Vulcan, on the sudden!

Tib. Jupiter may do well to prefer his tongue to some oflSce

for his eloquence.
Tuc. His tongue shall be gentleman-usher to his wit, and still go

before it.

Alb. An excellent fit office!

Oris. Ay, and an excellent good jest besides.

Her. What, have you hired Mercury to cry your jests you make ?

Ovid. Momus, you are envious.

Tuc. Why, ay, you whoreson blockhead, 'tis your only block of

wit in fa,shion now-a-days, to applaud other folks' jests.

Her. True; with those that are not artificers themselves. Vul-

can, you nod, and the mirth of the jest droops.

Pyr. He has filled nectar so long, till his brain swims in it.

Gal. What, do we nod, fellow-gods! Sound music, and let us

startle our spirits with a song.

Tuc. Do, Apollo, thou art a good musician.

Gal. Wliat savs Jupiter!
Ovid. Ha! ha!

Gal A song.
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Ovid. Why, do, do, sing.

Pla. Bacchus, what say you ?

Tib. Ceres?

Pla. But, to this song ?

Tib. Sing, for my part.

Jul. Your belly weighs down your head, Bacchus; here's a song
toward.

Tib. Begin, Vulcan.

Alb. What else, what else ?

Tuc. Say, Jupiter
—

Quid. Mercury—
Cria. Ay, say, say. ^Music.

Alb. Wake I our mirth begins to die;

Quicken it ivith tunes and wine.

Raise your notes; you're out; fie, fie I

This drowsiness is an ill sign.

We banish him the quire of gods,
Tlixit droops agen:
Then all art men.

For here's not one but nods.

Ovid. I Uke not this sudden and general heaviness amongst our

godheads; 'tis somewhat ominous. Apollo, command us louder

music, and let Mercuiy and Momus contend to please and revive

our senses. \_Music.

Herm. Then, in a free and lofty strain.

Our broken tuups we thus repair;

Cris. And we answer them, again.

Running division on the -panting air;

Ambo. To celebrate thisfexist of sense.

As fret from scandal as offence.

Herm. Here is beauty far the eye;

Cris. For th^ ear sweei melody.
H erm. A nibrosiac odours, for the smdl;
Cria. Delicio-us nectar, for the taste;

Ambo. For the touch, a lady's waist;

Which doth all the rest excel.

Olid. Ay, this has waked us. Mercury, our herald; go from

curself, the great god Jupiter, to the great emperor Augustus Csesar,

and command him from us, of whose bounty he hath received the

sirname of Augustus, that, for a thank-offering to our beneficence,

he presently sacrifice, as a dish to this banquet, his beautiful and

wanton daughter Julia: she's a curst quean, tell him, and plays the

scold behind his back; therefore let her be sacrificed. Command
him this. Mercury, in our high name of Jupiter Altitonans.

Jul. Stay, feather-footed Mercur\% and tell Augustus, from us,

the great Juno Saturnia; if he thinJi it hard to do as Jupiter hath

commanded him, and sacrifice his daughter, that he had better do
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80 ten times, than suffer her to love the we]l-nosed poet, Ovid;

whom he shall do well to whip or cause to be whipped, about the

capitol, for soothing her in her follies.

Enter AtrausTUS C.esak, Mec.enas, Horace, Lupus, Histrio,

Minus, and Lictors.

Cces. What sight is this ? Mecaenas! Horace 1 say?
Have we our senses ? do we hear and see ?

Or are these but imaginary objects
Drawn by our phantasy! Why speak you not?

Let us do sacritice. Are they the gods ? [Omd and the rest kneel.

Reverence, amaze, and fury fight in me.

What, do they kneel ! Nay, then I see 'tis true

1 thought impossible: 0, impious sight!

Let me divert mine eyes; the very thought
Everts my soul with passion: Look not, man,
There is a panther, whose unnatural eyes
Will strike thee dead: turn, then, and die on her

With her own death. [Offers to kill his daiighi»r.

Mec. Hot. What means imperial Caesar?

Cces. What would you have me let the strumpet live

That, for this pageant, earns so many deaths ?

Tuc. Boy, sUnk, boy.

Pyr. Pray Jupiter we be not followed bj' the scent, master.

[E.veunt Tucca and Pyrgus.

Cces. Say, air, what are you ?

ATb. I play Vulcan, sir.

Cass. But what are you, sir?

Alh. Your citizen and jeweller, sir.

Cces. And v/hat are you, dame?
Chloe.. I play Venus, forsooth.

Cces. I ask not what you play, but what you are.

Chloe. Your citizen and jeweller's wife, sir.

Caes. And you, good sir ?

Cris. Your gentleman parcel-poet, sir. [Exit.

Cces. 0, that profaned name !
—

And are these seemly company for thee, \To Julia.

Degenerate monster? All the rest I know,
And hate all knowledge for their hateful sake.';.

Are you, that first the deities inspired

With skill of their high natures and their powers.
The first abusers of their useful light;

Profaning thus their dignities in their forms.

And making thcra, Uke you, but counterfeits?

0, who shall follow Virtue and embrace her.

When her false bosom is found nought but air ?

And yet of those embraces centaurs spring.

That war wilh human pe<ice, and poison men.—
Who sh.-ill, with greater comforts compieheud
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Her unseen being and her excellence;

When you, that teach, and should eternise her.

Live as she were no law unto your lives.

Nor hved herself, but with your idle breaths ?

If you think gods but feign'd, and virtue painted.
Know we sustain an actual residence,

And with the title of an emperor,
Retain his spirit and imperial power;
By which, in imposition too remiss,
Licentious Naao, for thy violent wrong,
In soothing the declined affections

Of our base daughter, we exile thy feet

From all approach to our imperial court.
On pain of death; and thy misgotten love

Commit to patronage of iron doors;
Since her soft-hearted aire cannot contain her.

Mec. 0, good my lord, forgive! be like the goda,
Hor. Let royal bounty, Caesar, mediate.

Cces. There is no bounty to be shew'd to such
As have no real goodness: bounty is

A spice of virtue; and what vii'tuous act

Can take effect on them, that have no power
Of equal habitude to apprehend it.

But live in worship of that idol, vice.

As if there were no viitue, but in shade
Of strong imagination, merely enforced ?

This shews their knowledge is mere ignorance.
Their far-fetch'd dignity of soul a fancy.
And all their square pretext of gravity
A mere vain-glory; hence, away with them I

I will prefer for knowledge, none but such
Ae rule their lives by it, and can becalm
All sea of Humour with the marble trident

Of their strong spirits: others fight below
With gnats and shadows; others nothing know. [Exeunt.

SCENE v.—^ Street before the Palace.

Enter TuccA, Crispintjs, arid Pyequs.

Tuc. What's become of my little punk, Venus, and the poult-
foot stinkard, her husband, ha?

Cris. O, they are rid home in the coach, as fast as the wheels can
run.

TtM. God Jupiter is banished, I hear, and his cockatrice Juno
lock'd up. 'Heart, an all the poetry in Parnassus get me to be a

player again, I'll sell 'em my share for a sesterce. But this is

Humours, Horace, that goat-footed envious slave; he's turn'd
fawn now; an informer, the rogue! 'tis he has betray'd us all.

Did you not see him with the emperor crouching ?
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Oris. Yea.

Tuc. Well, follow me. Thou shalt libel, and 1'!! cudgel the rascal.

Boy, provide me a truncheon. Revenge shall gratulate him, tarn

Marti, quam Mercurio.

Pyr. Ay, but master, take heed how you give this out; Horace
is a man of the sword.

Oris. 'Tis true, in troth; they say he's valiant.

Tuc. Valiant? so is mine a— . Gods and fiends! I'll blow him
into air when I meet him next: he dares not fight with a puck-fist.

[Horace passes over the stage.

Pyr. Master, he comes !

Tuc. Where? Jupiter save thee, my good poet, my nobl?

prophet, my little fat Horace.—I scorn to beat the rogue in the

oourt; and I saluted him thus fair, because he should auspect

nothing, the rascal. Come, we'll go see how far forward our journey-
man is toward the untrussing of him.

Cris. Do you hear, captain? I'll unite nothing in it but inno-

cence, because I may swear T am innocent. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

Enter HoaACB, Mecsinas, Lupus, Histrio, and Lictors.

Hot. Nay, why pursue you not the emperor for your reward now.

Lupus ?

Mec. Stay, Asinius;
Yon and your stager, and your band of lictors:

I hope your service merits more respect,
Than thus, without a thanks, to be sent hence.

His. Vv^ell, well, jest on, jest on.

Hot. Thou base, unworthy groom !

Lup. Ay, ay, 'tis good.
Hot. Was this the treason, this the dangerous plot,

Thy clamorous tongue so bellow'd through the court?

Hadst thou no other project to encrease

Thy grace with Csesar, but this wolfish train.

To prey upon the life of innocent mirth

And harnilesa pleasures, bred of noble wit?

Away! I loath thy presence; such as thou.

The}' are the moths and scarabs of a state

The bane of empires, and the dregs of courts;

Who. to endear themselves to an employment.
Care not whose fame they blast, whose life they endanger;
And, under a disguised and cobweb mask
Of love unto their sovereign, vomit forth

Their own prodigious malice; and pretending
To be the props and columns of their safety.

The guards unto his person and his peace.
Disturb it most, wltli tlioir false, lapwing-cries.

Luj>. Good ! Caesar shall know of this, believe it.
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Mec. Caesar doth know it, wolf, and to his knowledge.

He will, I hopa. reward your base endeavours.
Princes that will but hear, or give access
To such officious spies, can ne'er be safe:

They take in poison with an open ear,

And, free from danger, become slaves to fear. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII.—^ra open Space before the Palace.

Enter Ovid.

Banish'd the court ! Let me be banish'd life.

Since the chief end of life is there concluded:
Within the court is all the kingdom bounded.
And as her sacred sphere doth comprehend
Ten thousand times so much, as so much place
In any part of all the empire else;

So every body, moving in her sphere.
Contains ten thousand times as much in him,
As any other her choice orb exciudea.
As in a circle, a magician then
la safe against the spirit he excites;

But, out of it, is subject to his rage.
And loseth all the virtue of his art:

So I, exiled the circle of the court,
Lose all the good gifts that in it I 'joy'd.
No virtue current is, but with her stamp.
And no vice vicious, blanch'd with her white hand.
The court's the abstract of all Rome's desert.
And my dear Juha the abstract of the court.

Methinks, now I come near her, I respire
Some air of that late comfort I received;
And while the evening, with her modest veil.
Gives leave to such poor shadows as myself
To steal abroad, I, like a heartless ghost.
Without the hving body of my love.
Will here walk and attend her: for I know
Not far from hence she is imprisoned.
And hopes, of her strict guardian, t« bribe
So much admittance, as to speak to me,
And cheer my fainting spirits with her breath,

Julia, [appears ahove at her chamber window.] Ovid? my love?
Ovid. Here, heavenly JuHa.
Jtd. Here I and not here ! O, how that word doth play

With both our fortunes, differing, like ourselves,
Both one ; and yet divided, as opposed I

I high, thou low: 0, this our plight of place
Doubly presents the two lets of our love.
Local and ceremonial height, and lowness:
Both ways, I am too high, and thou too low.
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Our minds are even yet; 0, why should our bodies.

That are their slaves, be so without their rule 1

I'll cast myself down to thee; if I die,

I'll ever live with thee: no height of birth,

Of place, of duty, or of cruel power.
Shall keep me from thee; should my father lock

This body up within a tomb of brass.

Yet I'll be with thee. If the forms I hold

Now in my soul, be made one substance with it;

That soul immortal, and the same 'tis now;
Death cannot raze the &Sects she now retaineth:

And then, may she be any where she will.

The souls of parents rule not cliildren's souls.

When death sets both in their dissolv'd estates;

Then is no child nor father; then eternity
Frees all from any temporal respect.
I come, my Ovid; take me in thine arms,
And let me breathe my soul into thy breast.

Ovid. O stay, my love; the hopes thou dost conceive

Of thy quick death, and of thy future life,

Are not authentical. Thou choosest death.
So thou might'st 'joy thy love in the other life:

But know, my princely love, when thou art dead.
Thou only must survive in perfect soul ;

And in the soul are no affections.

We pour out our affections with our blood.

And, with our blood's affections, fade our loves.

No life hath love in such sweet state as this;

No essence is so dear to moody sense

As flesh and blood, whose quintessence is sense.

Beauty, composed of blood and flesh, moves more.
And is more plausible to blood and flesh,

Than spiritual beauty can be to the spirit.

Such apprehension as we have in dreams.
When, sleep, the bond of senses, locks them up,
Such shall we have, when death destroys them quite.
If love be then thy object, change not life;

Live high and happy still: I still below,

Close with my fortunes, in thy height shall joy.

Jid. Ay me, that virtue, whose brave eagle's wings.
With every stroke blow stars in burning heaven,

Should, like a swallow, preying towards storms,

Fly close to earth, and with an eager plume.
Pursue those objects which none else can see.

But seem to all the world the empty air!

Thus thou, poor Ovid, and all virtuous men.
Must prey, like swallows, on invisible food.

Pursuing flies, or nothing: and thus love.

And every worldly fancy, is transposed
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By worldly tyranny to what plight it list.

father, since thou gav'st me not my mind.
Strive not to rule it; take but what thou gav'ob
To thy disposure: thy affections

Rule not in me; I must bear all my griefs,
Let me use all my pleasures; virtuous love

Was never scandal to a goddess' state.—
But he's inflexible! and, my dear love,

Thy life may chance be shorten'd by the length
Of my unwilling speeches to depart.
Farewell, sweet life; though thou be yet exiled

The ofiBcious court, enjoy me amply still:

My soul, in this my breath, enters thine ears,

-And on this turret's door will I lie dead,
Till we may meet again: In this proud height,
1 kneel beneath thee in my prostrate love,

And kiss the happy sands that kiss thy feet.

Great Jove submits a sceptre to a cell,

And lovers, ere they part, will meet in hell.

Ovid. Farewell all company, and, if I could,
All light with thee ! hell's shade should liide my browa.
Till thy dear beauty's beams redeem'd my vows. [Gcing

Jul. Ovid, my love ; alas ! may we not stay
A little longer, think'st thou, undiscem'd?

Ovid. For thine own good, fair goddess, do not stay.
Who would engage a firmament of fires

Shining in thee, for me, a falling star ?

Be gone, sweet life-blood; if I should discern

Thyself but touch'd for my sake, I should die.

Jul. 1 will begone, then; and not heaven itself

Shall draw me back. [Ooing.
Ovid. Yet, Juha, if thou wilt,

A little longer stay.
Jul. I am content.

Ovid. O, mighty Ovid ! what the sway of heaven
Could not retire, my breath hath turned back.

Jtd. Who shall go first, my love ? my passionate eyes
Will not endure to see thee turn from me.

Ovid. If thou go first, my soul will follow thee.

Jul. Then we must stay.
Ovid. Ay me, there is no stay

In amorous pleasures ; if both stay, both die.

I hear thy father; hence, my deity. \Julia retiresfrom the toindovf.

Fear forgeth sounds in my deluded ears;
I did not hear him; I am mad with love.

There is no spirit under heaven, that works
With such illusion; yet such witchcraft kill me,
Eire a sound mind, without it, save my life!

li»», on my knees. I worship the blest place
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That held my coddess; and the loving air.

That closed her body in his silken arras.

Vain Ovid I kneel not to the place, nor air;

She's in thy heart; rise then, and worship thero.

The truest wisdom silly men can have,
la dotage on the follies of their flesh. [Exit

ACT V
SCEXE l.~An Apai-t7nent in the. Palace.

Enter C^sab, Mec-^nas, Gallus, TrBtJixus, Horace, and

Equites Romani.

Cces. We, that have conquer'd still, to save the conquer'd.
And loved to make iniiictions fear'd, not felt;

Grieved to reprove, and joyful to reward;
More proud of reconcilement than revenge;
Resume into the late state of our love.

Worthy Cornelius Gallus, and Tibullus:

You both are gentlemen: and, you, Cornelius,
A soldier of renown, and the first provost
That ever let our Roman eagles fly

On swarthy ^Egypt, quarried with her spoils.
Yet (not to bear cold forms, nor men's out- terms.
Without the inward fires, and lives of men)
You both have virtues shining through your shapes;
To shew, your titles are not writ on posts,
Or hollow statues which the best men are,

Without Promethean stuffings rea<>h'd from heaven!
Sweet poesy's sacred garlands crown your gentry:
Which is, of all the faculties on earth.

The most abstract and perfect; if she be

True-born, and nursed with all the sciences.

She can so mould Rome, and her monuments,
Within the Uquid marble of her lines.

That they shall stand fresh and miraculous.
Even when they mix with innovating dust;
In her sweet streams shall our brave Roman spirits

Chase, and swim after death, with their choice de&ia

Shining on their white shoulders: and therein

Shall Tyber, and our famous rivers fall

With such attraction, that the ambitious line

Of the round world shal; to her centre shrink.

To hear their music: and, for these high parts,
Ca?sar shall reverence the Pierian arts.

Mer. Your majesty's high grace to poesy.
Shall stand 'gainst all the dull detractions

Of leaden souls; who, for the vain assuming.*
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Of some, quite worthless of her sovereign wreaths.
Contain her worthiest prophets in contempt.

Gal. Happy is Rome of ail earth's other states.

To have so true and great a president,
For her inferior spirits to imitate.
As Cajsar is; who addeth to the sun
Influence and lustre; in increasing thus

His inspirations, kindling fire in us.

Eor. Phosbus himself shall kneel at Caesar's shrine.
And deck it with bay garlands dew'd with wine,
To quit the worship Ccesar does to him ;

Where other princes, hoisted to their thi'oaes

By Fortune's passionate and disorder'd power,
Sit in their height, hke clouds before the sun.

Hindering his comforts; and, by their excess

Of cold in virtue, and cross heat in vice,

Thunder and tempest on those learned heads.
Whom Caesar with such honour doth advance.

Tib. All human business fortune doth command
Without all order; and with her blind hand,

She, bhnd, bestows bhnd gifts, that still have nurst.

They see not who, nor how, but still, the worst.

Coes. C«sar, for his rule, and for so much stuff

As Fortune puts in his hand, shall dispose it,

Afl if his hand had eyea and soul in it,

With worth and judgment. Hands, that part with gifts

Or will restrain their use, without desert.

Or with a misery numb'd to virtue's right.

Work, as they had no soul to govern them.
And quite reject her; severing their estates

From human order. Whosoever can.

And will not cherish virtue, is no man.

Enter some of the Equestrian Order.

Eques. Virgil is aow at hand, imperial Caesar.

Coes. Rome's honour is at hand then. Fetch a chair,

And set it on our right hand, where 'tis fit

Rome's honour and our own should ever sit.

Now he is come out of Campania,
I doubt not he hath finish'd all his .-Eneids.

Which, like another soul, I long to enjoy.
What think you three of Virgil, gentlemen.
That are of his profession, though raiik'd higher;

Or, Horace, what say'st thou, that art the poorest..

And likeliest to envy, or to detract?

Hor. Caesar speaks after common men in this.

To make a difference of me for my poorne.ss;
As if the filth of poverty sunk as deep
Into a knowing spirit, as the bane
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Of richea doth into an ignorant soul.

No, Caesar, they be pathless, moorish minds
That being once made rotten with the dung
Of damned riches, ever after sink

Beneath the steps of any villainy.
But knowledge is the nectar that keeps sweet
A perfect soul, even in this grave of sin ;

And for my soul, it is as free as Caesar's,

For what I know is due I'll give to all.

He that detracts or envies virtuous merit,
Is still the covetous and the ignorant spirit.

C(Bs. Thanks, Horace, for thy free and wholesome sharpne
Which pleaseth Cassar more than servile fawns.
A flatter'd prince soon turns the prince of foola.

And for thy sake, we'll put no difference more
Between the great and good for being poor.

Say then, loved Horace, thy true thought of Virgil.
Hor. I judge him of a rectified spirit,

By many revolutions of discourse,
(In his bright reason's influence,) refined

From all the tartarous moods of common men;
Bearing the nature and simihtude
Of a right heavenly body ; most severe

In fashion and collection of himself;

And, then, a« clear and confident as Jove.
Gal. And yet so chaste and tender is his ear.

In suffering any syllable to pass.
That he thinks may become the honour'd name
Of issue to hia so examined self,

That all the lasting fruits of his full merit,
In his own poems, he doth still distaste;
And if his mind's piece, which he strove to paint,
Could not with fleshly pencils have her right.

Tib. But to approve his works of sovereign worth.
This observation, methinks, more than serves.
And is not vulgar. That which he hath writ

Is with such judgment labour'd, and distill'd

Through all the needful uses of our lives,

That could a man remember but his lines.

He should not touch at any serious point.
But he might breathe his spirit out of him.

Cms. You mean, he might repeat part of his works,
As fit for any conference he can use?

Tib. True, royal Cajsar.

C(V3. Worthily observed;
And a most worthy virtue in his works.

What thinks material Horace of his learning?
Hor. His learning savours not the school-like gloss.

That most consists in echoing words and terms.
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Acd soonest wins a man an empty name;
Nor any long or far-fetch'd circumstance

Wrapp'd in the curious generalties of arts;

But a direct and analytic sum
Of all the worth and tirst effects of arts.

And for his poesy, 'tis so ramm'd with life.

That it shall gather strength of life, with being,
And live hereafter more admired than now.

C(zs. This one consent in all your dooms of him.
And mutual loves of all your several merita,

Argues a truth of merit in you all.—
Enter Vibgil.

See, here comes Virgil; we will rise and greet him.

Welcome to Coasar, Virgil ! Caesar and Virgil

Shall differ but in sound; to Caesar, Virgil,

Of his expressed greatness, shall be made
A second sirname, and to Virgil, Caesar.

Where are thy famous ^neidS ? do us grace
To let us see, and surfeit on their sight.

Virg. Worthless they are of Caesar's gracious eyes.
If they were perfect; much more with their wants.
Which are yet more than my time could supply.

And, could great Caesar's expectation
Be satisfied with any other service,

I would not shew them.
Cms. Virgil is too modest;

Or seeks, in vain, to make our longings more:
Shew them, sweet Virgil.

Virg. Then, in such due fear

Afl fits presenters of great works to Caesar,

I humbly shew them.

Cms. Let us now behold

A human soul made visible in life;

And more refulgent in a senseless paper
Than in the sensual complement of kings.

Read, read thyself, dear Virgil ; let not me
Profane one accent with an untuned tongue:
Best matter, badly shewn, shews worse than bad.

See then this chair, of purpose set for thee

To read thy poem in ; refuse it not.

Virtue, without presumption, place may take

Above best kings, whom only she should maka
Virg. It will be thought a thing ridiculous

To present eyes, and to all future times

A gross untruth, that any poet, void

Of birth, or wealth, or temporal dignity.

Should, with decorum, transcend Caesar's chair.

Poor virtue raised, high birth and wealth set under.
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Crosseth heaven's courses, and makes WDrldlings wonder.

C(BS. The course of heaven, and fate itself, in tins,

WilJ Caesar cross; much more all worldly custom.

Hot. Custom, in course of honour, ever errs;

And they are best whom fortune least prefers.

Cobs. Horace hath but more strictly spoke our thoughta.

The vast rude sAving of general confluence

Is, in particular ends, ext;inpt from sense:

And therefore reason (which in right should be

The special rector of all harmony)
Shall shew we are a man distinct by it,

From those, whom custom rapteth in her press.

Ascend then, Virgil; and where first by chance

We here have turn'd thy book, do thou first read.

Virg. Great Caesar hath his will; I will ascend.

'Twere simple injury to his free hand.
That sweeps the cobwebs from unused virtue,

And makes her shine proportion'd to her worth.

To be more nice to entertain his grace.

Than he is choice, and liberal to afford it.

C(BS. Gentlemen of our chamber, guard the doors.

And let none enter; [Exeunt Equites.] peace. Begin, good VirgiL

Virg. Mmmohile the skies 'gan thunder, and in tail

Of thid, fell pourivg storms of sleet and Iiail:

The Tyrian lords and Trojan youth, each where

With Venus' Dardane nepliew, now, in fear.

Seek out fur several shelter through the plain.

Whilst floods come rolling from the hills amain.

Dido a cave, the Trojan prinre the s'/wf

Lighted upon. There earth and heaven s great dame.

That hath the charge of marriage, first gave sign

Unto his contract; fire and air did shine.

As guilty of the match; and from, i)ie hill

The nymphs with shriekings do the region fill.

Here first began their bajte; this day was ground

Of all their ills; for now, nor r^imour's sound,

Xor nice respect of state, moves Dido ought;

Her love no longer now by stenllh is souqhi:

She culls this wedlock, and with thai fni' nnmt

Covers her fault. Forthwith the bruit and fame.

Through all the greatest Lybian toums is gone;

Fame, a fleet evil, than which is swifter none.

Thai moving grows, and flying; gathers stremjth;

Little at first, and fearfd; but at. length

She dare^s attempi the skies, and stalking proud
With feet on grourul, hrr kiiid doth pierce a cloud/

This child, our parent earth, stirr'd up with spite

Of all the gods, brought forth; and, aa some write.

She was last sister of that giant ra/:e
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That thought to scale Jove's court; right swift of pace.
And smifler/ar uf icing; a monster vast.

And dreadful. Look, how many plumbs are placed
On her huge corps, so many waking eyes
Stick underneath; and, which may -stranger rise

In the report, as many tovgues she bears.

As many mouths, as many listening ears.

Nightly, in midst of all the heaven, she flies.

And through the earth's dark shadow shrieking cries;
Nor do her eyes once bend to taste mveet sleep;

By day on tops of houses she doth keep.
Or on high towers; and doth thence afjrighi
Cities and toions of m,ost conspicuotis site:

As covetous she is of tales and lies.

As prodigal of truth: this monster—
Lup. [within.'l Come, folJow me, assist me, second me! Where'e

the emperor?
1 Equea. [vnthin.'] Sir, you must pardon us.

2 Eques. [within.] Caesar is private now; you may not enter.
Tuc. [within.] Not enter! Charge them upon their allegiance,

cropshin.
1 Eques. [within.] We have a charge to the contrary, sir.

Lup. [within.] I pronounce you all traitors, horrible traitors:

Wliat! do you know my affairs? I have matter of danger and
state to impart to Caesar.

Cces. What noise is there? who's that names Caesar?

Lup. [within.] A friend to Csesar.

One that, for Cfpsar's good, would speak with Cfcsar.

Cces. Who is it? look, Cornelius.

1 Eques. [within.] Asinius Lupus.
Cces. O, bid the turbulent informer hence;

We have no vacant ear now, to receive
The unseason'd fruits of his officious tongue.

Mec. You must avoid him there.

Lu/p. [within.] I conjure thee, as thou art Caesar, or respectest
thine own safety, or the safety of the state, Csesar, hear me, speak
with me, Caesar; 'tis no common business 1 come about, but such,
as being neglected, may concern the life of Caesar.

Cces. The hfe of Ca?sar! Let him enter. Virgil, keep thy seat.

Equites. [within.] Bear back, there: whither will you? keep
back!

Enter Ltnpus, Tucca, and Lictors.

Tuc. By thy leave, goodman usher: mend thy peruke; so.

Lup. Lay hold on Horace there; and on Mecaenas, lictors.

Romans, offer no rescue, upon your allegiance: read, royal Caesar.

[Gives a paper.] I'll tickle you, Satyr.
Tuc. He will. Humours, he will; he will squeeze you, poet

puck -fist.
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Lup. I'll lop you off for an unprofitable branch, you aatirical varlet.

Tuc. Ay, and Epaminoncias your patron here, with hia Cagon
chain; come, resign: [takes off Meccenas' chain,] though 'twere your
great grandfather's, the law has made it mine now, sir. Look to

him, my party-coloured rascals; look to him.

CcBS. \Vliat is this, Asinius Lupus? I understand it not.

Lup. Not understand it! A libel, Caesar; a dangerous, seditiouj?

libel; a libel in picture.
Cces. A libel !

Lup. Ay, I found it in this Horace his study, in Mecaenas his

house, here; I challenge the penalty of the laws against them.

Tuc. Ay, and remember to beg their laud betimes; before 8om«
of these hungry court-hounds scent it out.

Cces. Shew it to Horace: ask him if he know it.

Lup. Know it! his hand is at it, Ctesar.

Cces. Then 'tis no libel.

Hot. It is the imperfect body of an emblem, Csesar, I began for

Mecsenas.

Lup. An emblem! right: that's Greek for a libel. Do but mark
how confident he is.

Hor. A just man cannot fear, thou foolish tribune;

Not, though the malice of traducing tongues.
The open vastness of a tyrant's ear.

The senseless rigour of the wrested laws.

Or the red eyes of strain'd authority,

Should, in a point, meet all to take his life:

His innocence is armour 'gainst all these.

Liip. Innocence! impudence! let me see, let me see! I? not

here an eagle! and is not that eagle meant by Caasar, ha? Does
not CiEsar give the eagle? answer me; what sayest thou ?

Tuc. Hast thou any evasion, stinkard?

Lup. Now he's turn'd dumb. I'll tickle you. Satyr.
Hor. Pish: ha, ha I

Lup. Dost thou pish me ? Give me my long sword.

Hor. With reverence to great Caesar, worthy Romans,
Observe but this ridiculous oommenter;
The soul to my device was in this distich:

Thus oft, the base and ravenous multitude

Survive, to share the spoils of fortitude.

Which in this body I have figured here,

A vulture—
Lup. A vulture! Ay, now, 'tis a vulture. O abominable!

monstrous! monstrous! has not your vulture a beak? has it not

legs, and talons, and wings, and feathers?

Tuc. Touch him, old buskins.

Hor. And therefore must it be on eagle?
Mec. Pvespect him not. good Horace: say your device.

Hor, A vulture and a wo!f—



The Poetaster 289

Lup. A wolf! good: that's I; 1 am the wolf : my name's Lupua;
I am meant by the wolf. On, on; a vulture and a wolf—

Hor. Preying upon the carcass of an ass—
Lfij). An asa! good still: that's I too; I am the ass. You mean

m>' by the ass.

Mec. Prithee, leave braying then.

Hor. If you will needs take it. I cannot with modesty give it

from you.
Mec. But, by that beast, the old Egyptians

Wers wont to figure, in their hieroglyphics,

Patience, frugality, and fortitude;

For none of which we can suspect you, tribune.

C(vs. Who was it. Lupus, that inform'd you first,

This should be meant by us ? Or was't your comment ?

Lup. No, C»sar; a player gave me the first light of it indeed.

Tuc. Ay, an honest sycophant-like slave, and a politician besides

CcBS. Where is that player ?

J'«c. He is without here.

Cces. Call him in.

Tuc. Call in the player there: master ^Esop, call him.

Equite.'i. [within.] Player! where is the player ? bear back: none

but the player enter.

Enter Msov, followed by Cbispinus and DHMETRxrrs.

Tuc. Yes, this gentleman and his Achates must.

Cris. Pray you, master usher:—we'll stand close, here.

Tuc. 'Tis a gentleman of quality, this; though he be somewhat
out of clothes, I tell ye.

—Come, iEsop, hast a bay-leaf in thy mouth ?

Well said; be not out, stinkard. Thou shalt have a monopoly of

playing confirm'd to thee, and thy covey, under the emperor's
broad seal, for this service.

CcBS. Is this he?

Lup. Ay, Caesar, this is he.

Ocea. Let him be whipped. Lictors, go take him hence.

And, Lupus, for your fierce credulity,
One fit turn with a pair of larger ears:

'Tia Caesar's do&aa, and must not be revoked.

We hate to have our court and peace disturb'd

With these quotidian clamours. See it done.

Lup. Caesar ! [Exeunt some of the Lictors, with Lupus and Maop.
Cces. Gag him, [that] we may have his silence.

Virg. Caesar hath done like Gcsar. Fair and just
Is his award, against these brainless creatures.

'Tis not the wholesome sharp morality,
Or modest anger of a satiric spirit.

That hurts or wounds the body of the state;

But the sinister application
Of the malicious, ignorant, and base

Interpreter; who will distort, and strain



290 Ben Jonson's Plays

The general scope and purpose of an author
To his particular and private 8plec>a.

Ccea. Vv'e know it, our dear Virgil, and esteem it

A most dishonest practice in that man.
Will seem too witty in another's work.
What would Cornelius Gallus, and Tibullua? [They whisper Ccesar.

Tuc. [to Meccenaa.] Nay, but as thou art a man, dost hear! a

man of worship and honourable: hold, here, take thy chain again.
Resume, mad Mecapnas. What! dost thou think I meant to have

kept it, old boy? no: I did it but to fright thee, I, to try how
thou would'st take it. What ! will I turn shark upon my friends, or

my friends' friends ? I scorn it with my three souls. Come, I love

bully Horace as well as thou dost. I: 'tis an honest hieroglyphic.
Give me thy wrist, Helicon. Dost thou think I'll second e'er a

rhinoceros of them all, against thee, ha? or thy noble Hippocrene,
here? I'll turn stager first, and be whipt too: dost thou see, bully?

CcES. You have your will of Caesar: use it, Romans.

Virgil shall be your prastor: and ourself

Will here sit by, spectator of 3'our sports;
And think it no impeach of royalty.
Our ear is now too much profaned, grave Marc,
With these distastes, to take thy sacred lines;

Put up thy book, till both the time and we
Be fitted with more hallow'd circumstance
For the receiving of so divine a work.

Proceed with your design.
Mec. Gal. Tib. Thanks to great Cfesar.

Gal. Tibullus, draw you the indictment then, whilst Horace
arrests them on the statute of Calumny. Mecaenas and I will take
our places here. Lictors, assist him.

Hor. I am the worst accuser under heaven.

Gal. Tut, you must do it; 'twill be noble mirth.

Hor. I take no knowledge that they do malign me.
Tib. Ay, but the world takes knowledge.
Hor. Would the world knew

How heartily I wish a fool should hate me!
Tuc. Body of Jupiter ! what ! will tliey arraign my brisk Poetaster

and his poor journeyman, ha? Would I were abroad skelderiug for

a drachm, so I were out of this labyrinth again! I do feel myself
turn Btinka,rd already: but I must set the best face I have upon't
now. [Aside.]—Well said, my divine, deft Horace, bring the

whoreson detracting slaves to the bar, do; make them hold up their

spread golls: I'll give in evidence for thee, if thou wilt. Take

courage, Crispinus; would thy man had a clean band!
Oris. What must we do, captain?
Tuc. Thou shall see anon: do not make division with thy legs bo.

Ccea. What's he, Horace?
Hor, I only know him for a motion, Qesar.

Tuc. I am one of thy commanders, Caesar; a man of service and



The Poetaster 291

action: my name is Pantiliua Tucca; I have served in thy wars

against Mark Antony, I.

Cces. Do you know him, Cornelius?

Gal. He's one that hath had the mustering, or convoy of a com-

pany now and then: I never noted him by any other employment.
CcBS. We will observe him better.

Tib. Lictor, proclaim silence in the court.

Ltd. In the name of Ctesar, silence !

Tib. Let the parties, the accuser and the accused, present them-
selves.

Lict. The accuser and the accused, present yourselves in court.

Oris. Dem. Here.

Virg. Read the indictment.

Tib. Rufus Laberius Crispinua, and Demetrius Fannina, hold up
your hands. You are, before this time, jointly and severally indirled,

and here presently to be arraigned upon the statute of calumny, or Lex

Remmia, the one by the name of Rufus Laberius Crispinus, alias

Cri-spinas, poetaster and plagiary; the other by the name of Demetrius

Fannius, play-dresser and plagiary. That you (not having the fear

of Phoebus, or his shafts, before your eyes) contrary to the peace of
our liege lord, Augustus Ccesar, his croum and dignity, and against
the form of a statute, in that case made and provided, have most

ignorantly, foolishly, and, more like yourselves, maliciously, gone
about to deprave, and calumniate the person and vxritings of Quintua
Horatiua Flaccus, here present, poet, and priest to the Muses; and to

that end have mutually conspired and plotted, at sundry times, as by
several means, and in sundry places, for the better accomplishing your
base and emnous purpose; taxing him falsely, of self-love, arrogancy,

impudence, railing, filching by translation, etc. Ofall which calumnies,
and every of them, in manner and form aforesaid; what answer you ?

Are you guilty, or not guilty ?

Tuc. Not guilty, say.
Cris. Dem. Not guilty.
Tib. How will you be tried?

Tuc. By the Roman Gods, and the noblest Romans.
[Aside to Crispinus.

Cris. Dem. By the Roman gods, and the noblest Romans.

Virg. Here sits Mecsenas, and Cbrnelius Gallus. are you contented
to be tried by these?

Tuc. Ay, so the noble captain may be joined with them in com-
mission, s?.j. [Aside.

Cris. Dem. Ay, so the noble captain may be joined with them
in commission.

Virg. What says the plaintiff ?

Hor. 1 am content.

Virg. Captain, then take your place.
Tuc. Alas, my worsliipful praetor! 'tis more of thy gentleness

than of my deserving, I wusse. But since it hath pleased the court
to make choice of my wisdom and gravity, come, my calumnious
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varlots; let's hear you talk for yourselves, now, an hour or two.

WJiat can you say? Make a noise. Act, act!

Virg. Stay, turn, and take an oath first. You shall swear.

By thunder-darting Jove, the king 0/ gods,

And by the genius of Av^vMtu Caesar;

By your own white and uncorrupted souls,

And the deep reverence of our Roman justice;

To judge this case, with truth and equity:
As bound by your religion, and your laws.

Now read the evidence: but first demand
Of either prisoner, if that writ be theirs. [Gives him two papers.

Tib. Shew this unto Crispinus. Is it yours V

Tuc. Say, ay. [Aside.]
—What! dost thou stand upon it, pimp?

Do not deny thine own IMinerva, thy Pallas, the issue of thy brain.

Cris. Yes it is mine.

Tib. Shew that unto Demetrius. Is it yours ?

Dern. It is.

Tuc. There's a father will not deny his own bastard now, I

warrant thee.

Virg. Read them aloud.

Tib. Ramp up my genius, be not retrograde;
But boldly nominate a spade a spade
What, shall thy lubrical and glibbery muse

Live, as she were defunct, like punk in stews J

Tuc. Excellent!

Alas 1 that were no modem consequence.
To have cothumcl buskins frighted hence.

No, teach thy Incubus to poetise;
And throw abroad thy spuriou^s snotferies.

Upon that puft-up lump of balmy froth,

Tuc. Ah, Ah !

Or clumsy chilblain''d judgment; that with oath

Magnificates his merit; and bespawls
The conscious time, with humorousfoam and brawls.
As if his organons of sense would crack

The sinews of my patience. Break his back,

poets all and some I for now we list

Of slremwiLS vengeance to duich the fist. CRisprNUS.

Tuc. Ay, marry, this waa written like a Hercules in poetry, now.
CcEs. Excellently well threaten'd!

Virg. And as strangelj' worded, Cajsar.

Cces. We observe it.

Virg. The other now,
Tuc. This is a fellow of a good prodigal tongue too, this will do

well.

Tib. Our Muse is in mind for th' untrussing a poet;
1 slip by his ^iame,for most men do know it:

A critic, ihat all the world bescumbera

With satirical humours and lyrical numbers:
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T-uc. Art thou there, boy '!

And /or the most part, himself doth advance
With much self-love, and more arrogance.

Ttjlc. Good again 1

And, hiU that I would not he thought a prater,
I could tell you he were a translator.

I know the authorsfrom whence he has stole.

And could trace him too, but that I understand them not full and whole.

Tuc. That Une is broke loose from all his fellows: chain him up
shorter, do.

The best note I can give you to know him by.

Is, that he keeps gallants' company;
Whom I could wish, in time should him fear.
Lest after they buy repentance too dear. Deme. FANUXtrs.

Tuc. Well said I This carries palm with it.

Hor. And why, thou motley gull, why should they fear 7

When hast thou known us wrong or tax a friend ?

I dare thy maUce to betray it. Speak.
Now thou curl'st up, thou poor and nasty snake.
And shrink'st thy poisonous head into thy bosom:
Out, viper ! thou that eat'st thy parents, hence !

Rather, such speckled creatures, as thyself.
Should be eschew'd, and shunn'd; such as will bite

And gnaw their absent friends, not cure their fame;
Catch at the loosest laughters, and affect

To be thought jesters; such as can devise

Things never seen, or head, t'impair men's names.
And gratify their credulous adversaries;
Will carry tales, do basest offices.

Cherish divided fires, and still encrease
New flames, out of old embers; will reveal

Each secret that's committed to their trust:

These be black slaves; Romans, take heed of these.

Tuc. Thou twang'st right, little Horace: they be indeed a couple
of chap-fall'n curs. Come, we of the bench, let's rise to the urn,
and condemn them quickly.

Virg. Before you go together, worthy Romans,
We are to tender our opinion;
And give you those instructions, that may add
Unto your even judgment in the cause:
Which thus we do commence. First, you must know.
That where there is a true and perfect merit.
There can be no dejection; and the scorn
Of humble baseness, oftentimes so works
In a high soul, upon the grosser spirit,
That to his bleared and offended sense.
There seems a hideous fault blazed in the object;
When only the disease is in his eyes.
Here-hence it comes our Horace now stands tax'd

I
—L 4S9
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Of impudence, self-love, and arrogance,

By those who share no merit in themselves;
And therefore think his portion is as small.

For they, from their own guilt, assure their souls.

If they should confidently praise their works.
In them it would appear inflation:

Which, in a full and well digasted man,
Cannot receive that foul abusive name,
But the fair title of erection.

And, for his true use of translating men.
It still hath been a work of as much palm.
In clearest judgments, as to invent or make.
His sharpness,

—that is most excusable;

As being forced out of a suffering virtue,

Oppressed with the license of the time:

And howsoever fools or jerking pedants.

Players, or such-like buffoon barking wits.

May with their beggarly and barren trash

Tickle base vulgar ears, in their despite;

This, like Jove's thunder, shall their pride control,
" The honest satire hath the happiest soul."

Now, Romans, you have heard our thoughts; withdiaw when yoa

please.
Tib. Remove the accused from the bar.

Tuc. Who holds the urn to us, ha ? Fear nothing, I'll quit you,
mine honest pitiful stinkards; I'll do't.

Oris. Captain, you shall eternally girt me to you, as I am generous.
Tuc. Go to.

Cces. Tibullus, let there be a case of vizards privately provided;
we have found a subject to bestow them on.

Tib. It shall be done, Ca-sar.

CcBS. Here be words, Horace, able to bastinado a man's ears.

Hor. Ay.
Please it, great Csesar, I have pills about me,
Mixt with the whitest kind of hellebore.

Would give him a light vomit, that should purge
His brain and stomach of those tumorous heats:

Might I have leave to minister unto him.

Cces. O, be his ^sculapius, gentle Horace!

You shall have leave, and he shall be your patient.

Virgil,
Use your authority, command him forth.

Virg. Caesar is careful of your health, Crispinus;
And hath himself chose a physician
To minister unto you: take his pills.

Hor. They are somewhat bitter, sir, but very wholesome.

Take yet another; so: stand by. they'll work anon.

Tib. Romans, return to your several seats: lictors, bring forward

the urn ; and set the accused to the bar.
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Tuc. Quickly, you whoreson egregious varlets; come forward.

What! shall we sit all day upon j'ou? You make no more haste

now, than a beggar upon pattens; or a physician to a patient thai

has no money, you pilchers.
Tib. Rufus Laberiv^ Crispinus, and Demelrius Fannius, hold up

*pur hands. You have, accxyrding to the Roman custom, put yourselves

upon trial to the urn, for divers and sundry calumnies, whereof you
hive, before this time, been indicted, and are now presently arraigned:

prepare yourselves to hearken to the verdict of your tryers. Caius

Cilnius MeccEnas pronounceth you, by this lixmd-writing, guilty.

Cornelius Gallus, guilty. Pantilius Tucca—
Tuc. Parcel-guilty, I.

Dem. He means himself; for it was he indeed

Suborn'd us to the calumny.
Tuc. I, you whoreson cantharides ! was it 1 7

Dem. I appeal to your conscience, captain.
Tib. Then you confess it now ?

Dem. I do, and crave the mercy of the court.

Tib. What saith Crispinus?
Cris. O, the captain, the captain

—
Hor. My physic begins to work with my patient, I see.

Virg. Captain, stand forth and answer.

Tux:,. Hold thy peace, j)oet praetor: I appeal from thee to Caesar,

I. Do me right, royal Cssar.

Coes. Marry, and I will, sir.—Lictors, gag him; do.

And put a case of vizards o'er his head.
That he may look bifronted, as he speaks.

Tuc. Gods and fiends! Csesar! thou wilt not, Cfesar, wilt thou?

Away, you whoreson vultures; away. You think I am a dead

corps now, because Caesar is disposed to jest with a man of mark,
or so. Hold your hook'd talons out of my flesh, jom inhuman

harpies. Go to, do't. What! will the royal Augustus cast away
a gentleman of worship, a captain and a commander, for a couple of

condemn'd caitiff calumnious cargos?
Cces. Dispatch, lictors.

Tuc. Caesar ! [The vizards are put upon him.

Goes. Forward, Tibullus.

Virg. Demand what cause they had to malign Horace.

Dem. In troth, no great cause, not I, I must confess; but that

he kept better company, for the most part, than I
;
and that better

men loved him than loved me; and that his writings thrived better

than mine, and were better liked and graced: nothing else.

Virg. Thus envious souls repine at others' good.
Hor. If this be all, faith, I forgive thee freely.

Envy me still, so long as Virgil loves me,

Gallus, Tibullus, and the best-best Caesar,

My dear Mecsenas; while these, with many more.
Whose names I wisely slip, shall think me worthy
Their honour'd and adored society,
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And read and love, prove and applaud my poems;
I would not wish but such as you should spite them.

Oris. O— I

Tib. How now, Crispinus?
Cris. O, I am sick— !

Hor. A bason, a bason, quickly; our physic works. Faint not,

man.
Cris. O retrograde reciprocal incubus.

Caea. What's that, Horace".'

Hor. Retrograde^ reciprocal, and incubus; are come up.

Gal. Thanks be to Jupiter !

Cria. glibbery lubrical defunct
—()— !

Hot. Well said; here's some store.

Virg. What are they?
Hor. Glibbery, lubrical, and defuru:t.

Gal. O, they came up easv.

Cris. 0— !

Tib. What's that ?

Hor. Nothing yet.
Oris. Magniflcate

—
Mec. Magniflcate ! That came up somewhat hard.

Hor. Ay. What cheer, Crispinus ?

Cris. O I I shall cast up my spurious snotteries—
Hor. Good. Again.
Crifl. Chilblain'd clumsie—
Hor. That clumsie stuck terribly.

Mec. What's all that, Horace ?

Hor. Spurious, snotteries, chilblain'd, clumsie.

Tib. Jupiter !

Gal. Who would have thought there should have been such a deal

of filth in a poet ?

Cria. balmy froth
—

Ccsa. What's that ?

Cris. —Puffie inflate turgidous ventosity.

Hor. Barmy, froth, puffie, inflate, turgidous, and ventosity are come

up.
Tib. O terrible windy words.

Qui. A sign of a windy brain.

Cria. oblatrant furibund fatuate .Hreniums—
Hor. Here's a deal; oblatrant, furibund, fatuate, strenuous.

Caea. Now all's come up, I trow. What a tumult he had in his

belly?
Hor. No, there's the often conscious damp behind still.

Cris. conscious damp.
Hor. It is come up, thanks to Apollo and ^sculapius: yet there'a

another; you were best take a pill more.

Cris. 0, no; O O 0!

Hor. Force yourself then a little with your finger.

Cris. prorumped.
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Tib. Prorumped I What a noise it made ! as if his spirit would

have prorumpt with it.

Cm. 01

Yirg. Help him, it sticks strangely, whatever it is.

Cris. O dutcht.

Hor. Now it is come; dutcht.

CfiBS. Clutcht / it is well that's come up; it had but a narrow

passage.
Cris. 0—1
Virg. Again ! hold him, hold his head there.

Cris. Snarling gusts quaking custard.

Hot. How now, Crispinus ?

Cris. O obstupefad.
Tib. Nay, that are all we, I assure you.
Hor. How do you feel yourself ?

Cris. Pretty and well, I thank you.
Virg. These pills can but restore him for a time.

Not cure him quite of such a malady,
Caught by so many surfeits, which have fill'd

His blood and brain thus full of crudities:

'Tis necessary therefore he observe
A strict and wholesome diet. Look you take
Each morning of old Cato's principles
A good draught next your heart; that walk upon.
Till it be well digested: then come home.
And taste a piece of Terence, suck his phrase
Instead of liquorice; and, at any hand.
Shun Plautus and old Ennius: they are meats
Too harsh for a weak stomach. Use to read

(But not without a tutor) the best Greeks,
As Orpheus, Musaeus, Pindarus,

Hesiod, Callimachus, and Theocrite,

High Homer; but beware of Lycophron,
He is too dark and dangerous a dish.

You must not hunt for wild outlandish terms,
To stuff out a peculiar dialect;
But let your matter run before your words.
And if at any time you chance to meet
Some Gallo-Belgic phrase, you shall not straight
Rack your poor verse to give it entertainment.
But let it pass; and do not think yourself
Much damnified, if you do leave it out,
When nor your understanding, nor the sense

Could well receive it. This fair abstinence.
In time, will render you more sound and clear:

And this have I prescribed to you, in place
Of a strict sentence; which tUl he perform.
Attire him in that robe. And henceforth learn
To bear yourself more humbly; not to swell.
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Or breathe your insolent and idle spite
On him whose laughter can your worst affright,

Tib. Take him away.
Cris. Jupiter guard Caesar!

Virg. And for a week or two see him lock'd up
In some dark place, removed from company;
He will talk idly else after his physic.
Now to you, sir. [to Demetrius.] The extremity of law
Awards you to be branded in the front.

For this your calumny: but since it pleaseth

Horace, the party wrong'd, t' intreat of Caesar

A mitigation of that juster doom,
With Cassar's tongue thus we pronounce your sentence.

Demetrius Fannius, thou shalt here put on
That coat and cap, and henceforth think thyself
No other than they make thee; vow to wear them
In every fair and generous assembly,
Till the best sort of minds shall take to knowledge
As well thy satisfaction, as thy wrongs.

Hor. Only, grave prajtor, here, in open court,

I crave the oath for good behaviour

May be administer'd unto them both.

Virg. Horace, it shall: Tibullus, give it them.

Tib. Rufus Laherius Crispinvs, and Demetrius Fannius, lay your
hands on your hearts. You shall here solemnly attest and swear, thai

never, after this instant, either at booksellers^ stalls, in taverns, two-

penny rooms, tyring-houses, noblemen's butteries, puisnes chambers,

(the best and farthest places where you are admitted to come,) you shall

once o§er or dare (thereby to endear yourself the more to any player,

tnghle, or guilty gull in your company) to malign, traduce, or detract

the person or writings of Quintus Horatius Flaccus, or any other

eminent men, transcending you in merit, wliom your envy shall find

cause to work upon, either for that, or for keeping himself in better

acquaintance, or enjoying better friends; or if, transported by any
sudden and desperate resolution, you do, tluU then you shall not under

the batoon, or in the next presence, being an honourable assembly of

his favourers, be brought as voluntary gentlemen to undertake the for-

swearing of it. Neither shall you, at any time, ambitiously affecting

the title of the Untrussers or Whippers of the age, suffer the itch of

writing to over-run your performance in libel, upon pain of being

taken up for lepers in wit, and. losing both your time (tnd your papers,

be irrecoverably forfeited to the hospital of fools. So help you our

lioman gods and the Genius of great Ccesar.

Virg. So ! now dissolve tlie court.

Hor. Tib. Gal. Mec. And thanks to Caesar,

That thus hath exercised his patience.
Cms. We have, indeed, you worthiest friends of Caesar.

It is the bane and torment of our ears.

To hear the discords of those jangling rhymers,
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That with their bad and scandalous practices

Bring all true arts and learning in contempt.
But let not your high thoughts descend so low
As these despised objects; let them fall,

With their flat grovelling souls: be j'^ou yourselves;
And as with our beat favours you stand crown'd.
So let your mutual loves be still renown'd.

Envy will dwell where there is want of merit,

Though the deserving man should crack bis spirit.

Blush, folly, blush; here's none that feara

The wagging of an ass's ears,

Although a wolfish case he wears.

Detraction is but baseness' varlet;
And apes are apes, though clothed in scarlet. [Exevnt.

Rumpatur, quisquis rumpitur invidiS.

"
Here, reader, in place of the epilogue, was meant to thee an apology

from the author, with his reasons for the publishing of this book: but,
since he is no less restrained, than thou deprived of it by authority, he
prays thee to think charitably of what thou hast read, till thou mayest
hear him speak what he hath written."

HORACE AND TREBATIUS.

A Dialogue.

Sat. 1. Lib. 2.

Hot. There are to whom I seem excessive sour.
And past a satire's law t' extend my power:
Others, that think whatever I have writ
Wants pith and matter to eternise it;

And that they could, in one day's light, disclose
A thousand verses, such as I compose.
What shall I do, Trebatius ? say.

Treb. Surcease.

Hor. And shall my muse admit no more increase ?

Treb. So I advise.

Hor. An ill death let me die.
If 'twere not best; but sleep avoids mine eye.
And I use these, lest nights should tedious seem.

Treb. Rather, contend to sleep, and live like them.
That, holding golden sleep in special price,
Rubb'd with sweet oils, swim silver Tyber thrice,
And every even with neat wine steeped be:

Or, if such love of writing ravish thee,
Then dare to sing unconquer'd Cajsar's deeds:
Who cheers such actions with abundant meeds,

Hor. That, father, I desire; but, when I try.
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I feel defects in every faculty:
Nor is't a labour fit for every pen.
To paint the horrid troops of armed men.
The lancea burst, in Gallia's slaughter'd forces;
Or wounded Parthians, tumbled from their horses:

Great Caesar's wars cannot be fought with words.
Treb. Yet, what his virtue in his peace affords.

His fortitude and justice thou canst shew
As wise Lucilius honour'd Scipio.

Hor. Of that, my powers shall suffer no neglect.
When such shght labours may aspire respect:
But, if I watch not a most chosen time,
The humble words of Flaccus cannot climb
Th' attentive ear of Ctesar; nor must I

With less observance shun gross flattery:
For he, reposed safe in his own merit,

Spurns back the gloses of a fawning spirit.

2reh. But how much better would such accents sound
Thau with a sad and serious verse to wound
Pantolabus. railing in his saucy jests,

Or Nomentanus spent in riotous feasts?

In satires, each man, though untouch'd, complains
As he were hurt; and hates such biting strains.

Hor. What shall I do ? J.Iilonius shakes his heela

in ceaseless dances, when his brain once feels

The stirring fervour of the wine ascend
;

And that his eyes false numbers apprehend.
Castor his horse, Pollux loves handy-fights;
A thousand heads, a thousand choice delights.

My pleasure is in feet my words to close.

As. both our better, old Lucilius does:

He, as his trusty friends, his books did trust

With all his secrets; nor, in things unjust.
Or actions lawful, ran to other men:
So that the old man's life described, was seen

As in a votive table in his lines:

And to his steps my genius inclines;

Lucanian, or Apulian, I know not whether.
For the Venusian colony ploughs either;

Sent thither, when the Sabines were forced thence.

As old Fame sings, to give the place defence

'Gainst such as. seeing it empty, might make road

Upon the empire; or there fix abode:

WTiether the Apulian borderer it were,

Or the Lucanian violence they fear.—
But this my style no living man shall touch.

If first I be not forced by base reproach;
But like a sheathed sword it shall defend

My innocent life; for why should I contend
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To draw it out, when no malicious thief

Robs my good name, the treasure of my life 7

Jupiter, let it with rust be eaten,

Before it touch, or insolently threaten

The life of any with the least disease;

So much I love, and woo a general peace.

But, he that wrongs me, better, I proclaim.
He never had assay'd to touch my fame.

For he shall weep, and walk with every tongue

Throughout the city, infamously sung.
Servius the praetor threats the laws, and urn.

If any at his deeds repine or spurn ;

The witch Canidia, that Albutius got,
Denounceth witchcraft, where she loveth not; .

Thurius the judge, doth thunder worlds of ill.

To such as strive with his judicial will.

All men affright their foes in what they may.
Nature commands it, and men must obey.
Observe with me: The wolf his tooth doth use.

The bull his horn; and who doth this infuse,

But nature ? There's luxurious Scaeva ; trust

His long-lived mother with him; his so just
And scrupulous right-hand no mischief will;

No more than with his heel a wolf will kill.

Or ox with jaw: marry, let him alone

With temper'd poison to remove the croan.

But briefly, if to age I destined be.

Or that quick death's black wings environ me.
If rich, or poor; at Rome; or fate command
1 shall be banished to some other land;
What hue soever my whole state shall bear,
I will write satires still, in spite of fear.

Treh. Horace, I fear thou draw'at no lasting breathy
And that some great man's friend will be thy death.

Hor. What ! when the man that first did satirise

Durst pull the skin over the ears of vice,

And make who stood in outward fashion clear.

Give place, as foul within ;
shall I forbear ?

Did Lselius, or the man so great with fame,
That from sack'd Carthage fetch'd his worthy name,
St/orm that Lucihus did Metellus pierce.
Or bury Lupus quick in famous verse ?

Rulers and subjects, by whole tribes he checkt.
But virtue and her friends did still protect:
And when from sight, or from the judgment-seat.
The virtuous Scipio and wise LaeUus met.

Unbraced, with him in all light sports they shared^
Till their most frugal suppers were prepared.
Whate'er I am, though both for wealth and wit

1_*L 489



302 Ben Jonson's Plays

Beneath Lncilius I am pleased to sit;

Yet Envy, spite of her empoison'd breast,

Shall say, I lived in grace here with the best;
And seeking in weak trash to make her wound,
Shall find me solid, and her teeth unsound:
'Less learn'd Trebatius' censure disagree.

Treh. No, Horace, I of force must yield to thee;

Only take heed, as being advised by me.
Lest thou incur some danger: better pause,
Than rue thy ignorance of the sacred laws;

There's justice, and great action may be sued

'Gainst such as WTong men's fames with verses lewd.

Hot. Ay, with lewd verses, such as libels be,

And aim'd at persons of good quahty:
I reverence and adore that just decree.

But if they shall be sharp, yet modest rhymes,
That spare men's persons, and but tax their crimes,

Such shall in open court find current pass.
Were Caesar judge, and with the maker's grace.

Treh. Nay, I'll add more; if thou thyself, being clear.

Shall tax in person a man fit to bear

Shame and reproach, his suit shall quickly be

Dissolved in laughter, and thou thence set free.

TO THE READER

If, by looking on what is past, thou hast deserved that name, I am
willing thou should'st yet know more, by that which follows, an Apolo-
GETiCAL Dialogue; which was only once spoken upon the stage, and aJl

the answer I ever gave to sundry impotent libels then cast out (and some
yet remaining) against me, and this play. Wherein I take no pleasure
to revive the times; but that posterity may make a difference between
their manners that provoked me then, and mine that neglected them ever.

For, in these strifes, and on such persons, were as wretched to affect a

victory, as it is unhappy to be committed with them.

Non aimorum canities est laudanda, sed morum.

SCENE, The Author's Lodgings.

Enter Nasutus ayid Polyposus.

Nas. / pray you, lei's go see him, how he looks

After these libels.

Pol. O vex'd, vex'd, I warrant you.
Nas. Do you think so ? I should be sorry for him.

If I found that.

Pol. 0, they are such bitter things.

He cannot choose.

Nas. But, is he guilty of them t

Pol. Full ! that's 1VO viatler.

Nas. No /

Pol. No. Here's his lodging.
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We'll steal upon him: or let's listen; stay.

He has a humour oft to talk f himself.
Naa. They are your manners lead me, not mine mim.

[They come forward; the scene opens, and discovers the

Author in his study.
Aut. The fates have not spun him the coarsest thread.

That (free from knots of perturbation)
Doth yet so live, although but to himself.
As he can safely scorn the tongues of slaves.

And neglect fortune, more than she can him.

It is the happiest thing this, not to be

Within the reach of malice; it provides
A man so well, to laugh off injuries;
And never sends him farther for his vengeance.
Than the vex'd bosom of his enemy.
I, now, but think how poor their spite sets off.

Who, after all their vxiste of sulphurcms terms.

And burst-out thunder of their charged mouths.
Have nothing left but the unsavoury smoke

Of their black vomit, to upbraid themselves:

Whilst I, at whom they shot, sit here shot-free.

And as unhurt of envy, as unhit.

[Pol. and Nas. discover themselves
Pol. Ay, bzit the multitude they think not so, sir;

They think you hit, and hurt: and dare give out.

Tour silence argues it in not rejoining
To this or that late libel.

Aut. 'Las, good rout !

I can afford them leave to err so still;

And like the barkirhg students of Bears-college,

To swallow up the garbage of the time

With greedy gullets, whilst myself sit by.

Pleased, and yet tortured, with their beastly feeding.
'Tis a sweet madness runs along with them.
To think, all that are aim'd at still are strud::

Then, where the shaft still lights, make that the mark:
And so each fear or fever-shaken fool

May challenge Teucer's hand in archery.
Good (roth, if I knew any man so vile.

To act the crimes these Whippers reprehend.
Or what their servile apes gesticulate,

I should not then much muse their shreds were liked;

Since ill men have a lu^t t' hear others' sins.

All good men have a zeal to hear sin shamed.
Bui when it is all excrement they vent.

Base filth and offal; or thefts, notable

As ocean-piracies, or hightvay-stands;
And not a crime there tax'd, but is their own.
Or what their own foul thoughts suggested to them;
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And that, in all their heat of taxing others.

Not one of th^m bid lives himself, if knoum,

Improbior satiram scribente cinaedo,

What should I say nuyre, than turn st-one with roondfir I

Nas. / never saw this play bred all this tumult:

What was there in it could so deeply offend.
And stir so many hornets ?

Aut. Shall I tell you ?

Na3. Yes, and ingenuously.
Aut. The.n, by the hope

Which I prefer unto all other objects,

I can profess, I never writ that piece

More innocent or empty of offence.

Some salt it had, but neither tooth nor gall.

Nor was there in it any circumstance

Which, in the setting down, I could suspect

Might be perverted by an enemy's tongue;

Only it had the fault to be calVd mine;
That ijoas the crime.

Pol. No I why, they say you tax'd

The law and lawyers, captains and the players.

By their particular names.

Aut. It is not so.

I used no name. My books have still been taught
To spare the persons, and to speak the vices.

These are mere slanders, and enforced by s%ich

As have no safer ways to men's disgraces.

But their oum lies and loss of honesty:
Fellows of practised and most laxative tongues.

Whose empty and eager bellies, in the year.

Compel their brains to many desperate shifts,

(I spare to name them, for their wretchedness

Fury itself tvouJd pardon). These, or such.

Whether of malice, or of ignorance.
Or itch f have me their adversary, I know not.

Or all these mixt; but sure I am, three years

They did provoke me with their petulant styles

On every stage: and I at last unwilling,

Bui weary, I confess, of so much trouble,

TJiought I would try if shame could unn upon 'em;

And therefore chose Augustus Caesar's times,

When \oit and arts were at their height in Rome,
To shew that Virgil, Horace, and the rest

Of those great master -spirit.'i. did not want

Detractors then, or practicers against them:

And by this line, although no parallel,

I hoped at last they would sit down and blush :

But nothing I could find more contrary.

And though the imptidence of flies be great,
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Yet thia hath so provok'd the angry wasps.
Or, as yju said, of the next nest, the homeia.
That they fiy buzzing, mad, about my nostrils.

And, like so many screaming grasshoppers
Held by the wings, fill every ear with noise.

And what ? those former calumnies you mention'd.

First, of the law: indeed I brought in Ovid
Chid by his aTigry father for neglecting
The study of their laws for poetry:
And I am warranted hy his own words:

Saepe pater dixit, studium quid inutiJe tentas ?

Masonides nullas ipse reliquit opes.

And in far harsher terms elsewhere, as these:

Non me verbosas leges ediscere, non me
Ingrato voces prostituisse foro.

But how this should relate unto our laws.

Or the ju^t ministers, unth least abuse,
I reverence both too much to understand I

Then, for the captain, I will only speak
An epigram I here have made: it is

Unto true Soldiers. That's the lemma: mark it.

Strength of my country, whilst I bring to view
Such as are mis-call'd captains, and 'TTong you.
And your high names; I do desire, that thence,
Be nor put on you, nor you take oflFence:

I swear by your true friend, my muse, I love

Your great profession which I once did prove;
And did not shame it with my actions then,
No more than I dare now do with my pen.
He that not trusts me, having vow'd thus much,
But's angry for the captain, still: is such.

Now for the players, it is true, I tax'd them.
And yet bui some; and those so sparingly.
As all the rest might have sat still unquestion'd.
Had they bui had the wit or conscience

To think well of themselves. But impotent, they

Thought each man's vice belong'd to their whole tribe;

And mv^Ji good do't them ! What they have done 'gainst me,
I am not moved unth: if it gave them meat.
Or got them clothes, 'tis well; that was their end.

Only amongst them, I am sorry for
Some better natures, by the rest so drawn.
To run in that vile line.

Pol. And is this all !

Will you not answer then the libels ?

Aut. No.
Pol. Nor the Untrussers ?
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Aut. Neither.

Pol. Y^are midone then.

Aut. With whom ?

Pol. The world.

Aut. The baiod I

Pol. It will be taken

To be stupidity or lameness in you.
Aut. But they that have incensed me, can in soul

Acquit me of that guilt. They know I dare

To spurn or baffle them, or squirt their eyes
With ink or urine; or I could do worse,

Arm'd with Archilochus' fury, xvrite Iambics,
Should make the desperate lashers hang themselves;
Rhime them to death, as they do Irish rats

In drumming tunes. Or, living, I could stamp
Their foreheads with those deep and public brands,
TJuit the whole company of barber-surgeons
Should not take off with all their art and plasters.

And these my prints should last, still to be read

In their pale fronts; when, what they write 'gainst me
Shall, like a figure drawn in water, fleet.

And the poor tvretched papers be employed
To clothe tobacco, or some cheaper drug:
This I could do, and make them infamous.
But, to what end ? when their own deeds have marked 'em;

And that I know, within his guilty breast

Each slanderer bears a whip that shall torment him
Worse than a million of these temporal plagues:
Which to pursue, were but a feminine humour.
And far beneath the dignity of man.

Nas. ^Tis true; for to revenge their injuries.

Were to confess you felt them. Let them go.

And use the treasure of the fool, their tongues.
Who makes his gain, by speaking umrst of best.

Pol. 0, but they lay particular imputations—
Aut. As what ?

Pol. That all your u^riting is mere railing.

Aut. Ha^
If all the salt in the old comedy
Should be so censured, or the sharper wit

Of the bold satire termed scolding rage.

What age could then compare with those for buffoons f

What should be said of Aristophanes,
Fersius, or Juvenal, whose names we now
So glorify in sclwols, at least pretend it ?—
Have they no other ?

Pol. Yes; they say you are slow,

A nd scarce bring forth a play a year.
Aut. 'Tis true.
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7 would they could not say that I did that I

There's all the joy that I take in their trade.

Unless such scribes as these might he jyroscribed

TK abused theatres. They would think it strange, now,

A man should take but colts-foot for one day.

And, between whites, spit out a better poem
Than e'er the master of art, or giver of wit.

Their belly, made. Yet, this is possible.

If a free mind had but the patience.

To think so much together and so vile.

But that these base and beggarly conceits

Should carry it, by the multitude of voices.

Against the most abstracted 'vork, opposed
To the stuffd nostrils of the drunken rout !

0, this would make a learned and liberal soul

To rive his stained quill up to the back.

And damn his long-watch'd labours to the fire;

Things that were born when none but the still night

And his dumb candle, saw his pinching throes;

Were not his own free, merit a more croum

Unto his travails than their reeling claps.

This His that strikes me silent, seals my lips.

And apts me rather to sleep out my time.

Than I would waste it in contemned strifes

With these vile Ibides, these unclean birds.

That make their mouths their clysters, and still purge
From their hot entrails. But I leave the 7nonsters

To their ovmfate. And, since the Comic Mxise

Hath proved so ominous to me, I will try

//"Tragedy have a more kind aspect;
Her favours in my next I will pursue.
Where, if I prove the pleasure but of one.

So he judicious be, he shall be alone

A theatre unto me; Once Vll say
To strike the ear of time in those fresh strains.

As shall, beside the cunning of their ground.
Give cau^e to some of wonder, some despite.

And more despair, to imitate their sound.

1, that spend half my nights, and all my days,
Here in a cell, to get a dark pale face.

To come forth worth the ivy or the bays.
And in this age can hope no other grace—

Leave me ! T)iere!s something come into my thought.

That must and shall be »urvg high and alonf.

Safefrom the wolfs black jaw, and the dull ass's hoof.

Nas. / reverence these raptures, and obey them.

[The scene closes.



SEJANUS: HIS FALL

TO THE NO LESS NOBLE BY VIRTUE THAN BLOOD

ESME LORD AUBIGNY
Nfv Lord,—If ever any ruin were so great as to survive, I think this bt
one I send you, The Fall of Sejanus. It is a poena, that, if I well remen.ber,
in your lordship's sight, suffered no less violence from our people here,
than the subject of it did from the rage of the people of Rome; but with
a different fate, as, I hope, merit: for this hath outlived their mahce, and

begot itself a greater favour than he lost, the love of good men. Amongst
whom, if I make your lordship the first it thanks, it is not without a just
coafessioQ of the bond your benefits have, and ever shall hold upon me,

Your lordship's most faithful honourer. Ben Jonson.

TO THE READERS
The follo-.ving and voluntary labours of my friends, prefixed to my book,
have reheved me in much whereat, without them, I should necessarilv
have touched. Now I will onlv use three or four short and needful uotes,
and so rest.

First, if it be objected, that what I publish is no true poem, in the strict

laws of time, I confess it; as also in the want of a proper chorus; whosr
habit and moods are such and so difScult, as not any, whom I have seen,
since the ancients, no, not they who have most presently affected laws,
have yet come in the way of. Nor is it needful, or almost possible in these
our times, and to such auditors as commonly things are presented, to

observe the old state and splendour of dramatic poems, with preservation
of any popular delight. But of this I shall take more seasonable cause
to speak, in my observations upon Horace his Art of Poetry, which, with
the text translated, I intend shortly to publish. In the mean time, if in

truth of argument, dignity of persons, gravity and height of elocution,
fulness and frequency of sentence, I have discharged the other offices of

a tragic writer, let not the absence of these forms be imputed to me,
wherein I shall g;ive you occasion hereafter, and without my boast, to

think I could better prescribe, than omit the due use for want of a con-
venient knowledge.
Tne next is. lest in some nice nostril the quotations might savour

afiected, I do let you know, that I abhor nothing more; and I have only
done it to shew my integrity in the story, and save myself in those common
torturers that bring all wit to the rack

; whose noses are ever like swine,
spoiling and rooting up the Muses' gardens; and their whole bodies like

moles, as blindly working under earth, to cast any, the least, hills upoD
virtue.

Whereas they are in Latin, and the work in English, it was presupposed
none but the learned would take the pains to confer them: the authors
themselves being all in the learned tongues, save one, with whose EngUsh
side I have had little to do. To which it may be required, since 1 have

quoted the page, to name what editions I followed: Tacit. Lips, in quarto,
Antwerp, edit. r6oo; Dio. folio. Hen. Steph. 1592. For the rest, as

Sueton., Seneca, etc., the chapter doth sufi&ciently direct, or the edition

is not varied.

308
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Lastly, I would inform vou, that this book, in all nunnbers, is not the

same with that which was acted on the public stage; wherein a second

pen had good share: in place of which, I have rather chosen to put weaker,

and, no doubt, less pleasing, of mine own, than to defraud so happy a

genius of his right by my loathed usurpation.
Fare you well, and if you read farther of rae. and like, I shaU not be

afraid of it, though you praise me out.

Neque enim mihi cornea fibra est.

But that I should plant my felicity in your general saying, good, or well,

etc., were a weakness which the better sort of you might worthily contemn.

If not absolutely hate me for. Ben Jonson ;

and no such,

Quem
Palma negata macrum, donata reducit opimum.

THE ARGUMENT
JElivs Sejanus, son to Seius Strabo, a gentleman of Rome, and bom at

Vulsinium; after his long service in court, first under Augustus; after-

ward, Tiberius; grew into that favour with the latter, and won him by
those' arts, as there wanted nothing but the name to make him a co-partner
of the empire. Which greatness of his, Drusus, the emperor's son, not

brooking; after many smothered dislikes, it one day breaking out, the

prince struck him publicly on the face. To revenge which disgrace, Livia,

the wife of Drusus (being before corrupted by him to her dishonour, and

the discovery of her husband's counsels) Sejanus practiseth with, together
with her physician called Eudemus, and one Lygdus an eunuch, to poison
Drusus. This their inhiunan act having successful and unsuspected

passage, it emboldeneth Sejanus to fiu-ther and more insolent projects,

even the ambition of the empire; where finding the lets he must encounter

to be many and hard, in respect of the issue of Germanicus, who were

next in hope for the succession, he deviseth to make Tiberius' self his

means, and instils into his ears many doubts and suspicions, both against

the princes, and their mother Agrippina; which Caesar jealously hearken-

ing to, as covetously consenteth to their ruin, and their friends. In this

time, the better to mature and strengthen his design, Sejanus labours to

marry Livia, and worketh with all his ingine, to remove Tiberius from the

knowledge of public business, with allurements of a quiet and retired life;

the latter of which, Tiberius, out of a proneness to lust, and a desire to

hide those unnatural pleasures which he could not so publicly practise,

embraceth: the former enkindleth his fears, and there gives him first

cause of doubt or suspect towards Sejanus: against whom he raiseth in

private a new instrument, one Sertorius Macro, and by him underworketh,
discovers the other's counsels, his means, his ends, sounds the affections of

the senators, divides, distracts them; at last, when Sejanus least looketh,
and is most secure; with pretext of doing him an unwonted honour in the

senate, he trains him from his guards, and with a long doubtful letter, in

one day hath him suspected, accused, condemned, and torn in pieces by
the rage of the people.
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DRAMATIS PERSONS

Ttberius.
Dkusus senior.
Nero.
Drusus junior.
Caligula.
Lucius Arruntius.
Caius SiLlUS.

TiTius Sabinus.
Marcus Lepidus.
Cremutius Cordus.
AsiNius Gallus.
Regulus.
Terentius.
Gracinus Laco.
Eudemus.
RUFUS.
Sejanus.
Latiaris.
Varro.
Sertorius Macro.
COTTA.
DoMiTius Afer.

Haterius.
Sanquinius.
pomponius.
Julius Posthumus.
Fulcinius Trio.
MiNUTIUS.
Satrius Secundus.
Pinnarius Natta.
Opsius.

Tribuni.
PrcBCones.
Flamen.

Tubtcines.
Nuntius.
Lietores.
Ministri.

Tibicines.

Servi, etc.

Agrippina.
LiVIA.
Sosia.

SCENE,—Rome

ACT I

SCENE I.—A State Room in the Palace.

Enter Sabinxts and Sinus, followed by Latiaeis.

Sab. Hail, Caius i Silius !

Sil. Titiua Sabinus,2 hail !

You're rarely met in court.

Sab. Therefore, well met.

Sil. 'Tis true: indeed, this place is not our sphere.

Sab. No, Silius, we are no good inginers.

We want their fine arts, and their thriving use

Should make us gi-aced, or favonr'd of the times:

We have no shift of faces, no cleft tongues,
No soft and glutinous bodies, that can stick,

hike snails on painted walls; or, on our breast.q.

Creep up, to fall from that proud height, to which

We did by slavery,^ not by service climb.

We are no guilty men, and then no great;
We have no place in court, office in state.

That we can say,* we owe unto our crimes:

»De Caio Silio, vid. Tacit. Lips. edit, quarto; Ann. Lib. I. p. ii, Lib

li. p. 28 et 33.
» De Title Sabine, vid. Tacit. Lib. iv. p. 79.
• Tacit. Ann. Lib. 1. p. 2.

*
Juv. Sat. i. v. 75.
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We burn with no black secrets,^ which can mako
Us dear to the pale authors; or live fear'd

Of their still waking jealousies, to raise

Ourselves a fortune, by subverting theirs.

We stand not in the lines, that do advance

To that so courted point.

Enter Satbixts and Natta, at a distance.

Sil. But yonder lean

A pair that do.

Sab. [salutes Latiaris.] Good cousin Latiaris.— 2

Sil. Satrius Secundus,^ and Pinnarius Natta,*

The great Sejanus' clients: there be two,

Know more than honest counsels ; whose close breasts.

Were they ripp'd up to light, it would be found

A poor and idle sin, to which their trunks

Had not been made fit organs. These can lie.

Flatter, and swear, forswear, deprave,^ inform.

Smile, and betray; make guilty men; then beg
The forfeit lives, to get their livings; cut

Men's throats with whisperings; sell to gaping suitors

The empty smoke, that flies about the palace;

Laugh when their patron laughs; sweat when he sweats;
Be hot and cold with him; change every mood.
Habit, and garb, as often as he varies;

Observe him, as his watch observes his clock;

And, true, as turquoise in the dear lord's ring,

Look well or ill with him: ^
ready to praise

His lordship, if he spit, or but p— fair.

Have an indifferent stool, or break wind well;

Nothing can 'scape their catch.

Sab. Alas! these things
Deserve no note, conferr'd with other vile

And filthier flatteries,'' that corrupt the times;

When, not alone our gentries chief are fain

To make their safety from such sordid acts;

But all our consuls,* and no little part
Of such as have been praetors, yea, the most
Of senators,^ that else not use their voices.

Start up in public senate and there strive

Who shall propound most abject things, and base.

'
Juv. Sat. iii. v. 49, etc..

• De Latiari, cons. Tarit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 94, et Dion. Step. edit. fol.

Lib. Iviii. p. 711.
' De Satrio Secundo, et
• Pinnario Natta, leg. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 83. Et de Satrio cons.

Seiiec. Consol. ad Marciarn.
' Vid. Sen. de Benef. Lib. iii. cap. 26.
»
Juv. Sat. iii. ver. 105, etc. ' Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 3.

• Tacit. Ann. Lib. iii. p. 69.
• Pedarii
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So much, as oft Tiberius hath been heard.

Leaving the court, to cry.i race of men.

Prepared for servitude !
—which ahew'd that he.

Who least the pubHc Hberty could like,

As lothly brook'd their flat servility.
Sil. Well, all is worthy of us, were it more.

Who with our riots, pride, and civil hate.

Have so provok'd the justice of the gods:
We, that, within these fourscore years, were bom
Free, equal lords of the triumphed world.
And knew no masters, but affections;

To which betraying first our liberties.

We since became the slaves to one man's lusts;

And now to many: ^
every mioist'ring spy

That will accuse and swear, is lord of you.
Of me, of all our fortunes and our Uves.

Our looks are call'd to question,^ and our words.
How innocent soever, are made crimes;
We shall not shortly dare to tell our dreams.
Or think, but 'twill be treason.

Sab. Tjrants' arts

Are to give flatterers grace; accusers, power;
That those may seem to kill whom they devour.

Enter CoRDtrs and Abrtjntius.

Now, good Cremutius Cordus *

Cor. [salutes Sabinus ] Hail to your lordship !

Nat. [whispers Latiaris.] Who's that salutes your cousin?

Lot. 'Tis one Cordus,
A gentleman of Rome: one that has writ

Annals of late, they say, and very well.

Nat. Annals! of what times?
Lai. I think of Pompey's,^

And Caius Caesar's; and so down to these.

Nat. How stands he affected to the present state ?

Is he or Drusian,^ or Germanican,
Or ours, or neutral ?

Lai. I know him not so far.

Nat. Those times are somewhat queasy to be touoh'd.

Have you or seen, or heard part of Ms work ?

Lat. Not I; he means they shall be pubUo shortly.

* Tacit. Ann. Lib. liL p. 69.
*
Lege Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 24. de Romano, Hispano, et caeteris, Ibid.

ft Lib. iii. Ann. p. 61 et 62. Juv. Sat. x. v. 87. Suet. Tib. cap. 61.
' Vid. Tacit. Ann. i. p. 4, et Lib. iii. p. 62. Suet. Tib. cap. 61. Scnec

de Benef. Lib. iii. cap. 26.
* De Crem. Cordo, vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 83, 84. Senec. Cons, ad

Marciam. Dio. Lib. Ivii. p. 710. Suet. Aug. c 35. Tib. c. 61. Cal. c 16.
' Suet. Aug. cap. 35.
* Vid. de faction. Tadt. Ann. Lib. ii. p. 39. et Lib. iv. p. 79.
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Nat. O, Cordus do you call him ?

l^t. Ay. [Exeunt Natta and Satrius.

Sab. But these our times

Are not the same. Amintius.i

Arr. Times ! the men,
The men are not the same: 'tis we are base,

Poor, and degenerate from the exalted strain

Of our great fathers. Where is now the soul

Of god-like Cato ? he, that durst be good,
When Cfesar durst be evil; and had power,
As not to live his slave, to die his master ?

Or where' 8 the constant Brutus, that being proof

Against all charm of benefits, did strike

So brave a blow into the monster's heart

That sought unkindly to captive his country ?

0, they are fled the light ! Those mighty spirits

Lie raked up with their ashes in their urns.

And not a spark of their eternal fire

Glows in a present bosom. All's but blaze,

Flashes and smoke, wherewith we labour so.

There's nothing Roman in us ; nothing good.

Gallant, or great: 'tis true that Cordus says,
" Brave Cassius was the last of all that race."

Drusus passes over the stage, attended by Hatemus, etc.

Sai. Stand by! lord Drusus. 2

Hat. The emperor's son! give place.

Sil. I like the prince well.

Arr. A riotous youth;
3

There's little hope of him.

Sab. That fault his age
Will, as it grows, correct. Methinks he bears

Himself each day more nobly than other;

And wins no less on men's affections.

Than doth his father lose. Believe me, I love him;
And chiefly for opposing to Sejanus.*

Sil. And I, for gracing his young kinsmen so.s

The sons* of prince Germanicus: "^ it shews

A gallant clearness in him, a straight mind,
That envies not, in them, their father's name.

' De Lu. Arrun. isto vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 6. et Lib. iii. p. 60. et

Dion. Rom. Hist. Lib. 58.
'

Lege de Druso Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 9. Suet. Tib. c. 52- Dio. Rom.
Hist. Lib. Ivii. p. 699.

» Tacit. Ann. Lib. iii. p. 62.

Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74-
* Ann. Lib. iv. p. 75, 76.

•
Nero, Drusus, Caius, qui in castris genitus. et Caligula nominatu.s.

Tacit. Ann. Lib. i.

' De Germanico Cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. U- et Dion. Rom. Hist. Lib.

Ivii. p. 694.*
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Arr. His name was, while he lived, above all envy;
And, being dead, without it. O, that man!
If there were seeds of the old virtue left.

They lived in him.

Sil. He had the fruits, Arruntius,
More than the seeds: ^ Sabinus, and myself
Had means to know him within; and can report him.
We were his followers, he would call us friends;
He was a man most like to virtue; in all.

And every action, nearer to the gods.
Than men, in nature; of a body as fair

As was his mind; and no less reverend
In face, than fame: 2 he could so use his state.

Tempering his greatness with his gravity,
As it avoided all self-love in him.
And spite in others. What his funerals lack'd

In images and pomp, they had supplied
With honourable sorrow, soldiers' sadness,
A k'nd of silent mourning, such, as men.
Who know no tears, but from their captives, use

To shew in so great losses.

Cor. I thought once.

Considering their forms, age, manner of deaths.
The nearness of the places where they fell.

To have parallel'd him with great Alexander:

For both were of best feature, of high race,

Year'd but to thirty, and, in foreign lands,

By their own people alike made away.
Sab. I know not, for his death, how you might wrest it:

But, for liis life, it did as much disdain

Comparison, with that voluptuous, rash.

Giddy, and drunken Macedon's, as mine
Doth with my bondman's. All the good in him.
His valour and his fortune, he made his;

But he had other touches of late Romans,
That more did speak him: 3 Pompey's dignity.
The innocence of Cato, Caesar's spirit.

Wise Brutus' temperance; and every virtue.

Which, parted unto others, gave them name,
Flow'd mix'd in him. He was the soul of goodness;
And all our praises of him are like streams

Drawn from a spring, that still rise full, and leave

The part remaining greatest.
Arr. I am sure

• Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79.
"Tacit. Ann. Lib. ii. p. 47, et Dion. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivii. p. 705.
• Vid. apud Veil. Paterc. Lips. 410. p. 35-47, istorum hominum char-

acteres.
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He was tx)o great for us,i and that they knew
Who did remove him hence.

Sab. When men grow fast

Honour'd and loved, there is a trick in state.

Which jealous princes never fail to use.

How to decline that growth, with fair pretext.
And honourable colours of employment,
Either by embassy, the war, or such,
To shift them forth into another air,

Where they may purge and lessen; so was he: 2

And had his seconds there, sent by Tiberius,

And his more subtile dam, to discontent him;
To breed and cherish mutinies; detract

His greatest actions; give audacious check

To his commands; and work to put him out

In open act of treason. All which snares

When his wise cares prevented,^ a fine poison
Was thought on, to mature their practices.

Enter Sejai^tjs talking to T^REyrivs, foUoived by Satrius,
Natta, etc.

Cor. Here comes Sejanus.*
Sil. Now observe the stoops.

The bendings, and the falls.

Arr. Most creeping base !

Sej. [to Natta.] I note them well: no more.

Say you ?

Sat. My lord.

There is a gentleman of Rome would buy—
Sej. How call you him you talk'd with ?

Sat. Please your lordship.
It is Eudemus,^ the physician
To Livia, Drusus' wife.

Sej. On with your suit.

Would buy, you said—
Sat. A tribune's place, my lord.

iSe;'. What will he give ?

Sat. Fifty sestertia.^

iSe; Livia's physician, say you, is that fellow?

Sat. It is, my lord: Your lordship's answer.

» Vid. Tacit. Lib. ii. Ann. p. 28 et p. 34. Dio Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivil.

p. 705-
• Con. Tacit. Ann. Lib. ii. p. 39. de occultis mandatis Pisoni, et postea

p. 42, 43, 48. Orat. D. Celeris. Est Tibi Augusts conscientia, est Caesaris

favor, sed in occulto, etc. Leg. Suet. Tib. c. 52. Dio. p. 706.
* Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. ii. p. 46, 47. Lib. iii. p. 54. et Suet. Cal. c. i et 2.

De Sejano vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 9. Lib. iv. princip. et per tot.

Suet. Tib. Dio. Lib. Ivii. Iviii. et Plin. et Senec.
• De Eudemo isto vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74.
' Monetae nostras 375 lib. vid. Budasiun de asse, Lib. ii. p. 64.
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Sej. To what?
Sat. The place, my lord. 'Tis for a gentleman

Your lordship will Avell like of, when you see him;
And one, that you may make yours, by the grant.

Sej. Well, let him bring his money, and his name.
Sat. 'Thank your lordship. He shall, my lord.

Sej. Come hither.

Know you this same Eudemus 7 is he learn'd ?

Sat. Reputed so, my lord, and of deep practice.

Sej. Bring him in, to me, in the gallery;
And take you cause to leave us there together:
I would confer with him, about a grief

—
On. [Exeimt Sejanus, Satrius, Terentius, etc

Arr. So ! yet another ? yet ? desperate state

Of grovelling honour ! seest thou this, O sun.
And do we see thee after ? Methinks, day
Should lose his light, when men do lose their ehamea,
And for the empty circumstance of life.

Betray their cause of living.

Sil. Nothing so.i

Sejanus can repair, if Jove should ruin.

He is now the court god; and well applied
With sacrifice of knees, of crooks, and cringes;
He will do more than all the house of heaven

Can, for a thousand hecatombs. 'Tis he
Makes us our day, or night; hell, and elysium
Are in his look: we talk of Rhadamanth,
Furies, and firebrands; but it is his frown
That is all these; where, on the adverse part,
His smile is more, than e'er yet poets feign'd
Of bliss, and shades, nectar—

Arr. A serving boy!
I knew him, at Caius' trencher,2 when for hire

He prostituted his abused body
To that great gormond, fat Apicius;
And was the noted pathio of the time.

Sah. And, now,^ the second face of the whole world I

The partner of the empire, hath his image
Rear'd equal with Tiberius, born in ensigns;

Commands, disposes every dignity,

Centurions, tribunes, heads of provinces,
Pr?etors and consuls; all that heretofore

R,ome's general suffrage gave, is now his sale.

The gain, or rather spoil of all the earth,

' De ingenio, moribus. et potentia Sejani, leg. Tacit. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 74-

Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivii. p. 708.
» Caius divi Augusti nepos. Cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74, et Dio.

Lib. Ivii. p. 706.
•
Juv. Sat. X. V. 63, etc. Tacit, ibid. Dion. ibid, et sic passim.
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One, and his house, receives.

Sil. He hath of late

Made him a strength too, strangely, by reducing
All the praetorian bands into one camp,
Which he commands: pretending that the soldiers.

By living loose and scatter'd, fell to riot;

And that if any sudden enterprise
Should be attempted, their united strength
Would be far more than sever'd; and their life

More strict, if from the city more removed.

iSoi. Where, now, he builds what kind of forts he please,

Is heard to court the soldier by his name,

W008, feasts the chiefest men of action,

Whose wants, not loves, compel them to be his.

And though he ne'er were hberal by kind.

Yet to his own dark ends, he's most profuse,

Lavish, and letting fly, he cares not what
To his ambition.

Arr. Yet, hath he ambition ?

la there that step in state can make him higher.
Or more, or anything he is, but less ?

Sil. Nothing but emperor.
Arr. The name Tiberius,

I hope, will keep, howe'er he hath foregone
The dignity and power.

Sil. Sure, while he lives.

Arr. And dead, it comes to Drusus. Should he fail.

To the brave issue of Germanicus;
And they are three: ^ too many—ha? for him
To have a plot upon !

Sab. I do not know
The heart of his designs; but, sure, their face

Looks farther than the present.
Arr. By the gods,

If I could guess he had but such a thought.

My sword should cleave him down from head to heart,

But I would find it out: and with my hand
I'd hiirl liis panting brain about the air

In mites, aa small as atomi, to undo
The knotted bed—

Sab. You are observ'd, Arruntius.

Arr. [turns to Natta, Terentius, etc.] Death! I dare tell him

so; and all his spies:
You. sir, I would, do you look ? and you.

Sab. Forbear.

*
Nero, Drusus, et Caligula.

—Tacit, ibid.
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SCENE II.

{The former Scene continued.)

A Oallery discovered opening into the State Room.

Enter Satrixjs xoith Eudemtjs.

Sal. Here he will inatant be: let's walk a turn;

You're in a muse, Eudemus.
Eud. Not I, sir.

I wonder he should mark me out so ! well,
r • •j

Jove and Apollo form it for the best. lAsxdt.

Sat. Your i fortune's made unto you now, Eudemus,

If you can but lay hold upon the means;

Do but observe his humour, and—believe it—
He is the noblest Roman, where he takes—

Enter Sejanu3.

Here comes his lordship.

Sej. Now, good Satrius.

Sat. This is the gentleman, my lord.

iSe;. Is this?

Give me your hand—we must be more acquainted.

Report, sir, hath spoke out your art and learning:

And I a tn glad I have so needful cause,

However in itself painful and hard.

To make me known to so great virtue.—Look,

Who is that, Satrius? [Exit Sat.]—I have a grief, sir.

That ^vill desire your help. Your name's Eudemus T

Eud. Yes.

Sej. Sir?

Eud. It is, my lord.

iSe;. I hear you are

Physician to Livia,2 the princess.

Eud. 1 minister unto her, my good lord.

Sej. You minister to a royal lady, then.

Eud. She is, my, lord, and fair.

Sej. That's understood

Of all her sex, who are or would be so;

And those that would be, physic soon can make them:

For those that are, their beauties fear no colours.

Eud. Your lordship is couceited.

S^j. Sir, you know it.

And can, if need be, read a learned lecture

On this, and other secrets. 'Pray you, tell me.

What more of ladies besides Livia,

Have you your patients?

» Lege Terentii defensionem Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. p. 102.

» Germanici soror, uxor Drusi. Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74.
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Exid. Many, my good lord.

The great Augusta,^ Urgulania,*
Mutilia Prisca,3 and Plancina; * divers—

Sej. And all these tell you the particulara

Of every several grief ? how first it grew.
And then increased; what action caused that;

What passion that: and answer to each point
That you will put them 7

End. Else, my lord, we know not

How to prescribe the remedies.

Sej. Go to,

Yon are a subtile nation, you physicians !

And grown the only cabinets in court,"

To ladies' privacies. Faith, which of these

Is the most pleasant lady in her physic ?

C!ome, you are modest now.

Eud. 'Tis fit, my lord.

Sej. Why. sir, I do not ask you of their urines,

Whose smell's most violet, or whose siege is best.

Or who makes hardest faces on her stool ?

Which lady sleeps with her own face a nights ?

Which puts her teeth off, with her clothes, in court ?

Or, which her hair, which her complexion.

And, in which box she puts it; These were questions.

That might, perhaps, have put your gravity
To some defence of blush. But, I enquired.
Which was the wittiest, merriest, wantonnest?

Harmless intergatories, but conceits.—
Methinks Augusta should be most perverse,
And froward in her fit.

Eud. She's so, my lord.

iSe;. I knew it: and MutUia the most jocund-
Eud. 'Tis very true, my lord.

Sej. And why would you
Conceal this from me, now ? Come, what is Livia ?

I know she's quick and quaintly spirited.

And will have strange thoughts, when she is at leisure:

She tells them all to you.
Eiui. My noblest lord.

He breathes not in the empire, or on earth.

Whom I would be ambitious to serve

In any act, that may preserve mine honour,
Before your lordship.

1 Mater Tiberii. vld. Tacit. Ann. i, 2, 3, 4, moritur 5. Suet. Tib. Dio

Rom. Hist. 57, 58.
' Delicium Augustse. Tacit. Ann. Lib. 11. et iv.
* Adultera Julii Posthuml. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77.
* Pisonis uxor. Tacit. Ann. Lib. 11. ill. Iv.
' Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 74. et Plin. Nat. Hist. Lib. xxix. c i.
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Sej. Sir, you can lose no honour,

By trusting aught to me. The coarsest act

Done to my service, I can so requite.
As all the world shall style it honourable:
Your idle, virtuous definitions,

Keep honour poor, and are as scorn'd as vain:

Those deeds breathe honour that do suok in gain.
Eud. But, good my lord, if I should thus betray

The counsels of my patient, and a lady's
Of her high place and worth; what might your lordBhip,
Who presently are to trust me -wnth your own.

Judge of my faith ?

Sej. Only the best I swear.

Say now that I should utter you my grief,

And with it the true cause: that it were love,

And love to Livia; i you should tell her this:

Should she suspect your faith; I would you could

Tell me as much from her; see if my brain

Could be turn'd jealous.
Evd. Happily, my lord,

I could in time tell you as much and more;
So I might safely promise but the first

To her from you.

Sej. Afl safely, my Eudemus,
] now dare call thee so, as I have put
The secret into thee.

Eud. My lord—
Sej. Protest not.

Thy looks are vows to me; use only speed.
And but affect her with Sejanus' love,2

Thou art a man, made to make consuls. Go.
Eud. My lord, I'll promise you a private meeting

This day together.

Sej. Canst thouT
Eud. Yes.

Sej. The place?
Eud. My gardens, whither I shall fetch your lordship

Sej. Let me adore my ^sculapius.

Why, this indeed is physic ! and outspeaks
The knowledge of cheap drugs, or any use

Can be made out of it I more comforting
Than all your opiates, juleps, apozems.
Magistral sjTupa, or Be gone, my friend.

Not barely styled, but created so;

Expect things greater than thy largest hopes.
To overtake thee: Fortune shall be taught
To know how ill she hath deserv'd thus long.
To come behind thy wishes. Go, and speed. {Exit Eudemus.

* Cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74.
• Tacet. ibid.
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Ambition makes more trusty slaves than need

These fellows,
^ by the favour of their art,

Have still the means to tempt; oft-times the power.
If Livia will be now corrupted, then

Thou hast the way, Sejanus, to work out

His secrets, who, thou know'st, endures thee not,

Her husband, Drusus: and to work against them.

Prosper it, Pallas, thou that better'st wit;

For Venus hath the smallest share in it.

3nter Tibekius 2 and Dbustts, attended.

Tib. [to Haterius, who kneels to him.] We not endure these

flatteries; let him stand;

Our empire, ensigns, axes, rods and state

Take not away our human nature from us:

Look up on us, and fall before the gods.

Sej. How like a god speaks Caesar 1

Arr. There, observe!

He can endure that second, that's no flattery.

0, what is it, proud slime will not believe

Of his own worth, to hear it equal praised
Thus with the gods !

Cor. He did not hear it, sir.

Arr. He did not ! Tut, he must not, we think meanly.
'Tis your most courtly known confederacy.
To have your private parasite redeem
What he, in pubUc, subtilely wUl lose.

To making him a name.
Hat. Right mighty lord— [Gives him letters.

Tib. We must make up our ears 'gainst these assaults

Of charming tongues ;
3 we pray you use no more

These contumelies to us; style not us

Or lord, or mighty, who profess ourself

The servant of the senate, and are proud
T" enjoy them our good, just, and favouring lords.

Cor. Rarely
* dissembled !

Arr. Prince-like to the life.

Sab. W^hen power that may command, so much descends,
Their bondage, whom it stoops to, it intends.

Tib. Whence are these letters?

Hoi. From the senate.

Tib. So. [Lat. gives him, letters.

Whence these?
' Eud. specie artis frequens secretis. Tacit, ibid. Vid. Plin. Nat. Hist

Lib. ixlx. c. I. in criminat. medicorum.
• De initio Tiberii principatus vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. \. p. 23, Lib. Iv.

p. 75. et Suet. Tib. c. 27. De Haterio vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 6.
» Cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. ii. p. 50. et Suet. Tib. c. 27 et 2q.
• Nullam aeque Tiberius ex virtutibus suis quam dissimulationem

diUgebat Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 95.
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Lot. From thence too.

Tib. Are they sitting now?
Lot. They stay thy answer, Cspsar.

Sil. If tlua man
Had but a mind allied unto his words,
How blest a fate were it to us, and Rome!
We could not think that state for which to change.

Although the aim were our old Uberty:
The ghosts

^ of those that fell for that, would grieve
Their bodies lived not, now, again to serve.

Men are deceived, who think there can be thrall

Beneath a virtuous prince: Wish'd liberty
Ne'er loveher looks, than under such a crown.

But, when his grace
' is merely but hp-good.

And that, no longer than he airs himself

Abroad in pubUc, there, to seem to shun
The strokes and stripes of flatterers, which within

Are lechery unto him, and so feed

His brutish sense with their afflicting sound.

As, dead to virtue, he permits himself

Be carried ilke a pitcher by the ears.

To every act of vice: this is the case

Deserves our fear, and doth presage the nigh
And close approach of blood and tyranny.

Flattery is midwife ^ unto prince's rage:
And nothing sooner doth help forth a tjTant,
Than that and whisperers' grace, who have the time.
The place, the power, to make all men offenders.

Arr. He should be told this; and be bid dissemble

With fools and blind men: we that know the evil,

Should hunt the palace- rats,* or give them bane;

Fright hence these worse than ravens, that devour
The quick, where they but prey upon the dead:

He shall be told it.

Sab. Stay, Arruntius,

We must abide our opportunity;
And practise what is fit, as what \a needful.

It is not safe t' enforce a sovereign's ear:

Princes hear well, if they at all will hear.

Arr. Ha, say you so? well! In the mean time, Jove,

(Say not, but I do call upon thee now,)
'
Bruti, Cnssii, Catonis, etc.

' \'id. Dio. Hist. Lib. Ivii. de moribus Tiberii.
• T\Taiir.is fere oritur ex nimia procerura adulatione in principera. Arist.

Pol. Lib. V. c. 10, II. et delatorum auctoritate. Leg. Tacit. Dio. S\iet.

Tib. per totum. Sub quo decreta aocusatoribus prascipua praEmia. Vid.

Suet. Tib. c. 6i, et Sen. Benef. Lib. iii. c. 6.

* Tineas sorieesque Palatii vocat istos Sex. .\urel. Vict, et Tacit. Hist.

Lib. i. p. 233, qui secretis criminat. infamant ipiiarum, et quo incaiitior

dedperetur, palam laudatum, etc.
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Of all wild beasts preserve me from a tyrant:

And of all tame, a flatterer.

Sil. 'Tis well prayU
Tib. [having read the letters.] Return the lords this voice,

—We are their creature.

And' it is fit a good and honest prince,

Whom they, out of their bounty, have instructed i

With so dilate and absolute a power,
Should owe the office of it to their service.

And good of all and every citizen.

Nor shall it e'er repent us to have wish'd

The senate just, and favouring lords unto us.

Since their free loves do yield no less defence

To a prince's state, than his own innocence.

Say then, there can be nothing in their thought
Shall want to please us, that hath pleased them;
Our suffrage rather shall prevent than stay
Behind their wills: 'tis empire to obey.
Where such, so great, so grave, so good determine.

Yet, for the suit of Spain,2 to erect a temple
In honour of our mother and our self,

We must, with pardon of the senate, not

Assent thereto. Their lordships may object
Our not denying the same late request
Unto the Asian cities: we desire

That our defence for suffering that be known
In these brief reasons, with our after purpose.
Since deified Augustus hindered not

A temple to be built at Pergamum,
In honour of himself and sacred Rome;
We, that have all his deeds 3 and words observed

Ever, in place of laws, the rather follow'd

That pleasing precedent, because with ours,

The senate's reverence, also, there was join'i
But as, t' have once received it, may deserve

The gain of pardon; so, to be adored

W^ith the continued style, and note of gods.

Through all the provinces, were wild ambition.

And no less pride: yea, even Augustus' name
Would early vanish, should it be profaned
With such promiscuous flatteries. For our part.

We here protest it, and are covetous

Posterity should know it, we are mortal;
And can but deeds of men: 'twere glory enough.
Could we be truly a prince. And, they shall add

Abounding grace unto our memory,
> Vid. Suet. Tib. c. 20. et Dio. Hist. Lib. Ivii. p. 696.
• Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 84 et 85.
• Cons. Strab. Lib. vi de Tib.



324 Ben Jonson's Plays

That shall report us worthy our forefathers.

Careful of your affairs, constant in dangers,
And not afraid of any private frown
For public good. These things shall be to us

Temples and statues, reared in your minds.
The fairest, and most during imagery:
For those of stone or brass, if they become
Odious in judgment of posterity,
Are more contemn'd as dying sepulchres.
Than ta'en for living mouuments. We then
Make here our suit, alike to gods and men;
The one, until the period of our race.

To inspire us with a free and quiet mind,

Discerning both divine and human laws;
The other, to vouchsafe us after death.

An honourable mention, and fair praise,
To accompany our actions and our name:
The rest of greatness princes may command,
And, therefore, may neglect; onl}', a long,
A lasting, high, and happy memory
They should, without being satisfied, pursue:

Contempt of fame begets contempt of virtue.

Nat. Rare I

Sat. Most divine!

Sej. The oracles are ceased.
That only Caesar, with their tongue, might speak.

Arr. Let me be gone: most felt and open this!

Cor. Stay.
Arr. WliatI to hear more cunning and fine words,

With their sound fiatter'd ere their sense be meant?
Tih. Their choice of Antium,' there to place the gift

Vow'd to the goddess
^ for our mother's health,

We will the senate know, we fairly like:

As also of their grant
3 to Lepidus,

For his repairing the ^Emilian place.
And restoration of those monuments:
Their grace

•* too in confining of Silanus

To the other isle Cithera, at the suit
,

Of hifl religious
^
sister, much commends

Their policy, so temper'd with their mercy.
But for the honours which they have decreed

To our Sejanus,"* to advance hLs statue

In Pompcy's theatre, (whose ruining fire

His vigilance and labour kept restrain'd

' Tacit. Lib. iii. p. 71.
' Fortuna equestris, ibid.

' Tacit, ibid.
* Tacit. Ann. Lib. iii. p. 170.

*

Torquata virgo vestalis, cujas memoriam servat marmor Ri'mae. vid.

Lips, comment, in Tacit.
• Tacit. Aim. Lib. iii. p. 71.
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In that one loss,) they have therein out-gone
Their own great wisdoms, by their skilful choice.

And placing of their bounties on a man,
Whose merit more adorns the dignity.
Than that can him; and gives a benefit.

In taking, greater than it can receive.

Blush not, Sejanus.i thou great aid of Rome,
Associate of our labours, our chief helper;
Let us not force thy simple modesty
With offering at thy praise, for more we cannot.
Since there's no voice can take it. No man hera

Receive our speeches as hyperboles:
For we are far from flattering our friend.
Let envy know, as from the need to flatter.

Nor let them ask the causes of our praise :

Princes have still their grounds rear'd with themselves.
Above the poor low flats of common men;
And who will search the reasons of their acts.

Must stand on equal bases. Lead, away:
Our loves unto the senate.

[Exeunt Tib., Sejan., Natta, Hat., Lat., Officera, etc.

Arr. Caesar!

Sab. Peace.

Cor. Great Pompey's theatre 2 was never ruin'd

Till now, that proud Sejanus hath a statue

Rear'd on his ashes.

Arr. Place the shame of soldiers.

Above the best of generals ? crack the world,
And bruise the name of Romans into dust.
Ere we behold it!

Sil. Check your passion ;

Lord Drusus tarries.

Dru. Is my father mad,3

Weary of life, and rule, lords ? thus to heave
An idol up with praise ! make him his mate.
His rival in the empire !

Arr. O, good prince.
Dru. Allow him statues,^ titles, honours, such

As he himself refuseth !

Arr. Brave, brave Drusus!
Dru. The first ascents to sovereignty are hard;

But, entered once, there never wants or means.
Or ministers, to help the aspirer on.

Arr. True, gallant Drusus.

Dru. We must shortly pray
To Modesty, that he will rest contented—

Arr. Ay, where he is, and not write emperor.
' Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74-76.

^ Vid. Sea. Cons. ad. Marc. c. tt.
• Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 76.

* Tacit, ibid.

I—M 4»9
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Re-enter Sbjanxts, Satbiits, Latiaris, Clienta, etc.

Sej. There is your bill, and yours ; bring you your man.

[To Satritis,

I have moved for you, too, Latiaris.

Dm. What!
Is your vast greatness grown so blindly bold,
That you will over us ?

Sej. Why then give way.
Dru. Give way. Colossus! do you Uft? advance you?

Take that !
1

[Strikes him.
Arr. Good! brave! excellent, brave prince!
Dru. Nay, come, approach. [Draws his sioord.

What, stand you off ? at gaze ?

It looks too full of death for thy cold spirits.
Avoid mine eye, dull camel, or my sword
Shall make thy bravery fitter for a grave.
Than for a triumph. I'll advance a statue

O' your own bulk; but 't shall be on the cross; 2

Where I will nail your pride at breadth and length,
And crack those sinews, which are yet but stretch'd

With your swoln fortune's rage.
Arr. A noble prince!
All. A Castor,3 a Castor, a Castor, a Castor !

[Exeunt all but Sejanua,

Sej. He that, with such wrong moved, can bear it through
With patience, and an even mind, knows how
To turn it back. Wrath cover'd carries fate:

Revenge is lost, if I profess my hate.

What was my practice late, I'll now pursue.
As my fell justice: this hath styled it new. [Exit.

ACT II

SCENE I.—The Garden o/Eitdemus.

Enter Sejanus, Livia, and Eudemos.

Sej. Physician, thou art worthy of a province.
For the great favours done unto our loves;

And, but that greatest Livia bears a part
In the requital of thy services,

I should alone despair of aught, like means,
To give them worthy satisfiiction.

Liv. Eudemus, I will see it, shall receive

* Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74-76.
• Tacit, ibidem.
Tacit, sequimur Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74, quanquam apud Dlonem et

Zonaram aliter legitur.
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A fit and full reward for his large merit.—
But for this potion

^ we intend to Drusus,
No more our husband now, whom shall we choose

As the most apt and able instrument.
To minister it to him ?

Eud. I say, Lygdus.^
Sej. Lygdus ? what's he ?

Liv. An eunuch Drusus loves.

Eud. Ay, and his cup-bearer.

Sej. Name not a second.

If Drusus love him, and he have that place.
We cannot think a fitter.

Eud. True, my lord.

For free access and trust are two main aids.

Sej. Skilful physician!
Liv. But he must be wrought

To the undertaking, with some labour'd art.

Sej. Is he ambitious ?

Liv. No.

iSe;. Or covetous ?

Liv. Neither.

Eud. Yet, gold is a good general charm.

Sej. What is he, then ?

Liv. Faith, only wanton, hght.

Sej. How ! is he young and fair ?

Eud. A delicat* youth.

Sej. Send him to me,3 I'll work him.—Royal lady.

Though I have loved you long, and with that height
Of zeal and duty, like the fire, which more
It mounts it trembles, thinking nought could add
Unto the fervour which your eye had kindled;

Yet, now I see your wisdom, judgment, strength.

Quickness, and will, to apprehend the means
To your own good and greatness, I protest

Myself through rarified, and turn'd all flame

In your affection: such a spirit as yours.
Was not created for the idle second '

To a poor flash, as Drusus; but to shine

Bright as the moon among the lesser lights,

And share the sov'reignty of all the world.

Then Livia triumphs in her proper sphere.
When she and her Sejanus shall divide

The name of Cajsar, and Augusta's star

'

Servile, apud Romanos, at ignominiosissinium mortis genus erat

supplicium crucis, ut ex Liv. ipso. Tacit. Dio. et omnibus fere antiquis,

praesertim historicis constet. vid. Plaut. in. Mil. Amph. Aulii. Hor. Lib. i.

Ser 3. et Jev. Sat. vi. Pone crucem servo, etc.
* Sic Drusus ob violentiam cognominatus. vid. Dion. Rom. Hist. Lib.

Ivil. p. 701.
'
Spadoais animum stupro devinxit. Tacit, ibid.
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Be dimm'd with glory of a brighter beam:
When Agrippina's

^ firea are quite extinct.
And the scarce-seen Tiberius borrows all

His little light from us, whose folded arms
Shall make one perfect orb. [Knocking within.] Who's that?

Eudemus,
Look. [Exit EvAemus.'] 'Tis not Drusus, lady, do not fear.

Liv. Not I, my lord: my fear and love of him
Left me at once.

Sej. Illustrious lady, stay—
Eud. [within.] I'll tell his lordship.

Re-enter Eudeittts.

Sej. Who id it, Eudemus?
Eud. One of your lordship's servants brings yon word

The emperor hath sent for you.

Sej. O ! where is he ?

With your fair leave, dear princess, I'll but ask

A question and return. [^Exit,

Eud. Fortunate princess!
How are you blest in the fruition

Of this unequall'd man, the soul of Rome,
The empire's life, and voice of Ca?sar's world!

Liv. So blessed, my Eudemus, as to know
The bliss I have, with what I ought to owe
The means that wrought it. How do I look to-day 7

Eud. Excellent clear, beheve it. This same fucua

Was well laid on.

Iav. Methiiiks 'tis here not white.

Eitd. Lend me your scarlet, lady. 'Tis the sun.
Hath giv'n some little taint unto the ceruse; 2

You should have used of the white oil I gave you.

Sejanus, for your love ! his very name
Commandeth above Cupid or his shafts— [Paints her cheeks.

Iav. Nay, now you've made it worse.

Eud. I'll help it straight
—

And but pronounced, is a sufficient charm

Against all rumour; and of absolute power
To satisfy for any lady's honour.

Liv. What do you now, Eudemus ?

Eud. Make a lis^ht fucus,

To touch you o'er withal.—Honour'd Sejanus!
What act, though ne'er so strange and insolent.

But that addition will at least bear out,

' Germanici vidua.
' Cerussa {apud Romanos) inter fictitiores colores erat et qua solem ob

calorem timebat. vid. Mart. Lib. il. Epig. 11.

QuaB cxetata timet FabuUa nimbum,
Cerussata timet Sabella solem.
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Ift do not expiate ?

Lv. Here, good physician.
Eud. I like this study to preserve the love

Of such a man, that comes not every hour

To greet the world.—'Tis now well, lady, you should

Use of the dentifrice I prescribed you too,

To clear your teeth, and the prepared pomatum.
To smooth the skin:—A lady cannot be

Too curious of her form, that still would hold

The heart of such a person, made her captive.

As you have his: who, to endear him more

In your clear eye, hath put away his wife,i

The trouble of his bed. and your delights,

Fair Apicata, and made spacious room
To your new pleasures.

Liv. Have not we return'd

That with our hate to Drusus, and discovery
*

Of all his counsels ?

Eud. Yes, and wisely, lady.
The ages that succeed, and stand far off

To gaze at your high prudence, shall admire.

And reckon it an act without your sex:

It hath that rare appearance. Some will think

Your fortune could not yield a deeper sound,

Than mix'd with Drusus; but, when they shall hear

That, and the thunder of Sejanus meet,

Sejanus, whose high name doth strike the stars.

And rings about the concave; great Sejanus,
Whose glories, style, and titles are himself.

The often iterating of Sejanus:

They then will lose their thoughts, and be ashamed
To take acquaintance of them.

Re-enter Sejantjs.

Sej. I must make
A rude departure, lady: Caesar sends

With all his haste both of command and prayer.
Be resolute in our plot; you have my soul.

As certain yours as it is my body's.

And, wise physician,^ so prepare the poison.
As you may lay the subtile operation

Upon some natural disease of his:

Your eunuch send to me. I kiss your hands.

Glory of ladies, and commend my love

To your best faith and memory,
* Ex qua tres liberos genuerat, ne pellici suspectaretur Tacit. Ann. Lib.

K'. p. 74-
'

Leg. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 76.
' Tacit, ibid, et Dion. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivii. p. 709.
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Liv. My lord,

I shall but change your words. Farewell. Yet, this

Remember for your heed, he loves you not;

You know what I have told you: his designs
Are full of grudge and danger; we must use

More than a common speed.

Sej. Excellent lady,
How you do fire my blood I

Liv. Well, you must go ?

The thoughts be best, are least set forth to shew. [^Exit Sejanus,
End. When will you take some physic, lady ?

Liv. When
I shall, Eudemus: but let Drusus' drug
Be first prepared.
Eud. Were Lygdus made, that's done;

I have it ready. And to-morrow morning
I'll send you a perfume, first to resolve

And procure sweat, and then prepare a bath
To cleanse and clear the cutis; against when
I'll have an excellent new fucus made,
Resistive 'gainst the sun. the rain, or wind.
Which you shall lay on with a breath, or oil.

As you best like, and last some fourteen hours.

This change came timely, lady, for your health,
And the restoring your complexion.
Which Drusus' choler had almost burnt up !

Wherein your fortune hath prescribed you better

Than art could do.

Liv. Thanks, good physician,
I'll use my fortune, you shall see, with reverence.

Is my coach ready ?

Eud. It attends your highness. {Exeunt.

SCENE II.—An Apartment t?. (he Palace,

Enter Sejanus.

8p.j. If this be not revenge, when I have done
And made it perfect, let Egyptian slav&g,!

Parthians, and bare-foot Hebrews brand my face.

And print my body full of injuries.

Thou lost thyself, child Drusus, when thou thoughtst
Thou couldst outskip my vengeance; or outstand
The power I had to crush thee into air.

Thy follies now shall taste what kind of man
They have provoked, and this thy father's house
Crack in the flame of my incensed rape.
Whose fury shall admit no shame or mean.—
Adultery ! it is the lightest ill

' Hi apn 1 Romanos barbari et vilissitni aestimab. Juv. Mart. etc.
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I will commit A race of wicked acta

Shall flow out of my anger, and o'erspread
The world's wide face, which no posterity

Shall e'er approve, nor yet keep silent: things

That for their cunning, close, and cruel mark.

Thy father would wish his: and shall, perhaps,

Carry the empty name, but we the prize.

On, then, my soul, and start not in thy course;

Though heaven drop sulphur, and hell belch out fire,

Laugh at the idle terrors; tell proud Jove,

Between his power and thine there is no odds:

'Twas only fear first in the world made gods.i

Enter Tiberkts, attended.

Tib. Is yet Sejanus come?

Sej. He's here, dread Caesar.

Tib. Let all depart that chamber, and the next.

[Exeunt Attendanta.

Sit down, my comfort.2 When the master prince

Of all the world, Sejanus, saith he fears.

Is it not fatal ?

Sej. Yes, to those are fear'd.

Tib. And not to him ?

Sej. Not, if he wisely turn

That part of fate he holdeth, first on them.

Tib. That nature, blood, and laws of kind forbid.

Sej. Do policy and state forbid it ?

Tib. No.

Sej. The rest of poor respects, then, let go by;
State is enough to make the act just, them guilty.

Tib. Long hate pursues such acts.

Sej. Whom hatred frights,

Let him not dream of sovereignty.
Tib. Are rites

Of faith, love, piety, to be trod down,

Forgotten, and made vain ?

Sej. All for a crown.

The prince who shames a tyrant's name to bear.

Shall never dare do any thing, but fear;

All the command of sceptres quite doth perish.

If it begin religious thoughts to cherish:

Whole empires fall, sway'd by those nice respects;
It 13 the license of dark deeds protects
Ev'n states most hated, when no laws resist

The sword, but that it acteth what it list.

Tib. Yet so, we may do all things cruelly,

Not safely.
1
Idem, et Petro. Arbiter, Sat. et Statius, Lib. vi.

De hac consultatione, vid. Suet. Tib. c. 55.



332 Ben Jonson's Plays

Sej. Yes, and do them thoroughly.
Tib. Knows yet Sejanus whom we point at?

Sej. Ay,
Or else my thought, my sense, or both do err:

'Tis Agrippina.i
Tib. She, and her proud race.

Sej. Proud! dangerous,^ Crfsar: for in them apac?
The father's spirit shoots up. Germanicus ^

Live^ in their looks, their gait, their form, t' upbraid us

With his close death, if not revenge the same.

Tib. The act's not known.

Sej. Not proved: but whispering Fame
Knowledge and proof doth to the jealous give.

Who, than to fail, would their own thought believe.

It is not safe, the children draw long breath.
That are provoked by a parent's death.

Tib. It is as dangerous to make them hence.
If nothing but their birth be their offence.

Sej. Stay, till they strike at Caesar; then their crime

Will be enough; but late and out of time
For him to punish.

Tib. Do they purpose it ?

Sej. You know, sir, thunder speaks not till it hit.

Be not secure; none swiftlier are opprest.
Than they whom confidence betrays to rest.

Let not your daring make your danger such:

All power is to be fear'd, where 'tis too much.
The youths are of themselves hot, violent.

Full of great thought; and that male-spirited dame,*
Their mother, slacks no means to put them on,

By large allowance, popular presentings.
Increase of train and state, suing for titles;

Hath them commended with like prayers.^ like vows,
To the same god^, with Caesar: days and nights
She spends in banquets and ambitious feasts

For the nobility; where Caius Silius,

Titius Sabinus, old Arruntius,
Asinius Gallus, Furnius, Regulus,
And others of that discontented list.

Are the prime guests. There, and to these, she tells

Whose niece she was,^ whose daughter, and whose wife.

• De Agrip. vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivii. p. 69.
• De Sejani consil. in Agrip. leg. Tacit. Ann. Lib. 1. p. 23, et Lib. Iv.

P- 77-79- ^e Tib. susp. Lib. iii. p. 52.
' Gnaris omnibus lastam Tiberio Germanici mortem male dissimulari

Tacit. Lib. iii. ibid. Hue confer Tacit, narrat. de morte Pisonis. p. 55. et

Lib. iv. p. 74. Germanici mortem inter prospera ducobat.
• De anira. virili Agrip. cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 12 et 22. Lib. ii. p. 47.
• Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79.
• Erat enlm neptis Augusti, Agrippae et Julise filia, Germanic! uxor. Suet.

Aug. c. 6i.
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And then must they compare her with Augusta,

Ay, and prefer her too; commend her form,
Extol her i fruitfulness ; at which a shower
Falls for the memory of Germanicua,
Which they blow over straight with windy praise,

And puffing hopes of her aspiring sons;

Who, with these hourly ticklings, grow so pleased.
And wantonly conceited of themselves,
As now, they stick not to believe they're such

As these do give them out; and wou d be thought
More than competitors, immediate heirs.

Whilst to their thirst of rule, they win the rout

(That's still the friend of novelty)^ with hope
Of future freedom, which on every change
That greedily, though emptily expects.

Caesar, 'tis age in all things breeds neglects.
And princes that will keep old dignity
Must not admit too youthful heii's stand by;
Not their own issue; but so darkly set

As shadows are in picture, to give height
And lustre to themselves.

Tib. We will command 3

Their rank thoughts down, and with a stricter hand
Than we have yet put forth; their trains must bate.
Their titles, feasts, and factions.

Sej. Or your state.

But how, sir, will you work ?

Tib. Confine them.

Sej. No.

They are too great, and that too faint a blow
To give them now; it would have serv'd at first,

^Vhen with the weakest touch their knot had burst.

But, now, your care must be, not to detect
The smallest cord, or line of your suspect;
For such, who know the weight of prince's fear.

Will, when they find themselves discover'd, rear

Their forces, like seen snakes, that else would lie

RoU'd in their circles, close: nought is more high,

Daring, or desperate, than offenders found ;

Where guilt is, rage and courage both abound-
The course must be, to let them still swell up.
Riot, and surfeit on blind fortune's cup;
Give them more place, more dignities, more style.
Call them to court, to senate; in the while,

* De foecund. ejus. vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. ii. p. 39. et Lib. iv. p. 77.
'
Displicere regpantibus civilia filiorum ingenia: neque ob aliud inter-

ceptos quam quia Pop. Rom. aequo jure complecti, reddita libertate,
agitaverint. Nat. Tacit. Lib. ii. Aon. p. 49.

• Vid. Suet. Tib. c. 54.

I
—*M 4S9
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Take from their strength some one or twain, or more.
Of the main fautors, (it will fright the store,)

And, by some by-occasion. Thus, with slight
You shall disarm them first; and they, in night
Of their ambition, not perceive the train,

Till in the engine they are caught and slain.

Tib. We would not kill, if we knew how to save;
Yet, than a throne, 'tis cheaper give a grave.
Is there no way to bind them by deserts ?

Sej. Sir, wolves do change their hair, but not their hearts.
WMIe thus your thought unto a mean is tied.

You neither dare enough, nor do provide.
All modesty is fond: and chiefly where
The subject is no less compell'd to bear.
Than praise his sovereign's acts.

Tib. We can no longer
i

Keep on our mask to thee, our dear Sejanus;

Thy thoughts are ours, in all, and we but proved
Their voice, in our designs, which by assenting
Hath more confirm'd us, than if heart'ning Jove
Had, from his hundred statues, bid us strike,

And at the stroke click'd all his marble thumbs.*
But who shall first be struck ?

Sej. First Caius Silius;

He is the most of mark, and most of danger:
In power and reputation equal strong,

Having commanded ^ an imperial army
Seven years together, vanquish'd Sacrovir

In Germany, and thence obtain'd to wear
The ornaments triumphal. His steep fall.

By how much it doth give the weightier crack,
WUl send more wounding terror to the rest,

Command them stand aloof, and give more way
To our surprising of the principal.

Tib. But what,4 Sabinus ?

Sej. Let him grow a while,

Hia fate is not yet ripe: we must not pluck
At all together, lest we catch ourselves.

And there's Arruntius too, he only talks.

But Sosia,6 Silius' wife, would be wound in

• Tiberium variis artibus devinxit adeo Sejanus, ut obscurum adversum

alios, sibi uni incautum, intectumque efficeret. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p.

74. Vid. Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Ivii. p. 707.
' F*remere pollicem, apud Romanes, maximi favoris erat signum. Herat,

l^pist. ad Lollium. Fautor utroque horum laudabit poUice ludum. Et
Plin. Nat. Hist. Lib. xxviii. cap. 2. Pollices, cum faveamus, premere
etiam proverbio jubemur. De interp. loci, vid. Ang. Pol. Miscell. cap. xlii.

et Turn. Adver. Lib. xi. cap. vi.
^ Tacit. Ann. Lib. iii. p. 63. et Lib. iv. p. 79.
* Tacit, ibid.

• Tacit, ibid.

(
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Now, for she hath a fury in her breast,

More than hell ever knew; and would be sent

Thither in time. Then is there one Cremutiua ^

Cordus, a writing fellow, they have got
To gather notes of the precedent times,

And make them into Annals; a most tart

And bitter spirit, I hear; who, under colour

Of praising those, doth tax the present state.

Censures the men, the actions, leaves no trick,

Xo practice unexamined, parallels

The times, the governments; a profest champion
For the old liberty

—
Tib. A perishing wretch !

As if there were that chaos bred in things.

That laws and liberty would not rather choose

To be quite broken, and ta'en hence by us,

Than have the stain to be preserved by such.

Have we the means to make these guilty first ?

Sej. Trust that to me: let Caesar, by his power
But cause a formal meeting of the senate,

I will have matter and accusers ready.
Tib. But how ? let us consult.

Sej. We shall misspend
The time of action. Counsels are unfit

In business, where all rest is more pernicious
Than rashness can be. Acts of this close kind

Thrive more by execution than advice.

There is no lingering in that work begrun,

Which cannot praised be, until through done.

Tib. Our edicts shall forthwith command a court.2

WTiile I can live, I will prevent earth's fury:

'E/ioi' dapovTos ',a'ia fj.LX^V''^ irvpt.*

[Ertl

Enter Juixrs PosxHtrMUS.

Po8. My lord Sejanus—
Sej. Julius 4 Posthumus I

Come with my wish I What news from Agrippina's ?

Pos. Faith, none. They all lock up themselves a'late,

Or talk in character; I have not seen

A company so changed. Except they had

Intelligence by augury of our practice.
—

Sej. When were you there ?

' Vld. Tacii. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 83. Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Ivii. p. 710, et

Sen. Cons, ad Marc. cap. i. et fusius, cap. 22.
• Edicto ut plurimum Senatores in ciiriam vocatos constat. Tacit.

Ann. Lib. i. p. 3.
•
Vulgaris quidam versus, quern Scepe Tiber, recitasse memoratur. Dion.

Hist. Rom. Lib. K-iii. p. 729.
• De Julio Postumo, vld. Tacit. Ami. Lib. iv. p. 77.
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P08. Last night.

Sej. And what guests found you ?

P08. Sabinus, Silius, the old list, Arruatius,

Furnius, and Gallus.

Sej. Would not these talk ?

Pos. Little:

And yet we offer'd choice of argument.
Satiiua was with me.

Sej. Well: 'tis guilt enough
Their often meeting. You forgot to extol 1

The hospitable lady ?

Pos. No; that trick

Was well put home, and had succeeded too.

But that Sabinus cough'd a caution out;

For she began to swell.

Sej. And may she burst 1

Juhus, I would have you go instantly

Unto the palace of the great Augusta.
And. by your

2 kindest friend, get swift access;

Acquaint her with these meetings: tell the words*

You brought me the other day. of Silius,

Add somewhat to them. Make her understand

The danger of Sabinus, and the times.

Out of his closeness. Give Amintius' words

Of malice against Caesar; so, to Gallus:

But, above all, to Agrippina. Say,
As you may truly, that her infinite pride,*

Propt with the hopes of her too fruitful womb,
With popular studies gapes for sovereignty.

And threatens Csesar. Pray Augusta then,

That for her own, great Caesar's, and the pub-
Lic safety, she be pleased to urge these dangers.

Caesar is too secure, he must be told.

And best he'll take it from a mother's tongue.

Alas! what ia't for us to sound, to explore,

To watch, oppose, plot, practise, or prevent,
If he, for whom it is so strongly labour'd.

Shall, out of greatness and free spirit, be

Supinely negligent ? our city's now 5

Divided as in time o' the civil war.

And men forbear not to declare themselves

Of Agrippina's party. Every day
Tiie faction multiplies; and will do more.

If not resisted: you can best enlarge it.

' Proximi Agrip. inliciebantur pravis sermonibus tiirnidos spiritus

perstiintilare.
Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77.

* Mutilia Prisca, qua? in animum Augusta; vaJida. Tac. ibid.

» Verba Silii immodice jactata, vid. apud Tac. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79.
* Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77.
» HiEC apud Tacit, leg. Ann. Lib. iv. p 79
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As you find audience. Noble Posthuniua,

Commend me to your Prisca: and pray her.

She will solicit this great business,

To earnest and most present execution,

With all her utmost credit with Augusta.
Pos. I shall not fail in my instructions. [Exit.

Sej. This second, from his mother, will well urge
Our late design, and spur on Caesar's rage;

VSTiich else might grow remiss. The way to put
A prince in blood, is to present the shapes

Of dangers, greater than they are, like late,

Or early shadows; and, sometimes, to feign

Where there are none, only to make him fear?

His fear will make him cruel: and once enter'd.

He doth not easily learn to stop, or spare
Where he may doubt. This have I made my rule.

To thrust Tiberius into tyranny,
And make him toil, to turn aside those blocks,

Which I alone could not remove with safety,

Dru5us once gone, Germanicus' three sons ^

Would clog my way; whose guards have too much faith

To be corrupted: and their mother known
Of too, too unreproved a chastity.

To be attempted, as light Livia was.

W^ork then, my art, on Cajsar's fears, as they
On those they fear 'till all my lets be clear" d,

And he in ruins of his house, and hate

Of all his subjects, bury his own state;

When with my peace and safety, I will rise.

By making him the public sacrifice. [Exit.

SCENE III.—A Room in Agrippfna's Bouse.

Enter Satrius and Natta.

Sat. They're grown exceeding circumspect, and wary.
Nat. They have us in the wind: and yet Arruntius

Cannot contain himself.

Sat. Tut, he's not yet
Look'd after; there are others more desired 2

That are more .silent.

Nat. Here he comes. Away. [Exeunt.

Enter Sabinus, ARRTTNTrtrs, and Cokdtts.

Sab. How is it, that these beagles haunt the house

Of Agrippina ?

* Quorum non dubia successio, neque spargi venenum in tres poterat

etc. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77.
•
Silius, Sabinus, de quibus supra
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Arr. 0, they hunt.^ they hunt I

There is some game here lodged, which they must rouse.

To make the great ones sport.

Cor. Did you observe

How they inveigh'd 'gainst Caesar ?

Arr. Ay, baits, baits,

For us to bit« at: would I have my flesh

Torn by the public hook, these qualified hangmen
Should be my company.

Cor. Here comes another. [Dom. Afer passes over the sta^e.

Arr. Ay, there's a man,2 Afer the orator !

One that hath phrases, figures, and fine flowers.

To strew his rhetoric with,3 and doth make haste,

To get him note, or name, by any offer

Where blood or gain be objects; steeps his words.

When he would kill, in artificial tears:

The crocodile of Tyber ! him I love.

That man is mine : he hath my heart and voice

When I would curse ! he, he.

Sab. Contemn the slaves.

Their present fives will be their future graves. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—Another Apartment in the same.

Enter Selitts, Agbippesta, Nero, and Sosia.

Sil. May't please your highness not forget yourself;

I dare not, with my manners, to attempt
Your trouble farther.

Agr. Farewell, noble Silius !

Sil. Most royal princess.

Agr. Sosia stays with us ?

Sil. She is your servant, and doth owe your grace

An honest, but unprofitable love.

Agr. How can that be, when there's no gam but virtue's T

Sil. You take the moral, not the politic sense.

I meant, as she is bold, and free of speech.

Earnest * to utter what her zealous thought
Travails withal, in honour of your house;

Which act, as it is simply born in her,

Partakes of love and honesty; but may.

By the over-often. and unseason'd use,

» Tib. temper, delatores genus hominum publico exitio repertum. et

poenis quidem nunquam satis coercitum. per praernia eliciebantur. Tac
Ann. Lib. iv. p. 82.

• De Domit. Af. vid. Tac. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 89-93.
• Quoquo facinore properus clarescere. Tacit, ibid. Et infra, prosperiore

eloquentiae quam morum famS fuit. Et p. 93- diu egens, et parto nuper

praemio male usus, plura ad flagitia accingeretur.

*Vid. Tac. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79.
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Turn to your loss and danger:^ for your state

Is waited on by envies, as by eyes;
And every second guest your tables take

Is a fee'd spy, to observe who goes, who comes;
What conference you have, with whom, where, when,
What the discourse is, what the looks, the thoughta
Of every person there, they do extract.

And make into a substance.

Agr. Hear me, Silius.

Were all Tiberius' body stuck with eyes.
And every wall and hanging in my house

Transparent, as this lawn I wear, or air;

Yea, had Sejanus both hia ears as long
As to my inmost closet, I would hate

To whisper any thought, or change an act.

To be made Juno's rival. Virtue's forces

Shew ever noblest in conspicuous coiu-ses.

Sil. 'Tls great, and bravely spoken, like the spirit

Of Agrippina: yet, your highness knows.
There is nor loss nor shame in providence;
Few can, what all should do, beware enough.
You may perceive

^ with what officious face,

Satrius, and Natta, Afer, and the rest

Visit your house, of late, to enquire the secrets;

And with what bold and privileged art, they rail

Against Augusta, yea, and at Tiberius;
Tell tricks of Livia, and Sejanus; all

To excite, and call your indignation on.

That they might hear it at more liberty.

Agr. You're too suspicious, Silius.

Sil. Pray the gods,
I be so, Agrippina; but I fear

Some subtle practice.^ They that duret to strike

At so exampless, and unblamed a life.

As that of the renowned Germanicus,
Will not sit down with that exploit alone:

He threatens many that hath injured one.

Nero. 'Twere best rip forth tlieir tongues, sear out their eyes.
When next they come.

80s. A fit reward for spies.

Enter Drusus, jun.

Dru. jun. Hear you the rumour ?

Agr. What?
Dru. jun. Drusus is dying.*

Agr. Dying!

» Vid. Isc. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77.
' Tacit, ibid, et pp. 90 et 92.

' Suet. Tib. c. 2. Dion. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivii p. 705.
* Tac. Ann. Lib. iv. pp. 74, 75, 76, 77-
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Nero That's strange !

Agr. You were with him yesternight.
Dm. jun. One met Eudemus the physician,

Sent for, but now; who thinks he cannot Uve.

Sil. Thinks ! if it be arrived at that, he knows,
Or none.

Agr. "£\a quick ! what should be his disease ?

Sil. Poison, poison
—

Agr. How, SUius!

Nero. What's that ?

Sil. Nay, nothing. There was late a certain blow
Giv , a o' the face.

Nero. Ay, to Sejanus.
Sil. True.

Dru. jun. And what of that ?

Sil. I'm glad I gave it not.

Nero. But there is somewliat else ?

Sil. Yea, private meetings.
With a great lady [sir], at a physician's.
And a wife turn'd away.

Nero. Ha!
Sil. Toys, mere toys:

What wisdom's now in th' streets, in the common mouth ?

Dru. jun. Fears, whisperings, tumults, noise, I know not what*

They say the Senate sit.i

Sil. I'll thither straight;
And see what's in the forge.

Agr. Good Silius do;
Sosia and I will in.

Sil. Haste you, my lords,

To visit the sick prince; tender your loves.

And sorrows to the people. This Sejanus,
Trust my divining soul, hath plots on all:

No tree, that stops his prospect, but must fall. \^Exeuni.

ACT III

SCENE I.— The Senate-House.

Enter Praecones, Lictores, Sejanus, Varro, Latiaris, Gotta,
and Afer.

Sej. 'Tis only
2 you must urge against him, Varro;

Nor I nor Ca'sar may appear therein.

Except in your defence, who are the consul;

And, under colour of late enmity
Between your father and his, may better do it.

' Vid. T.ic. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 76.
* Tacit. .Kun. Lib. iv. p. 79.



Sejanus 341
Ab free from all suspicion of a practice.
Here be your notes, what points to touch at; read:

Be cunning in them. Afer has them too.

Var. But is he summon'd?
Sej. No. It was debated

By Caesar, and concluded as most fit

To take him unprepared.
Afer. And prosecute

All under name of treason.^

Var. 1 conceive.

Enter Sabinus, Gat.ltjs, Lepldus, and ARRtTNTrtrs.

Sab. Drusus being dead, C«sar will not be here.

Oal. What should the business of this senate be 7

Arr. That can my subtle whisperers tell you: we
That are the good-dull-noble lookers on.
Are only call'd to keep the marble warm.
What should we do with those deep mysteries,

Proper to these fine heads ? let them alone.

Our ignorance may, perchance, help us be saved
From whips and furies.

Gall. See. see, see their action !

Arr. Ay, now their heads do travail, now they work;
Their faces run like shittles; they are weaving
Some curious cobweb to catch flies.

Sab. Observe,

They take their places.
Arr. What,'- so low!
Gal. O yes,

They must be seen to flatter Caesar's grief.

Though but in sitting.
Var. Bid us silence.

Prce. Silence!

Var. Fathers conscript,^ may this our present meeiirj
Turn fair, and fortunate to the common-wealth !

Enter SiLius, and other Senators.

Sej. See, Silius enters.

Sil. Hail, grave fathers !

Lie. Stand.

Silius, forbear thy place.
Sen. How!
PrcE. Silius, stand forth,

The consul hath to charge thee.

Lie. Room for Ca?sar.

' Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79. Sed cuncta quasstione majestatis exercita.
' Tacit, cod. Lib. iv. p. 76. Consulesque sedc vulgari per speciem

mcBstitias sedentes.
• Praefatio solennis Consuluin Rom. vid. Bar. Briss. de for. Lib. 11.



342 Ben Jonson's Plays

Arr. Is he come too! nay then expect a trick.

Sab. Siliua accused! sure he will answer nobly.

Enter Tibebius, attended.

Tib. We stand amazed, fathers, to behold

This general dejection. Wherefore sit

Rome's consuls thus dissolved,^ as they had lost

All the remembrance both of style and place ?

It not becomes. No woes are of fit weight.
To make the honour of the empire stoop:

Though I, in my peculiar self, may meet
Just reprehension, that so suddenly,
And, in so fresh a grief, would greet the senate,

When private tongues, of kinsmen and allies.

Inspired with comforts, lothly are endured,
The face of men not seen, and scarce the day.
To thousands that communicate our loss.

Nor can I argue these of weakness; since

They take but natural ways; yet I must seek

For stronger aids, and those fair helps draw out

From warm embraces of the common-wealth.
Our mother, great Augusta, 's struck with time.

Our self imprest with aged characters,

Drusus is gone, his children young and babes;
Our aims must now reflect on those that may
Give timely succour to these present ills.

And are our only glad-surviving hopes,
The noble issue of Germanicus,
Nero and Drusus: might it please the consul

Honour them in, they both attend without.

I would present them to the senate's care.

And raise those suns of joy that should drink up
These floods of sorrow in your drowned ej-es.

Arr. By Jove, I am not QEdipus enough
To understand this Sphynx.

Sab. The princes come.

Enter Nero, and DRrsus, junior.

Ttb. Approach you, noble Nero, noble Drusua^

These princes, fathers, when their parent died,

I gave unto their uncle, with this prayer,
That though he had proper issue of his own.
He would no less bring up, and foster these.

Than that self-blood; and by that act confirm

Their worths to him, and to posterity.
Drusus ta'en hence, I turn my prayers to you.
And 'fore our country, and our gods, beseech

You take, and rule Augustus' nephew's sons,
• Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 76.
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Sprung of the noblest ancestors; and so

Accomplish both my duty, and your own.

Nero, and Drusus, these shall be to you
In place of parents, these your fathers, these;

And not unfitly: for you are so born.

As all your good, or ill's the common-wealth's.

Receive them, you strong guardians; and blest gods,
Make all their actions answer to their bloods:

Let their great titles find increase by them,
Not they by titles. Set them as in place.
So in example, above all the Romans:
And may they know no rivals but themselves.

Let Fortune give them nothing; but attend

Upon their virtue: and that still come forth

Greater than hope, and better than their fame.

ReUeve me, fathers, mth your general voice.

Senators. Mai/ all tJie gods consent to Caesar's wish.

And add. to any honours that may crown

The hopeful issue of Germanicus /

Tib. VVe thank you, reverend fathers, in their right.

Arr. If this were true now ! but the space, the space
Between the breast and lips

—Tiberius' heart

Lies a thought further than another man's. [Aside.
Tib. My comforts are so flowing in my joys,

As, in them, all my streams of grief are lost.

No less than are land- waters in the sea.

Or showers in rivers; though their cause was such.

As might have sprinkled ev'n the gods with tears:

Yet, since the greater doth embrace the less.

We covetously obey.
Arr. Well acted, Cfesar. [Asidt.
Tib. And now I am the happy witness made

Of your so much desired affections

To this great issue, I could wish, the Fates

Would here set peaceful period to my days;
However to my labours, I entreat.

And beg it of this senate, some fit ease.

Arr. Laugh, fathers, laugh:
i have you no spleens about you 7

[Aside,
Tib. The burden is too heavy I sustain

On my unwilling shoulders; and I pray
It may be taken off, and reconferred

Upon the consuls, or some other Roman,
More able, and more worthy.

Arr. Laugh on still. [Aside.
Sab. Why this doth render all the rest suspected !

Gal. It poisons all.

* Tacit. Lib. iv. p. 76. Ad vana et toties inrisa revolutus de reddenda

Rep. utque consules, seu quis alius regimen susciperent.
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Arr. 0, do you taste it then?

Sab. It takes away my faith to any thing
He shall hereafter speak.

Arr. Ay, to pray that,

Which would be to his head as hot as thunder,

'Gainst which he wears that charm ^ should but the court

Receive him at his word.

Gal. Hear!
Tib. For myself

I know my weakness, and so little covet.

Like some gone past, the weight that will oppress me.
As my ambition is the counter-point.

Arr. Finely maintained; good still!

Sej. But Rome, whose blood,

Whose nerves, whose Ufe, whose very frame relies

On Caesar's strength, no less than heaven on Atlas,

Cannot admit it but with general ruin.

Arr. Ah! are you there to bring him off T [Aside.

Sej. Let Caesar

No more then urge a point so contrary
To Caesar's greatness, the grieved senate's vows.
Or Rome's necessity.

Gal. He comes about—
Arr. More nimbly than Vertumnus.

Tih. For the publick,
I may be drawn to shew I can neglect
All private aims, though 1 affect my rest;

But if the senate still command me serve,

I must be glad to practise my obedience.2

Arr. You must and will, sir. We do know it. [Aside,

Senators. CoRsar,

Live long and happy, great and royal Coisar;

The gods preserve thee and thy modesty.

Thy wisdom and thy innocence I

Arr. Where ia't?

The prayer is made before the subject. [Aside,

Senators. Guard
His meekness, Jove: his piety, his care.

His bounty—
Arr. And his subtility, I'll put in:

Yet he'll keep that himself, without the gods.
All prayers are vain for him. [Aside.

Tib. We will not hold

Your patience, fathers, with long answer; but

> 'Gainst which he wears a charm.] Tonitrua praeter modum expavescebat ;

fX turbatiore ccelo nunquam non coronam lauream capite gestavit, quod
fulmine afBari negetur id genus frondis Suet. Tib. c 69. PUn. Nat. Hist.

Lib. XV. c. 20.
* Semper perplexa et obscura orat. Tib. vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p.*,5.
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Shall still contend to be what you desire.

And work to satisfy so great a hope.
Proceed to your affairs.

Arr. Now, Silius, guard thee;

The curtain's drawing. Afer advanceth. [Aeide.

PrcB. Silence!

Afer. Cite i Caius Silius.

Free. Caius SiUusI

Sil. Here.

Afer. The triumph that thou hadst in Germany
For thy late victory on Sacrovir,

Thou hast enjoy'd so freely, Caius Silius,

A.S no man it envied thee; nor would Caesar,

Or Rome admit, that thou wert then defrauded

Of any honours thy deserts could claim,

In the fair service of the common-wealth:
But now, if, after all their loves and graces,

(Thv actions, and their courses being discover'd)

It shall appear to Caesar and this senate.

Thou hast defiled those glories with thy crimes—
Sil. Crimes!

Afer. Patience, Silius.

Sil. Teil thy mule of patience;
I am -d Roman. What are my crimes T proclaim them.

Am I too rich, too honest for the times ?

Have I or treasure, jewels, land, or houses

That some informer gapes for? is my strength
Too much to be admitted, or my knowledge ?

These now are crimes.^

Afer. Nay, Silius, if the name
Of crime so touch thee, with what impotence
Wilt thou endure the matter to be search'd?

Sil. I tell thee, Afer, with more scorn than fear:

Employ your mercenary tongue and art.

Where's my accuser?

Var. Here.

Arr. Varro, the consul!

Is he thrust in ? [Afide.
Var. 'Tis I accuse thee, Silius.

igainst the majesty of Rome, and Ciiesar,

1 do pronounce thee here a guilty cause.

First of beginning
^ and occasioning,

Sext, drawing out the war in *
Gallia,

' Citabatur reus e tribunali voce praeconis. vid. Bar. Brisson. Lib. S,

de form.
» Vid. Suet. Tib. Tacit. Dio. Senec.
• Tacit. Lib. iv. p. 79. ConscientiS belli, Sacrovir diu dissimulatus,

victoria per avaritiam foedata, et uxor Sosia arguebantur.
Bellum Sacro\'Trianum in GalL erat. Triumph, in Germ. vid. Tacit.

Ann. Lib. iii. p. 6^.
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For which thou late triumph' st; dissembUng long
That Sacrovir to be an enemy.
Only to make thy entertainment more.

Whilst thou, and thy wife Sosia, polTd the province:
Wherein, with sordid, base desire of gain,
Thou hast discredited thy actions' worth.
And been a traitor to the state.

Sil. Thou liest.

Arr. I thank thee, Silius, speak so still and often.

Var. If I not prove it, Csesar,! but unjustly
Have call'd him into trial ; here I bind

Myself to suffer, what I claim against him ;

And yield to have what I have spoke, confirm'd

By judgment of the court, and all good men.
Sil. Caesar, I crave to have my cause deferr'd.

Till this man's consulship be out.

Tib. We cannot.
Nor may we grant it.

Sil. Why ? shall he design

My day of trial ? Is he my accuser.
And must he be my judge?

Tib. It hath been usual.

And is a right that custom hath allow'd

The magistrate,^ to call forth private men:
And to appoint their day: which privilege
We may not in the consul see infringed,

By whose deep watches, and industrious car©

It is so labour'd, as the common-wealth
Receive no loss, by any oblique course.

Sil. Csesar, thy fraud is worse than violence.

Tib. Silius, mistake us not, we dare not use

The credit of the consul to thy wrong;
But only to preserve his place and power.
So far as it concerns the dignity
And honour of the state.

Arr. Believe him, Silius.

Cot. Why, so he may, Arruntius.

Arr. I say so.

And he may choose too.

Tib. By the Capitol,
And all our gods, but that the dear republic,
Our sacred laws, and just authority
Are interess'd therein, I should be silent.

Afer. 'Please Caesar to give way unto his trial.

He shall have justice.
Sil. Nay, I shall have law;

' Vid. accusandi formulam apud Brisson. Lib. v. de form.
' Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79. Adversatus est Cassar, solirum qulppe

magistratibus diem privatis dicere, nee infringendum Consulis jus, cujus

vtgiliis, etc.
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Shall I not, AferT speak.

Afer. Would you have more T

&il. No, my well-spoken man, I would no more;

Nor less: might I enjoy it natural,

Not taught to speak unto your present ends,

Free from thine, his, and all your unkind handling.

Furious enforcing, most unjust presuming.
Malicious, and manifold applying.
Foul wresting, and impossible construction.

Aftr. He raves, he raves.

Sil. Thou durst not tell me so,

Hadst thou not Cesar's warrant. I can see

Whose power condemns me.

Yar. This betrays his spirit:

This doth enough declare him what he is.

Sil. What am I ? speak.
Yar. An enemy to the state.

iSiZ. Because I am an enemy to thee,

And such corrupted ministers o' the state,

That here art made a present instrument

To 1
gratify it with thine own disgrace.

St]. This, to the consul, is most insolent.

And impious !

Sil. Ay, take part. Reveal yourselves,
Alas ! I scent not your confederacies,

Your plots, and combinations! I not know
Minion Sejanus hates me: and that all.

This boast of law, and law, is but a form,

A net of Vulcan's fiUug, a mere ingine.

To take that hfe by a pretext of justice,

Which you pursue in malice ! I want brain.

Or nostril to persuade me, that your ends.

And purposes are made to what they are.

Before my answer! O, you equal gods.
Whose justice not a world of wolf-turn'd men
Shall make me to accuse, howe'er provoked;
Have I for this so oft engaged myself ?

Stood in the heat and fervour of a fight,

When Phoebus sooner hath forsook the day
Than I the field, against the blue-eyed Gauls,

And crisped Germans ? when our Roman eagles
Have fann'd the fire, with their labouring wings.
And no blow dealt, that left not death behind it ?

When I have charged, alone, into the troops
Of curl'd Sicambrians,2 routed them, and came

'

Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79. Immissusque Varro consul qui patemas
Inhnicitias obtendens, odiis Sejani per dedecus suum gratificabatur.

•
Populi Germ, hodie Geldri in Belgica sunt inter Mosam et Rhenum,

quos celebrat Mart. Spec. 3.

Crinibus in aodum tortis venere Sicambri.
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Not off, with backward ensigns of a slave;
But forward marks, wounds on mj^ breast and face.

Were meant to thee, O Caesar, and thy Rome?
And have I this return ! did I, for thia.

Perform so noble and so brave defeat

On Sacrovir ! Jove, let it become me
To boast my deeds, when he whom they concern.
Shall thus forget them.

Afer. Silius, Silius,

These are the common customs of thy blood.
When it is high with wine, as now with rage:
This well agrees with that intemperate vaunt.
Thou lately mad'st i at Agrippina's table.

That, when all other of the troops were prone
To fail into rebellion, only thine

Remain'd in their obedience. Thou wert he
That saved the empire, which had then been lost

Had but thy legions, there, rebell'd, or mutined;

Thy virtue met, and fronted every peril.

Thou gav'st to Caesar, and to Rome their surety;
Their name, their strength, their spirit, and their 8tat«,

Their being was a donative from thee.

Arr. Well worded, and most like an orator.

Tih. Is this true, Silius ?

Sil. Save thy question, Csesar;

Thy spy of famous credit hath affirm'd it.

Arr. Excellent Roman !

Sab. He doth answer stoutly.

Sej. If this be so, there needs no farther cause
Of crime against him.

Var. What can more impeach
The royal dignity and state of Caesar,

Than to be urged vnth a benefit

He cannot pay ?

Cot. In this, all Csesar's fortune

Is made unequal to the courtesy.
Lat. His means are clean destroyed that should requite.
Gal. Nothing is great enough for Silius' merit.

Arr. Gallus on that side too ! [Aside.
Sil. Come, do not hunt.

And labour so about for circumstance.

To make him guilty whom you have foredoom'd:

Take shorter ways, I'll meet your purposes.
The words were mine, and more I now will say:
Since I have done thee that great service, Caesar,

Thou still hast fear'd me; and in place of grace,
Return'd me hatred: so soon all best turns,

With doubtful princes, turn deep injuries
* Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79.
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In estimation, when they greater rise

Than can be answer'd. Benefits, with you,
Are of no longer pleasure, than you can

With ease restore them ; that transcended once,

Your studies are not how to thank, but kill.

It is your nature, to have all men slaves

To you, but you acknowledging to none.

The means that make your greatness, must not come
In mention of it; if it do, it takes

So much away, you think : and that which help'd.

Shall soonest perish, if it stand in eye.
Where it may front, or but upbraid the high.

Cot. Suffer him speak no more,

Var. Note but his spirit.

Afer. This shews him in the rest.

Lot. Let him be censured.

Sej. He hath spoke enough to prove him Caesar's foe.

Cot. His thoughts look through his words.

Sej. A censure.

Sil. Stay,

Stay, most officious senate, I shall straight
Delude thy fury. Silius hath not placed
His guards within him, against fortune's spite.

So weakly, but he can escape your gripe
That are but hands of fortune: she herself,

When virtue doth oppose, must lose her threats.

All that can happen in humanity.
The frown of Caesar, proud Sejanus' hatred.

Base Varro'a spleen, and Afer's bloodying tongue.
The senate's servile flattery, and these

Muster'd to kill, I'm fortified against;
And can look down upon: they are beneath me.
It is not life whereof I stand enamour' d;
Nor shall my end make me accuse my fate.

The coward and the valiant man must fall.

Only the cause and manner how, discerns them:
Which then are gladdest, when they cost us dearest.

Romans, if any here be in this senate,
Would know to mock Tiberius' tyranny,
Look upon Silius, and so learn to die. [Stabs himself.

Var. desperate act!

Arr. An honourable hand !

Tih. Look, is he dead ?

Sab. 'Twas nobly struck, and home.
Arr. My thought did prompt him to it. Farewell, Silius,

Be famous ever for tliy great example.
Tib. We are not pleased in this sad accident.

That thus hath stalled, and abused our mercy,
Intended to preserve thee, noble Roman,
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And to prevent thy hopes.

Arr. Excellent wolf !

r j a*
Now he is full he howla. lAstae.

Sej. Caesar doth wrong
His dignity and safety thus to mourn

The deserv'd end of so profest a traitor,

And doth, by this his lenity, instruct

Others as factious to the like offence.

Tib. The confiscation merely of his state

Had been enough. , , ,, , r 4.^^
Arr. 0, that was gaped for then? iJiaxae.

Var. Remove the body.

Sej. Let citation

Go out for Sosia.

Gal. Let her be proscribed:

And for the goods, I think it fit that half

Go to the treasure, half unto the children

Lep With leave of Caesar, I would think that fourtli.

The which the law doth cast on the informers,

Should be enough; the rest go to the children.

Wherein the prmce shall shew humanity.

And bounty; not to force them by their want.

Which in their parents' trespass they deserv d,

To take ill courses.

Tib. It shall please us.

Arr. Ay,
Out of necessity. This 1 Lepidus

Is grave and honest, and I have observed

A moderation still in all his censures.
, , ^u- ,

Sab. And bending to the better btay, who a this?

ErUer Satbitjs and Natta. toith Cremutius Cobdus guarded.

Cremutius Cordus 1 What ! is he brought in ?

Arr. More blood into the banquet! Noble Cordus,*

I wish thee good: be as thy writings, free.

And honest. /

Tib. What is he?

Sej. For the Annals. Cffisar.

Prae. Cremutius Cordus 1

Cor. Here.

Prce. Satrius Secundus,

Pinnarius Natta, you are his accusers.

Arr. Two of Sejanus' blood-hounds, whom he breeds

With human flesh, to bay at citizens.
. , u:„

Afer Staiid forth before the senate, and confront him.

Sat. I do accuse thee here, Cremutius Cordus,

To be a man factious and dangerous,

A sower of sedition in the state,

I Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 80. _„,.,„ ,,„
. Tacit. Ann. Ub. iv. p. 83. 84 Dio Hist. Rom. Ub. IvU. p. 710.
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A turbulent and discontented spirit.

Which I will prove from thine own writings, here.

The Annals thou hast pubUsh'd: where thou bit'st

The present age, and with a viper's tooth.

Being a member of it, dar'st that ill

Which never yet degenerous bastard did

Upon his parent.
Nat. To this, I subscribe:

And, forth a world of more particulars.
Instance in only one: comparing men.
And times, thou praisest Brutus, and affirm'st

That Cassius was the last of all the Romans.
Cot. How ! what are we then ?

Var. What is Caesar T nothing 7

A/er. My lords, this strikes at every Roman's private,
In whom reigns gentry, and estate of spuit.
To have a Brutus brought in parallel,
A parricide, an enemy of his country,
Rank'd, and preferr'd to any real worth
That Rome now holds. This is most strangely invective.

Most full of spite, and insolent upbraiding.
Nor is't the time alone is here diaprised.
But the whole man of time, yea, Caesar's self

Brought in disvalue ; and he aimed at most.

By oblique glance of his licentious pen.

Caesar, if Cassius were the last of Romans,
Thou hast no name.

Tib. Let's hear him answer. Silence!

Cor. So innocent I am of fact, my lords,

Afl but my words are argued: yet those words
Not reaching either prince or prince's parent:
The which your law of treason comprehends.
Brutus and Cassius I am charged to have praised;
Whose deeds, when many more, besides myself,
Have writ, not one hath mention'd without honour.
Great Titus Livius, great for eloquence.
And faith amongst us, in his history,
With so great praises Pompey did extol,

As oft Augustus call'd him a Pompeian:
Yet this not hurt their friendship. In his book
He often names Scipio, Afranius,

Yea, the same Cassius, and this Brutus too.
As worthiest men; not thieves and parricides.
Which notes upon their fames are now imposed.
Asinius PolUo's writings quite throughout
Give them a noble memory ; so i Messala
Renown'd his general Cassius: yet both these

Lived with Augustus, full of wealth and honours.
• Septem dec. lib. Hist, scripsit. vid. Suid. Suet.
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To CSoero's book, where Catxj wa3 heav'd up
Equal with Heaven, what else did Caesar answer.

Being then dictator, but with a penn'd oration,
As if before the judges? Do but see

Antonius' letters; read but Brutus' pleadings:
What vile reproach they hold against Augustus,
False, I confess, but with much bitterness.

The epigrams of Bibaculus and Catullus
Are read, full stuft with spite of both the Caesars ;

Yet deified Julius, and no less Augustus,
Both bore them, and contemn'd them: I not know,
Promptly to speak it, whether done with more

Temper, or wisdom; for such obloquies
If they despised be, they die supprest;
But if with rage acknowledg'd, they are contest.

The Greeks I slip, whose license not alone.
But also lust did scape unpunished:
Or where some one, by chance, exception took.
He words with words revenged. But, in my work.
What could be aim'd more free, or farther off

From the time's scandal, than to write of those.
Whom death from grace or hatred had exempted T

Did I, with Brutus and with Cassius,

Arm'd, and possess'd of the Philippi fielda.

Incense the people in the civil cause.
With dangerous speeches ? Or do they, being slain

Seventy years since, as by their images.
Which not the conqueror hath defaced, appears,
Retain that guilty memory with writers ?

Posterity pays every man his honour;
Nor shall there want, though I condemned am,
That will not only Cassius well approve.
And of great Brutus' honour mindful be,

But that will also mention make of me.
Arr. Freely and nobly spoken!
Sab. With good temper;

I like him, that he is not moved with passion.
Arr. He puts them to their whisper.
Tib. Take him hence :

i

We shall determine of him at next sitting.

[Exeu7it Officers with Cordus.
Cot. Mean time, give order, that his books be burnt.

To the nediles.

Sej. You have well advised.

Afer. It fits not such licentious things should live

T' upbraid the age.
Arr. If the age were good, they might.

' Egressus dein senatu vltam abstinentiA finivit. Tacit, ibid. Generosaro

jeus mortem vid. apud Sen. Cons, ad Marc. cap. 22.
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Lat. Let them be burnt.

Oal. All sought, and burnt to-day.

Prut. The court is up; lictors, resume the fasces.

[Exeunt all but Arruntius, Sabinus, and Lepidu^.

Arr. Let them be burnt ! 0, how ridiculoufl

Appears the senate's brainless dihgence,

Who think they can, with present power, extinguish

The memory of all succeeding times !

Sab. 'Tis true; when, contrary, the punishment
Of wit, doth make the authority increase.

Nor do they aught, that use this cruelty

Of interdiction, and this rage of burning.
But purchase to themselves rebuke and shame,
And to the writers i an eternal name.

Lep. It is an argument the times are sore,

When virtue cannot safely be advanced;
Nor vice reproved.

Arr. Ay, noble Lepidus;

Augustus well foresaw what we should suffer

Under Tiberius, when he did pronounce
The Roman race most wretched,^ that should live

Between so slow jaws, and so long a bruising. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—A Room in the Palace.

Enter Ttberius and Sejanus.

Tib. This business hath succeeded well, Sejanus,
And quite removed all jealousy of practice

'Gainst Agrippina, and our nephews. Now,
We must bethink us how to plant our ingine,

For th' other pair, Sabinus and Arruntius,

And Gallus ^ too: howe'er he flatter us.

His heart we know.

Sej. Give it some respite, Caesar.

Time shall mature, and bring to perfect crown.
What we, with so good vultures have begun:
Sabinus shall be next.

Tib. Rather Arruntius.

Sej. By any means, preserve him. His frank tongue

Being let the reins, would take away all thought
Of malice, in your course against the rest:

We must keep him to stalk with.

Tib. Dearest head,
To thy most fortunate design I yield it.

* Manserunt ejus libri occultati et editi. Tacit. Ibid. Scripserat his

Creinut. bella civilia, et res Aug. extantque fragmenta in Suasorii sextS

» vid. Suet. Tib. c. 21.
• Vid. Tacit. Anu. Lib. 1. p. 6. Lib. ii. p. 85.
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iSe;. Sir,'
—I have been so long train'd up in grace.

First with your father, great Augustus; since,
With your most happy bounties so familiar

As I not sooner would commit my hopes
Or wishes to the gods, than to your ears.

Nor have I ever, yet, been covetous
Of over-bright and dazzling honours ; rather

To watch and travail in great Caesar's safety.
With the most common soldier.

Tib. 'Tis confest.

Sej. The only gain, and which I count most fair

Of ail my fortunes, is, that mighty Ciesar

Has thought me worthy his alliance.^ Hence

Begin my hopes.
Tib. Umph!
Sej. I have heard, Augustus,

In the bestomng of his daughter, thought
But even of gentlemen of Rome: if so,—
I know not how to hope so great a favour—
But if a husband should be sought for Livia,
And I be had in mind, as Csesar's friend,

1 would but use the glorj- of the kindred:
It should not make me slothful, or less caring
For Cajsar's state: it were enough to me
It did confirm, and strengthen my v/eak house,

Against the now unequal opposition
Of Agrippina ; and for dear regard
Unto my children, this I wish: myself
Have no ambition farther than to end

My days in service of so dear a master.

Tib. We cannot but commend thj' piety.
Most loved Sejanus, in acknowledging
Those bounties; which we, faintly, such remember-
But to thy suit. The rest of mortal men,
In all their drifts and counsels, pursue profit;
Princes alone are of a different sort.

Directing their main actions still to fame:
We therefore will take time to think and answer.
For Livia she can best, herself, resolve

If she will marry, after Drusus, or

Continue in the family; besides.

She hath a mother, and a grandam yet.
Whose nearer counsels she may guide her by:
But I will simply deal. That enmity
Thou fear'st in Agrippina, would burn more.
If Livia's marriage should, as 'twere in parts.
Divide the imperial house; an emulation

' TacJt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 85.
* Fiha ejiiB Claudii filio desponsa.
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Between the women might break forth; and discord

Ruin the sons and nephews on both hands.

What if it cause some present difference ?

Thou art not safe, Sejanus, if thou prove it.

Canst thou beUeve, that Livia, first the wife

To Caius Caesar,! then my Drusus, now
Will be contented to grow old with thee.

Born but a private gentleman of Rome,
And raise thee ^vith her loss, if not her shame?

Or say that I should wish it, canst thou think

The senate, or the people (who have seen

Her brother, father, and our ancestors.

In highest place of empire) will endure it?

The state thou hold'st already, is in talk;

Men murmur at thy greatness; and the nobles

Stick not, in pubUc, to upbraid thy climbing
Above our father's favours, or thy scale:

And dare accuse me, from their hate to thee.

Be wise, dear friend. We would not hide these things.

For friendship's dear respect: Nor will we stand

Adverse to tliine, or Livia's designments.
What we have purposed to thee, in our thought.
And with what near degrees of love to bind thee,

And make thee equal to us; for the present.

We will forbear to speak. Only thus much
Beheve, our loved Sejanus, we not know
That height in blood or honour, which thy virtue

And mind to us, may not aspire with merit.

And this we'll publish on all watch'd occasion

The senate or the people shall present.

Sej. I am restored, and to my sense again.
Which I had lost in this so bUnding suit.

Caesar hath taught me better to refuse.

Than I knew how to ask. How pleaseth Caesar^

T' embrace my late advice for leaving Rome?
Tib. We are resolved.

Sej. Here are some motives more, [Gives him a paper.
Which I have thought on since, may more confirm.

Tib. Careful Sejanus! we will straight peruse them:
Go forward in our main design, and prosper. [Exit.

Sej. If those but take, I shall. Dull, heavy Cajsarl

Wouldst thou tell me, thy favours were made crimes,
And that my fortunes were esteem'd thy faults,

That thou for me wert hated, and not think

I would with winged haste prevent that change.
When thou might'st win all to thyself again.

By forfeiture of me 1 Did those fond words
*
August, nepoti et M. Vapsanii As^rippae filio ex Julia.

• Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 85, Dio. Lib. Iviii.
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Fly swifter from thy lips, than this my brain,

This sparkling forge, created me an armour
T' encounter chance and thee ? Well, read my charms.
And may they lay that hold upon thy senses,

As thou hadst snuft up hemlock, or ta'en down
The juice of poppy and of mandrakes. Sleep,

Voluptuous Caesar, and securit}-

Seize on thy stupid powers, and leave them dead
To public cares; awake but to thy lusts.

The strength of which makes thy Ubidinous soul

Itch to leave Rome! and I have thrust it on;
With blaming of the city business,

The multitude of suits, the confluence

Of suitors: then their importunacies,
The manifold distractions he must suffer.

Besides ill-rumours, envies, and reproaches,
All which a quiet and retired life.

Larded with ease and pleasure,^ did avoid:

And yet for any weighty and great affair.

The fittest place to give the soundest counsels.

By this 1 shall remove him both from thought
And knowledge of his own most dear affairs;

Draw all dispatches through my private hands;
Know his designments, and pursue mine own;
Make mine own strengths by giving suits and places,

Conferring dignities and offices;

And these that hate me now, wanting access

To him, will make their envy none, or less:

For when they see me arbiter of all,

They must observe; or else, with Cx'sar fall. [Exit.

SCENE III.—Another Room in the same.

Enter Ttbebius.

Tib. To marry Livia! will no less, Sejanus,

Content thy aim ? no lower object? well!

Thou know'st how thou art vrrought into our trust;

Woven in our design; and think'st we must
Now use thee, whatsoe'er thy projects are:

'Tis true. But yet with caution and fit care.

And, now we better think who's there within T

Enter an Officer.

Off. Caesar!

Tib. To leave our journey off, were sin

'Gainst our decreed delights; and would appear
Doubt; or, what less becomes a prince, low fear.

Yet doubt hath law, and fears have their excvise.

> Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 85.
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Where princes' states plead necessary use;

As ours doth now: more in Sejanus' pride,
Than all fell Agrippina's hates beside.

Those are the dreadful enemies we raise

With favours, and make dangerous with praise;
The injured by us may have will alike.

But 'tia the favourite hath the power to strike;

And furyevef boils more high and strong,
Heat with ambition, than revenge of wrong.
'Tis then a part of supreme skill, to grace
No man too much; but hold a certain space
Between the ascender's rise, and thine own flat.

Lest, when all rounds be reach'd, his aim be that.

'Tis thought. [Aside.]
—Is Macro ^ in the palace? see:

If not, go seek him, to come to us. [Exit Ofp.]
—He

Must be the organ we must work by now;

Though none less apt for trust: need doth allow

What choice would not. I have heard that aconite.

Being timely taken, hath a healing might
Against the scorpion's stroke: the proof we'll give:

That, while two poisons wrestle, we may live.

He hath a spirit too working to be used

But to the encounter of his like; excused

Are wiser sov'reigns then, that raise one ill

Against another, and both safely kill:

The prince that feeds great natures, they will sway him;
Who nourisheth a lion must obey him.—

Re-enter Officer, with Macbo.

Macro, we sent for you.
Mac. I heard so, Caesar.

Tib. Leave us a while. [Exit Officer.]
—When you shall know,

good Macro,
The causes of our sending, and the ends.
You will then hearken nearer; and be pleas'd
You stand so high both in our choice and trust.

Mac. The humblest plaoe in Caesar's choice or trust,

May make glad Macro proud; without ambition.
Save to do Caesar service.

Tib. Leave your courtings.
We are in purpose, Macro,^ to depart
The city for a time, and see Campania;
Not for our pleasures, but to dedicate

A pair of temples, one to Jupiter
At Capua; th' other at 3 Nola, to Augustus:

' De Macrone isto, vid. Die. Rom. Hist. Lib. lii. p. 718, et Tacit. Ann
Lib. vi. p. 109, etc.

* Suet. Tib. c. 4. Die. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 711.
• Suet. Tib. c. 43. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 91.

I—N 4»y
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In which great work, perhaps our stay will be

Beyond our will produced. Now since we are

Not ignorant what danger may be born

Out of our shortest absence in a state

So subject unto envy, and embroil'd

With hate and faction; we have thought on thee,

Amongst a field of Romans, worthiest Macro,

To be our eye and ear: to keep strict watch

On Agrippina, Nero, Drusus; ay.

And on Sejanos: not that we distrust

His loyalty, or do repent one grace
Of all that heap we have conferred on him ;

For that were to disparage our election.

And call that judgment now in doubt, which then

Seem'd as unquestion'd as an oracle—
But, greatness hath his cankers. Worms and moths

Breed out of too much humour, in the things

Which after they consume, transferring quite

The substance of their makers into themselvea

Maoro is sharp, and apprehends: besides,

I know him subtle, close, wise, and well-read

In man, and his large nature; he hath studied

Affections, passions, knows their springs, their ends,

Which way, and whether they will work: 'tis proof

Enough of his great merit, that we trust him.

Then to a point, because our conference

Cannot be long without suspicion
—

Here, Macro, we assign thee, both to spy,

Inform, and chastise; think, and use thy mea,ng,

Thy ministers, what, where, on whom thou wilt;

Explore, plot, practise: all thou dost in this

Shall be, as if the senate, or the laws

3ad given it privilege, and thou thence styled

The saviour both of Caesar and of Rome.

We will not take thy answer but in act:

Whereto, as thou proceed'st, we hope to hear

By trusted massengers. If 't be inquired,

Wherefore we call'd you, say you have in charge
To see our chariots ready, and our horse.—
Be still our loved and, shortly, honour'd Macro. [Bxii

Mac. I will not ask, why Caesar bids do this;

But joy that he bids me.i It is the bUss

Of courts to be employ'd, no matter how;
A prince's power makes all his actions virtue.

We, whom he works by, are dumb instruments,

To do, but not inquire: his great intents

Are to be served, not search' d. Yet, as that bow
Is most in hand, whose owner best doth know

» Dc Macrone et ingenio ejus, cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. pp. 114, 1X5.
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To affect his aims; so let that statesman hope
Most use, most price, can bit his prince's scope.
Nor must he look at what, or whom to strike.

But loose at all ; each mark must be alike.

Were it to plot against the fame, the life

Of one, with whom I twinn'd; remove a wife

From my warm side, as loved as is the air;

Practise away each parent; draw mine heir

In compass, though but one; work all my kin

To swift perdition; leave no untrain'd engine,
For friendship, or for innocence; nay, make
The gods all guilty ;

I would undertake

This, being imposed me, both with gain and ease:

The way to rise is to obey and please.
He that will thrive in state, ho must neglect
The trodden paths that truth and right respect;
And prove new, wilder ways: for virtue there

Is not that narrow thing, she is elsewhere;
Men's fortune there is virtue; reason their will;

Their license, law; and their observance, skill.

Occasion is their foil; conscience, their stain;

Profit their lustre; and what else is, vain.

If then it be the lust of Cassar's power.i
To have raised Sejanus up, and in an hour
O'ertum him, tumbling down, from height of all;

We are his ready engine: and his fall

May be our rise. It is no uncouth thing
To see fresh buildings from old ruins spring. [Exit

ACT IV

SCENE I.—An Apartment in AGBiPPnsrA's House.

Enter Gaxaajs and AoBiPPrNA.

Gal. You must have patience,^ royal Agrippina.

Agr. I must have vengeance, first; and that were nectar

Unto my famish'd spirits. 0, my fortune.
Let it be sudden thou prepar'st against me ;

Strike all my powers of understanding blind.
And ignorant of destiny to come !

Let me not fear that cannot hope.
Gal. Dear princess,

These tyrannies on yourself, are worse than Csesar's.

Agr. Is this the happiness of being born great ?

Still to be aim'd at ? still to be suspected ?

• Vide Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718, etc.
•
Agrippina semper atrox, turn et periculo propinquo accensa. Tadt.

Ana. Lib. iv. p. 89.
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To live the subject of all jealousies?
At least the colour made, if not the ground
To every painted danger ? who would not

Choose once to fall, than thus to hang for ever T

Gal. You might be safe if you would—
Agr. What, my Gallus !

Be lewd Sejanus' strumpet, or the bawd
To Caesar's lusts, he now ia gone to practise ?

Not these are safe, where nothing ia. Yourself,

While thus you stand but by me, are not safe.

Was SiUus safe ? or the good Sosia safe ?

Or was my niece, dear Claudia Pulchra,i safe,

Or innocent Furnius ? they that latest have

(By being made guilty) added reputation
2

To Afer's eloquence ? O, foolish friends.

Could not so fresh example warn your loves,

But you must buy my favours with that loss

Unto yourselves; and when you might perceive

That Cassar's cause of raging must forsake him.

Before his will ! Away, good Gallus, leave me.

Here to be seen, is danger; to speak, treason:

To do me least observance, is call'd faction.

You are unhappy in me, and I in all.

Where are my sons, Nero and Drusus ? We
Are they be shot at; let us fall apart;

Not in our ruins, sepulchre our friends.

Or shall we do some action Uke offence,

To mock their studies that would make us faulty,

And frustrate practice by preventing it ?

The danger's like: for what they can contrive,

They will make good. No innocence is safe.

When power contests: nor can they trespass more.

Whose only being was all crime before.

Enter Nero, Drusxjs, and CALiQtTLi.

Ner. You hear Sejanus is come back from Caesar T

Oai. No. How? disgraced?
Dru. More graced now than ever.

Oal. By what mischance ?

Cal. A fortune like enough
Once to be bad.

Dru. But turn'd too good to both.

Cka. What was' t?

Ner. Tiberius 3
sitting at his meat,

In a farm-house they call Spelunca,* sited

» Pulchra et Furnius damnat. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 89. _
,

.

» .\fer primoribus oratorum additus, divulgato ingenio, etc. Tacit. Ann.

Lib. iv. p. 89.
• Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 91.
* Praetorium Suet, appellat. Tib. c. 30.
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By the sea-side, among the Fundane hills.

Within a natural cave; part of the grot.

About the entry, fell, and overwhelm'd
Some of the waiters; others ran away:

Only Sejanus with his knees, hands, face,

O'erhanging Caesar, did oppose himself

To the remaining ruins, and was found

In that so labouring posture by the soldiers

That came to succour him. With which adventure.

He hath so fix'd himself in Caesar's trust,i

As thunder cannot move him, and is come
With all the height of Caesar's praise to Rome.

Agr. And power, to turn those ruins all on ua;

And bury whole posterities beneath them.

Nero, and Drusus, and Caligula,
Your places are the next, and therefore most
In their offence. Think on your birth and blood.

Awake your spirits, meet their violence ;

'Tis princely when a tyrant doth oppose.
And ia a fortune sent to exercise

Your virtue, as the wind doth try strong trees.

Who by vexation grow more sound and firm.

After your father's fall, and uncle's fate.

What can you hope, but all the change of stroke

That force or sleight can give ? then stand upright;
And though you do not act, yet suffer nobly:
Be worthy of my womb, and take strong chear ;

What we do know will come, we should not fear. [ExeurU.

SCENE 11.—The Street.

Enter IMacro.

Mac. Return'd so soon! renew'd in trust and grace I

Is Caesar then so weak, or hath the place
But wrought this alteration with the air;

And he, on next remove, will all repair ?

Macro, thou art engaged: and what before

Was pubhc; now, must be thy private, more.

The weal of Caesar, fitness did imply ;

But thine own fate confers necessity
On thy employment; and the thoughts born nearest

Unto ourselves, move swiftest still, and dearest.

If he recover, thou art lost; yea, all

The weight of preparation to his fall

Will turn on thee, and crush thee: therefore strike

Before he settle, to prevent the like

Upon thyself. He doth his vantage know.
That makes it home, and gives the foremost blow. [Exit.

* Praebuitque ipsi materiem cur amicitse coastantiaeque Sejani magls
fideret. Tacit. Aiin. Lib. iv. p. 91.
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SCENE m.—An upper Room o/Agrippina's House.

Enter Latiaris, RtrFtrs, and Opsius.

Lai. It is a service ^ lord Sejanus will

See well requited, and accept of nobly.
Here place yourself between the roof and ceiling;
And when I bring him to his words of danger,
Reveal yourselves, and take him.

Ruf. Is he come ?

Lot. I'll now go fetch him. [Exit,

Ops. With good speed.
—I long

To merit from the state in such an action.

Ruf. I hope, it will obtain the consulship
For one of us.

Ops. We cannot think of less.

To bring in one so dangerous as Sabinus.

Ruf. He was a follower of Germanicus,
And still is an observer of his wife

And children,* though they be declined in grace
A daily visitant, keeps them company
In private and in public, and is noted
To be the only client of the house:

Pray Jove, he will be free to Latiaris.

Ops. He's allied to him, and doth trust him well.

Ruf. And he'll requite his trust!

Ops. To do an office

So grateful to the state, I know no man
But would strain nearer bands, than kindred—
Ruf List!

I hear them come.

Ops. Shift to our holes ^ with silence. [They retire.

Re-enter Latiabis and Sabinus.

Lai. It is a noble constancy you shew
To tliis afflicted house; that not like others.
The friends of season, you do follow fortune,

And, in the winter of their fate, forsake

The place whose glories warm'd you. You are just.
And worthy such a princely patron's love.

As was the world's renown'd Germanicus:
Whose ample merit when I call to thought.
And see his wife and issue, objects made
To so much envy, jealousy, and hate;

* Sabinum aggrediuntur cupidine consulatus, ad quem non nisi per

Scjanum aditus, neque Sejani voluntas nisi scelere quaerebatur. Tacit.

Lib. iv. p. 94. Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 711.
* Eoque apud bonos laudatus, et gravis iniquis. Tacit. Lib. Iv. p. 94.
* Haud minus turpi latebrS quam detestandS fraude, sese abstrudunt;

foraminibus et rimis aurem admovent. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. c. 69.
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I

I

It makes roe ready to accuse the gods
Of negligence, as men of tyranny.

Sab. They must be patient, so must wa,

Lat. O Jove,
What will become of ua or of the times,

WTien, to be high or noble, are made crimes.

When land and treasure are most dangerous faults ?

Sab. Nay, when our table, yea our bed,i assaulta

Our peace and safety ? when our writings are.

By any envious instruments, that dare

Apply them to the guilty, made to speak
What they will have to fit their tyrannous wreak ?

When ignorance is scarcely innocence;
And knowledge made a capital offence ?

When not so much, but the bare empty shade
Of liberty is reft us; and we made
The prey to greedy vultures and vile spies.
That first transfix us with their murdering eyes.

Lat. Methinks the genius of the Roman race

Should not be so extinct, but that bright flame

Of liberty might be revived again,

(Which no good man but with his life should lose)
And we not sit like spent and patient fools,

Still puffing in the dark at one poor coal,

Held on by hope till the last spark is out.

The cause is public, and the honour, name.
The immortality of every soul,

That is not bastard or a slave in Rome,
Therein concern'd: whereto, if men would change
The wearied arm, and for the weighty shield

So long sustain'd, employ the facile sword.
We might soon have assurance of our vows.
This ass's fortitude doth tire us all:

It must be active valour must redeem
Our loss, or none. The rock and our hard steel

Should meet to enforce those glorious fires again.
Whose splendour cheer'd the world, and heat gave life.

No less than doth the sun's.

Sab. 'Twere better stay
In lasting darkness, and despair of day.
No ill should force the subject undertake

Against the sovereign, more than hell should make
The gods do wrong. A good man should and must
Sit rather down with loss, than rise unjust.

Though, when the Romans first did yield themselves
To one man's power, they did not mean their Uves,
Their fortunes and their liberties, should be

* Ne nox. quidem secura, cum uxor (Neronis) vigilias, somnos, suspiria
matri Liviae, atque ilia Sejano patefaceret. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 92.
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His absolute spoil, as purchased by the sword.
Lat. Why we are worse, if to be slaves, and bond

To Caesar's slave be such, the proud Sejanus!
He that is all, does all, gives Caesar leave

To hide his ulcerous and anointed face,i

With his bald crown at Rhodes,^ while he here stalks

Upon the heads of Romans, and their princes.

Familiarly to empire.
Sab. Now you touch

A point indeed, wherein he shews his art,

As well as power.
Lai. And villainy in both.

Do you observe where Livia lodges ? how
Drusus came dead ? what men have been cut off ?

Sab. Yes, those are things removed: I nearer look'd
Into his later practice, where he stands
Declared a master in his mystery.
First, ere Tiberius went, he wrought his fear

To think that Agrippina sought his death.

Then put those doubts in her; sent her oft word,
Under the show of friendship, to beware
Of Caesar, for he laid to poison

3 her:

Drave them to frowns, to mutual jealousies.

Which, now, in visible hatred are burst out.

Since, he hath had his hired instruments
To work * on Nero, and to heave him up ;

To tell him Caesar's old, that all the people.
Yea, all the army have their eyes on him; .

That both do long to have him undertake

Something of worth, to give the world a hope;
Bids him to court their grace: the easy youth
Perhaps gives ear, which straight he writes to Caesar;
And with this comment: See yon dangerous boy;
Note but the practice of the mother, there;

She's tying him for purposes at hand.
With men of sword. Here's Caesar put in fright
'Gainst son and mother. Yet, he leaves not thus.

The second brother, Dnisus, a fierce nature.
And fitter for his snares, because ambitious
And full of envy, him ^ he clasps and hugs,
Poisons with praise, tells him what hearts he wears.
How bright he stands in popular expectance;
That Rome doth suffer with him in the wrong
His mother does him, by preferring Nero:

* Fades ulcerosa ac plerumque medicaminibus interstincta. Tacit. Ann.
Lib. iv. p. 91.

' Tadt. ibid. Et RhodI secrete, vitare coetus, recondere voluptates
Insuerat.

' Tacit. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 90.
* Tacit. Lib. eod. pp. 91, 92.

• Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. pp. 91, 92.
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Thus seta he them asunder, each 'gainst other.

Projects the course that serves him to condemn,

Keeps in opinion of a friend to all.

And all drives on to ruin.

Lot. Caesar sleeps,
And nods at this. ^

Sab. Would he might ever sleep,

Bogg'd in his filthy lusts I [Opsins and Rufus rush. in.

Ops. Treason to Caesar !

Ruf. Lay hands upon the traitor, Latiaris,

Or take the name thyself.
Lat. I am for Caesar.

Sab. Am I then catch'd ?

Ruf. How think you, sir ? you are.

Sab. Spies of this head, so white, so full of years 1

Well, my most reverend monsters, you may live

To see yourselves thus snared.

Ops. Away with him !

Lat. Hale him away.
Ruf. To be a spy for traitors.

Is honourable vigilance.
Sab. You do well.i

My most officious instruments of state;

Men of all uses: drag me hence, away.
The year is well begun, and I fall fit

To be an offering to Sejanus. Go !

Ops. Cover him with his garments, hide his face.

Sab. It shall not need. Forbear your rude assault.

The fault's not shameful, villainy makes a fault. [Exeunt,

SCENE V7.—The Street before Agrippina's House.

Enter Macro and Caligtji-a.

Mac. Sir, but observe how thick your dangers meet
In his clear drifts ! your mother and your brothers,^

Now cited to the senate; their friend Gallus,3
Feasted to-day by Caesar, since committed 1

Sabinus here we met, hurried to fetters:

The senators all strook with fear and silence.

Save those whose hopes depend not on good means.
But force their private prey from public spoil.

And you must know, if here you stay, your state

Is sure to be the subject of his hate.
As now the object.

Cal. What would you advise me ?

Mac. To go for Capreae presently ; and there

' Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. pp. 94, 95.
' Tacit. Ann. Lib. v. p. 98.

* Asinium Gal. eodem die <;t convivam Tiberii fuisse et eo subomanle
damnatum narrat Dio. Lib. Iviii. p. 713.
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Give up yourself entirely to your uncle.

Tell C«sar (since your
i mother is accused

To fly for succours to Augustus' statue,

And to the army with your brethren) you
Have rather chose to place your aids in him.

Than Uve suspected; or in hourly fear

To be thrust out, by bold Sejanus' plots:

Which, you shall confidently urge to be

Most full of peril to the state, and Caesar,

As being laid to his peculiar ends,

And not to be let run with common safety.

All which, upon the second, I'll make plain.

So both shall love and trust with Csesar gam.

Col. Away then, let's prepare us for our journey. [Exeunt.

SCENE V.—Another part of the Street.

Enter Abbuntitts.

Arr. Still dost thou suffer, heaven! will no flame,

No heat of sin, make thy just wrath to boil

In thy distemper'd bosom, and o'erflow

The pitchy blazes of impiety,

Kindled beneath thy throne! Still canst thou sleep,

Patient, while vice doth make an antick face

At thy dread power, and blow dust and smoke

Into thv nostrils! Jove! will nothing wake thee?

Must vie Sejanus pull thee by the beard.

Ere thou wilt open thy black-lidded eye.

And look him dead? Well! snore on, dreaming gods.

And let this last of that proud giant-race

Heave mountain upon mountain, 'gainst your state-

Be good unto me, Fortune and you powers,

Whom I, expostulating, have profaned;

I see what's equal with a prodigy,

A great, a noble Roman, and an honest.

Live an old man !
—

Enter Lepidtjs.

O Marcus Lepidus,^

When is our turn to bleed ? Thyself and I,

Without our boast, are almost all the few

Left to be honest in these impious times.

Lep. What we are left to be, we will be, Lucius;

Though tyranny did stare as wide as death,

» Vld. Tacit. Lib. v. p. 94. Suet. Tib. c.
53;^ ... «, „, t ih

» De Lepido isto vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. 1. p. 6. Ub. m. pp. 60. 65, et Ub.

Iv. p. 81.
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To fright us from it.

Arr. 'T hath so on Sabinus.

Lep. I saw him now drawn from the Gemonies,*

And, what increased the direness of the fact,

His faithful dog,^ upbraiding all us Romans,
^

Never forsook the corps, but, seeing it thrown
Into the stream, leap'd in, and drown'd with it.

Arr. O act, to be envied him of us men!
We are the next the hook lays hold on, Marcus:

What are thy arts, good patriot, teach them me.
That have preserved thy hairs to this white dye.
And kept so reverend and so dear a head
Safe on his comely shoulders ?

Lep. Arts, Arruntius!

None,3 but the plain and passive fortitude,

To suffer and be silent; never stretch

These arms against the torrent; Uve at home,
With my own thoughts, and innocence about me.
Not tempting the wolves' jaws: these are my arts.

Arr. I would begin to study 'em, if I thought
They would secure me. May I pray to Jove
In secret and be safe ? ay, or aloud.
With open wishes, so I do not mention
Tiberius or Sejanus? yes, I must,
If I speak out. 'Tis hard that. May I think.
And not be rack'd? What danger is't to dream.
Talk in one's sleep, or cough ? Who knows the law ?

May I shake my head without a comment ? say
It rains, or it holds up, and not be thrown

Upon the Gemonies ? These now are things.
Whereon men's fortune, yea, their faith depends.
Nothing hath privilege 'gainst the violent ear.

No place, no day, no hour, we see, is free.

Not our religious and most sacred times,
From some one kind of cruelty: all matter

Nay, all occasion pleaseth. Madmen's rage.
The idleness of drunkards, women's nothing.
Jester's simplicity, all, all is good
That can be catcht at. Nor is now the event
Of any person, or for any crime,
To be expected; for 'tis always one:

Death, with some Uttle difference of place,
Or time What's this ? Prince Nero, guarded !

* Scalae Gemonise fueruat in Aventino, prope iemplum Junonis reginae
a Camillo captis Veils dicatum; a planctu et gemitu dictas vult Rhodig.
In quas contumeliaB causS cadavera projecta; aliquando a camifice uaco
trahebantur. Vid. Tac. Suet. Dio. Senec, Juvenal.

' Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 712. Et Tacit. Ann. lib. iv. p. 94.
' Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 80.
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Enter Laco 1 and Nero, with Guards.

Lac. On, lictors, keep your way. My lords, forbear.

On pain of Caesar's wrath, no man attempt
Speech with the prisoner.

Nero. Noble friends, be safe;

To lose yourselves for words, were as vain hazard,
Aa unto me small comfort: fare you well.

Would all Rome's sufferings in my fate did dwell!
Lac. Lictors, away.
Lep. Where goes he, Laco 7

Lac. Sir,

He's banish'd into Pontia 2 by the senate.

Arr. Do I see, hear, and feel ? May I trust sense.
Or doth my phant'sie form it?

Lep. WTiere's his brother ?

Lac. Drusus ^ is prisoner in the palace.
Arr. Ha!

I smell it now: 'tis rank. Where's Agrippina?
Lac. The princess is confined to Pandataria.*

Arr. Bolts, Vulcan ; bolts for Jove ! Phoebus, thy bow;
Stem Mars, thy sword: and, blue-ey'd maid, thy spear;

Thy club, Alcides: all the armoury
Of heaven is too little !

—Ha !
—to guard

The gods, I meant. Fine, rare dispatch ! this same
Was swiftly born! Confined, imprison'd, banish'd?

Most tripartite ! the cause, sir ?

Lac. Treason.

Arr. 0!
The complement

^ of all accusings ! that

Will hit, when all else fails.

Lep. This turn is strange!
But yesterday the people would not hear.
Far less objected, but cried * Caesar's letters

Were false and forged; that all these plots were malice;
And that the ruin of the prince's house
Was practised 'gainst his knowledge. Where are now
Their voices, now, that they behold his heirs

Lock'd up, disgraced, led into exile?

Arr. Hush'd,
Drown'd in their bellies. Wild Sejanus' breath

Hath, like a whirlwind, scatter'd that poor dust.

With this rude blast.—We'll talk no treason, sir, [Turns to Laco
If that be it you stand for. Fare you well. and the rest.

We have no need of horse-leeches. Good spy.
Now you are spied, be gone. [Exeunt Laco, Nero, and Guards.

* De Lacon. vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718.
' Suet. Tib. c. 54.

' Suet ibid. * Suet. ibid.
' Tacit. Ann. Lib. iii. p. 62. • Tacit. Lib. v. p. 98.
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Lep. I fear you wrong him :

He has the voice to be an honest Roman.
Arr. And tnisted to this office ! Lepidus,

I'd sooner trust Greek Sinon, than a man
Our state employs. He's gone: and being gone,
I dare tell you, whom I dare better trust.

That our night-eyed Tiberius ^ doth not see

His minion's drifts; or, if he do, he's not

So arrant subtile, as we fools do take him;
To breed a mungrel up, in his own house,
With hia own blood, and, if the good gods please.
At his own throat, flesh him, to take a leap.
I do not beg it, heaven ; but if the fates

Grant it these eyes, they must not wink.

Lep. They must
Not see it, Lucius.

Arr. Wiio should let them 7

Lep. Zeal,

And duty: with the thought he is our prince.
Arr. He is our monster: forfeited to vice

So far, as no rack'd virtue can redeem him.

His loathed person
2 fouler than all crimes :

An emperor, only in his lusts. Retired,
From all regard of his own fame, or Rome's,
Into an obscure island ;

3 where he Uves

Acting his tragedies with a comic face.

Amidst his route of Chaldees: *
spending hours,

Days, weeks, and months, in the unkind abuse
Of grave astrology, to the bane of men.

Casting the scope of men's nativities.

And having found aught worthy in their fortune.

Kill, or precipitate them in the sea.

And boast, he can mock fate. Nay, muse not: these

Are far from ends of evil, scarce degrees.
He hath his slaughter-house at Capreae;
Where he doth study murder, as an art;

And they are dearest in his grace, that can
Devise the deepest tortures. Thither, too.

He hath his boys, and beauteous girls ta'en up
Out of our noblest houses, the best form'd,
Best nurtured, and most modest; what's their good.
Serves to provoke his bad. Some are allured,^

Some threaten'd; others, hj their friends detained,
* Tiberius in tenebris videret; testibus Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. IvH. p. 691.

Et Plin. Nat. Hist. Lib. ii. c. 37.
* Cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 91. (Juv. Sat. 4.)
* Vid. Suet. Tib. de secessu Caprensi, c. 43. Dio. p. 715. Juv. Sat. 10.
* Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. p. 106. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivii. p. 706. Suet.

Tib. c. 62, etc., 44.
* Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. p. 100. Suet. Tib. c. 43.
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Are ravish'd hence, like captives, and, in sight
Of their most grieved parents, dealt away
Unto his apintriea, sellaries, and slaves.

Masters of strange and new commented lusts,

For which wise nature hath not left a name.
To this (what most strikes us, and bleeding Rome)
He is, with all his craft, become i the ward
To his own vassal, a stale catamite:

Whom he, upon our low and suffering necks.
Hath raised from excrement to side the goda.
And have his proper sacrifice in Rome:
Which Jove beholds, and yet will sooner rive

A senseless oak with thunder than his trunk !
—

Re-enter Laco,2 with Pomponius and MiNUTitra.

Lac. These letters 3 make men doubtful what t' expect,
Whether his coming, or his death.

Pom. Troth, both:

And which comes soonest, thank the gods for.

Arr. List!

Their talk is Caesar; I would hear all voices.

[Arrunt. and Lepidua stand aside.

Min. One day,^ he's well; and will return to Rome;
The next day, sick; and knows not when to hope it.

Lac. True; and to-day, one of Sejanus' friends

Honour'd by special writ; and on the morrow
Another punish'd—
Pom. By more special writ.

Min. This man ^ receives his praises of Sejanus,
A second but slight mention, a third none,
A fourth rebukes: and thus he leaves the senate

Divided and suspended, all uncertain.

Lac. These forked tricks, I understand them not:

Would he would tell us whom he loves or hates.

That we might follow, without fear or doubt.

Arr. Good Heliotrope! Is this your honest manT
Let him be yours so still; he is my knave.

Pov\. I cannot tell, Sejanus still goes on.

And mounts, we see; * new statues are advanced.
Fresh leaves of titles, large inscriptions read,
Hifl fortune sworn by,' himself new gone out

Caisar's *
colleague in the fifth consulship;

»
Leg. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 714.

• De Pomponio et Minutio vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi.
• Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 716.
' Dio. ibid.

» Dio. ibid.
•
Leg. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 96.

• Adulationis plenl omnes ejus Fortunam jurabant. Dio. Hist. Rom.
Lib. Iviii. p. 714.

• Dio. p. 714. Suet. Tib. c. 65.
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More altars smoke to him than all the gods:
What would we more ?

Arr. That the dear smoke would choke him,
That would I more.

Lep. Peace, good Arruntius.

Lat. But there are letters i come, they say, ev'n now.
Which do forbid that last.

Min. Do you hear so ?

Lac. Yes.

Fom. By Castor, that's the worst.

Arr. By Pollux, best.

Min. I did not like the sign, when Regulus,*
Whom all we know no friend unto Sejanue,

Did, by Tiberius' so precise command.
Succeed a fellow in the consulship:
It boded somewhat.
Pom. Not a mote. His partner,^

Fulcinius Trio, is his own, and sure.—
Here comes Terentius.

Enitr Terentitjs.

He can give us more.

[They whisper with Terentitu,

Lep. I'll ne'er believe, but Csesar hath some scent

Of bold Sejanus' footing.* These cross points
Of varjdng letters, and opposing consuls,

Mingling his honours and his punishments,
Feigning now ill, now well,^ raising Sejanus,
And then depressing him, as now of late

In all reports we have it, cannot be

Empty of practice: 'tis Tiberius' art.

For having found his favourite grown too great.
And with his greatness

^
strong; that all the soldiers

Are, with their leaders, made a his devotion;
That almost all the senate are his creatures.
Or hold on him their main dependencies.
Either for benefit, or hope, or fear;

And that himself hath lost much of his own.

By parting unto him; and, by th' increase

Of his rank lusts and rages, quite disarm'd
Himself of love, or other pubUc means,
To dare an open contestation ;

His subtilty hath chose this doubling line,

.^ To hold him even in: not so to fear him.
As wholly put him out, and yet give check
Unto his farther boldness. In mean time.

By his employments, makes him odious

I Die. Lib. Iviii. p. 718.
' De Regulo cons. Dio. ibid. • Dio. Ibid.

« Suet. Tib. c. 65.
* Dio. p. 726. • Dio. p. 714,
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Unto the staggering rout, whose aid, in fine,

He hopea to uae, as sure, who, when they sway.

Bear down, o'erturn all objects in their way.

Arr. You may be a Lynceus, Lepidus: yet I

See no such cause, but that a politic tyrant,

Who can so well disguise it, should have ta'en

A nearer way: feign'd honest, and come home

To cut his throat, by law.

Lfp. Ay, but his fear

Would ne'er be mask'd, allbe his vices were.

Fom. His lordship then is still in grace ?

Ttr. Assure you.
Never in more, either of grace or power.
Pom. The goda are wise and just.

Arr. The fiends they are,

To suffer thee beUe 'em.

Ter. I have here

His last and present letters, where he writes him.

Tilt partner of his cares, and his Sejanus.
—

Lac. But is that true,i it is prohibited
^— To sacrifice unto him ?

Ter. Some such thing

Csesar makes scruple of, but forbids it not;

No more than to himself: says he could wish

It were forborn to all.

Lac. Is it no other ?

Ter. No other, on my trust. For your more surety,

Here is that letter too.

Arr. How easily

Do wretched men believe, what they would have!

Looks this like plot ?

Lep. Noble Arruntius, stay.

L<ic. He names him here 2 without his titles.

Lep. Note !

Arr. Yes, and come off your notable fool. I wilL

Lac. No other than Sejanus.

Pom. That's but haste

In him that writes: here he gives large amends.

Mar. And with his own hand written ?

Pom. Yea.

Lac. Indeed?
Ter. Believe it, gentlemen, Sejanus' breast

Never received more full contentments in.

Than at this present.
Pom. Takes he well ' the escape

Of young Caligula, with Macro ?

ter. Faith,

At the first air it somewhat troubled him.

» Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 718.
* Die. ibid.

' Dlo. p. 717.



Sejanus 373

Lep. Observe you 7

Arr. Nothing; riddles. Till I see

Sejanus struck, no sound thereof strikes me.

[Exeunt Arrun. and Lepidtis,

Pom. I like it not. I muse he would not attempt
Somewhat against him in the consulship,^

Seeing the people 'gin to favour him.

Ter. He doth repent it now; but he has employ'd

Pagonianus after him: * and he holds

That correspondence there, with all that are

Near about Caesar, as no thought can pass
Without his knowledge, thence in act to front him.

Pom. I gratulate the news.

Lac. But how comes Macro
So in trust and favour with CaUgula?
Pom. 0, sir, he has a wife; 3 and the young prince

An appetite: he can look upr and spy
FUes in the roof, when there are fleas i' the bed;
And hath a learned nose to assure his sleeps.

Who to be favoiir'd of the rising sun.

Would not lend httle of his waning moon ?

It is the saf'st ambition. Noble Terentiusl

Ter. The night grows fast upon us. At your service. [Exeunt,

ACT V
SCENE I.—An Apartment in Sejanus' House.

Enter Sbjanus.

Sej. Swell, swell, my joys; and faint not to declare

Yourselves as ample as your causes are.

I did not Uve till now; this my first hour;
WTierein I see my thoughts reach'd by my power.
But this, and gripe my wishes.* Great and high.
The world knows only two, that's Rome and 1.

My roof receives me not; 'tis air I tread;

And, at each step, I feel my advanced head
Knock out a i5tar in heaven ! rear'd to this height.
All my desires seem modest, poor, and slight,

That did before sound impudent: 'tis place.
Not blood, discerns the noble and the base.

Is there not something more than to be Csesar?

Must we rest there ? it irks t' have come so far,

To be so near a stay. Caligula,
> Dio. p. 717.
• De Pagoniano, vld. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. p. loi. alibi Paconiano.
• Tacit, cons. Ann. Lib. vi. p. 114.
• De fastu Sejani leg. Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 715, et Tacit. Ann

Ub. iv. p. 96.
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Would thou stood'st stiff, and many in our way !

Winds lose their strength, when they do empty fly.

Unmet of woods or buildinga; great fires die,

That want their matter to withstand them: so,

It is our grief, and will be our loss, to know
Our power shall want opposites; unless

Tlae gods, by mixing in the cause, would bless

Our fortune with their conquest. That were worth

Sejanus' strife; durst fates but bring it forth.

Enter Tebenthts.

Ter. Safety to great Sejanus!
Sej. Now, Terentius ?

Ter. Hears not my lord the wonder?

Sej. Speak it, no.

Ter. I meet it violent in the people's mouths.
Who run in routs to Pompey's theatre.
To view your statue,^ which, they say, sends forth

A smoke, as from a furnace, black and dreadful.

Sej. Some traitor hath put fire in : you, go see.

And let the head be taken off, to look

What 'tis. [Exit Terentius.]—Some slave hath practised an

imposture.
To stir the people.

—How now ! why return you 7

Re-enter Terentius, with SATBros and Natta.

Sat. The head,2 my lord, already is ta'en off,

I saw it; and, at opening, there leapt out

A great and monstrous serpent.

Sej. Monstrous 1 why?
Had it a beard, and horns? no heart? a tongue
Forked as flattery? look'd it of the hue,
To such as Uve in great men's bosoms ? was
The spirit of it Macro's ?

Nat. May it please
The most divine Sejanus, in my days,

(And by his sacred fortune, I affirm it,)

I have not seen a more extended, grown,
Foul, spotted, venomous, ugly

—
Sej. 0, the fates !

What a wild muster's here of attributes,
T' express a worm, a snake 1

Ter. But how that should

C!ome there, my lord !

Sej. What, and you too, Terentius !

I think you mean to make 't a prodigy
In your reporting.

Ter. Can the wise Sejanus
» Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 717.

* Dlo. Ibid.
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Think heaven hath meant it less ?

Sej. O, superstition!

Why, then the falling
i of our bed, that brake

This morning, burden'd with the populous weight.
Of our expecting clients, to salute us;

Or running
^ of the cat betwixt our legs.

As we set forth unto the Capitol,
Were prodigies.

Ter. I think them ominous;
And would they had not happened I As, to-day,
The fate of some 3 your servants: who, declining
Their way, not able, for the throng, to follow,

Slipt down the Gemonies, and brake their necks !

Besides, in taking your last augury,*
No prosperous bird appear'd; but croaking ravens

Flagg'd up and down, and from the sacrifice

Flew to the prison, where they sat all night.

Beating the air with their obstreperous beaks I

I dare not counsel, but I could entreat.

That great Sejanus would attempt the gods
Once more with sacrifice.

Sej. What excellent fools

Religion makes of men ! Believes Terentius,
If these were dangers, as I shame to think them,
The gods could change the certain course of fate 7

Or, if they could they would, now in a moment.
For a beeve's fat, or less, be bribed to invert

Those long decrees ? Then think the gods, like flies,

Are to be taken with the steam of flesh.

Or blood, diffused about their altars: think
Their power as cheap as I esteem it small.—
Of all the throng that fill th' Olympian hall,

And, without pity, lade poor Atlas' back,
I know not that one deity, but Fortune,
To whom I would throw up, in begging smoke.
One grain of incense; ^ or whose ear I'd buy
With thus much oil. Her I, indeed, adore;
And keep her grateful image * in my house.
Sometime belonging to a Roman king.
But now call'd mine, as by the better style:
To her I care not, if, for satisfying
Your scrupulous phant'sies, I go offer. Bid
Our priest prepare us honey, milk, and poppy,'

1 Dio. Rom. Hist". Lib. Iviii. p. 715.
• Die. ibid. p. 716.

» Dio. ibid. * Dio. ibid.
' Grani turis. Plaut. Paenu. A. I. So. i. et Ovid. Fast. Lib. Iv.
• Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 717.
' De sacris Fortunae, vid. Lil. Gre. Gyr. SjTit. 17. et Stuch. lib. de

Sacrif. Gent. p. 48.
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His masculine odoura, and night-vestments: say.

Our rites are instant; which perform'd, you'll see

How vain, and worthy laughter, your fears be. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Another Room in the same.

Enter Cotta and Pomponius.

Cot. Pomponius, whither in such speed ?

Pom. I go
To give my lord Sejanus notice—

Cot. What?
Pom. Of Macro.

Cot. la he come ?

Pom. Enter'd but now
The house of Regulus.i

Cot. The opposite consul !

Pom. Some half hour since.

Cot. And by night too! Stay, sir;

I'll bear you company.
Pom. Along then— [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—A Room in Regtjltts's House.

Enter RIacro, Requlus, and Attendant.

Mac. 'Tis Caesar's will to have a frequent senate;

And therefore must your edict 2
lay deep mulct

On such as shall be absent.

Reg. So it doth.

Bear it my fellow consul to adscribe.

Mac. And tell him it must early be proclaim'd:
The place Apollo's temple.a [Exit Attendant.

Reg. That's remember' d.

Mac. And at what hour T

Reg. Yes.

Mac. You do forget
*

To send one for the provost of the watch.

Reg. I have not: here he comes.

Enter Laco.

Mor,. Gracinus Laco,
You are a friend most welcome: by and by,

I'll speak with you.
—You must procure this list

Of the praetorian cohorts, mth the names

Of the centurions, and their tribunes.

Reg. Ay.
> Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 718.
* Edicto ut plurimum senatores in curiam vocatos constat, ex Tadt.

Ann. Lib. i. et Liv. Lib. ii. Fest. Pen. Lib. xv. vid. Bar. Briss. de form.

Lib. i. et Lips Sat. Menip.
» Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivii. p. 718.

* Dio. ibid.
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Mac. I bring you letters,i and a health from Caesar—
LfOC. Sir, both come well.

Mac. And hear you ? with your note,

Which are the eminent men, and most of action.

Reg. That shall be done you too.

Mac. Most worthy Laco,
Caesar salutes you. [Exit Regulus.]—Consul! death and furies 1

Gone now !
—The argument will please you, sir.

Ho ! Regulus ! The anger of the gods
Follow your diligent legs, and overtake 'era,

In likeness of the gout !
—

Re-enter Requlus.

0, my good lord,

We lack'd you present; I would pray you send
Another to Fulcinius Trio, straight,
To tell him you will come, and speak with him:
The matter we'll devise, to stay him there,
VvTiile I with Laco do survey the watch. [Exit Regulus.
What are your strengths, Gracinus ?

Lac. Seven cohorts.*

Mac. You see what Caesar writes ; and Gone again 1

H' has sure a vein of mercury in his feet.—
Know you what store of the praetorian soldiers

Sejanus holds about him, for his guard ?

Lac. I cannot the just number; but, I think.
Three centuries.

Mac. Three! good.
Lac. At most not four.

Mac. And who be those centurions ?

Lac. That the consul

Can best deliver you.
Mac. When he's away !

Spite on his nimble industry—Gracinus,
You find what place you hold, there, in the trust

Of royal Caesar ?

Lac. Ay, and I am—
Mac. Sir,

The honours there proposed are but beginnings
Of his great favours.

Lac. They are more—
Mac. I heard him

When he did study what to add.

Lac. Mv life,

And aU I hold—
Mac. You were his own first choice:

» Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718.
• De prefecto vigilum vld. Ros. Antiq. Rom. Lib. vii. et Die. Rom. Hist

Lib. Iv.



378 Ben Jonson's Plays

Which doth confirm as much as you can speak ;

And will, if we succeed, make more Your guards
Are seven cohorts, you say ?

Lac. Yes.

Mac. Those we must
Hold still in readiness 1 and undischarged.

Lac. I understand so much. But how it can—
Ma4i. Be done without suspicion, you'll object?

Re-enter Reottltts.

Reg. What's that?

Lac. The keeping of the watch in arms,

When morning comes.

Mac. The senate shall be met, and set

So early in the temple, as all mark
Of that shall be avoided.

Reg. If we need.

We have commission to possess the palace,^

Enlarge prince Drusus, and make him our chief.

Mac. That secret would have burnt his reverend mouth.

Had he not spit it out now: by the gods.

You carry things too Let me borrow a man
Or two, to bear these That of freeing Drusus,

Csesar projected as the last and utmost;

Not else to be remember'd.

Enter Servants.

Reg. Here are servants.

Mac. These to Arruntius, these to Lepidus;

This bear to Cotta, this to Latiaris.

If they demand you of me, say I have ta'en

Fresh horse, and am departed. [ExeurU Servants.

You, my lord.

To your colleague, and be you sure to hold him

With long narration of the new fresh favours,

Meant to Sejanus, his great patron; I,

With trusted Laco, here, are for the guards:

Then to divide. For, night hath many eyes,

Whereof, though most do sleep, yet some are spies. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—^ SaceRum (or Chapel) in Shjanus's House.

Enter Praecones,^ Flamen,* Tubicines, Tibicines, ]\Iinistri,

Sbjantjs, Terentitjs, Satrius, Natta, etc.

Prse. Be all profane far hence; ^
fly, fly far off:

1 Die. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718.
' Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. p. 107. et Suet. Tib. c. 65.
»
Praecones, Flamen, hi omnibus sacrificiis interesse solebant. Ros.

Ant. Rom. Lib. iii. Stuch. de Sac. p. 72. .^ r„ r- n c™,*
«Ex iis, qui Flamines Curiales dicerentur, vid. Lil. Greg. Oyr. bynt.

17 et Onu'p. Panvin. Rep. Rom. Comment. 2.
, ^

» Moris antiqui erat, Prascones priecedere, et sacris arcere prolanos. Cons.

Briss. Ross. Stuch. Lil. Gyr. etc.
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Be absent far; far hence be all profane I

[Tub. and Tib. sound while the Flamen washetk.^

Fla. We have been faulty, but repent us now,
And bring pure hands, pure vestments, and pure minds.*

1 Min. Pure vessels.

2 Min. And pure offerings.
3 Min. Garlands pure.
Fla. Bestow your garlands:

^ and, with reverence, place
The vervin on the altar.

ProB. Favour your tongues.*

[While they sound again, the Flamen takes of the honey with his

finger,^ and tastes, then ministers to all the rest; so of the milk,*
in an earthen vessel, he deals about; which done, he aprinkleth

upon the altar, milk; then imposeth the honey, and kindleih his

gums, and after censing about the altar, placeth hia censer

thereon, into which they put several branches of poppy,'' and tht

music ceasing, proceeds.
Fla. Oreat mother Fortune,^ queen of human state,

Rectress of action, arbitress offate.
To whom all sway, all power, all empire bows.
Be present, and propitious to our vows I

Prce. Favour * it with your tongues.
Min. Be present and propitious to our vows !

Omnes. Accept our offering
lo and be pleased, great goddess.

Ter. See, see, the image stirs !

Sat. And turns away !

• Observatum antiquis invenimus, ut qui rem dlvinam facturus erat,

lautus, ac mandus accederet, et ad suas levandas culpas, se imprimis reum
dlcere solitimi, et noxs pcenituisse. Lil. Gyr. Synt. 17.

• In sacris puras manus, puras vestes, pura vasa, etc., antiqui desidera-

bunt; ut ex Virg. Plaut. Tibul. Ovid, etc., pluribus locis constat.
' Alius ritus sertis aras coronare, et verbenas imponere.
• Hujusmodi verbis siientium imperatum fuisse constat. Vid. Sen. in

lib. de beata vita. Serv. et Don. ad emn versum. Lib. v. iEneid.

Ore favete omnes, et cingite tempora ramis.

• Vocabatur hie ritus Libatio. Lege Rosin. Ant. Lib. iii. Bas. Brissoa.
de form. Lib. i. Stuchium de Sacrif. et Lil. Synt. 17.

• In sacris Fortunae lacte non vino libabant. iisdem test. Talia sacrificla

iftiva. et prj(j>d\M dicta. Hoc est sobria, et vino carentia.
' Hoc reddere erat et litare, id est propitiare, et votum impetrare;

secundum Nonium Marcellum. Litare enim Mac. Lib. iii. c. 5, explicat,
sacrificio facto placare numen. In quo sens. leg. apud Plaut. Senec.
Suet. etc.

' His solemnibus praefationibus in sacris utebantur.
•
Quibus, in clausu, populus vel catus a praeconibus favere jubebatur;

id est bona verba fari. Talis enim altera hujus formae interpretatio apud
Briss. Lib. i. extat. Ovid. Lib. i. Fast. Linguis animisque favete. Et Metam.
Lib. XV.

piumque
iEneadae praestant et mente, et voce favorem.

'• Solemnis formula in lonis cuivis nomini offerendis.



380 Ben Jonson's Plays

Nat. Fortune 1 averts her face.

Fla. Avert, you gods,
The prodigy. Still ! still, some pious rite

We have neglected. Yet, heaven be appeased.
And be all tokens falae and void, that speak
Thy present wrath I

Sej. Be thou dumb, scrupulous priest:
And gather up thyself, with these thy wares
Which I, in spite of thy blind mistress, or

Thy juggling mystery, religion, throw
Thus scorned on the earth. [Overturns the statue and the altar.

Nay, hold thy look

Averted till I woo thee turn again ;

And thou shalt stand to all posterity,
The eternal game and laughter, with thy neck
Writh'd to thy tail, like a ridiculous cat.

Avoid these fumes, these superstitious Ughts,
And all these cozening ceremonies: you.
Your pure and spiced conscience !

[Exeunt all bui Sejanus, TererU., Satri., and Natta.

I, the slave

And mock of fools, scorn on my worthy head !

That have been titled and adored a god,"
Yea,3 sacrificed unto, myself, in Rome,
No less than Jove: and I be brought to do
A peevish giglot, rites ! perhaps the thought
And shame of that, made fortune turn her face,

Knowing herself the lesser deity.
And but my servant.—Bashful queen, if so,

Sejanus thanks thy modesty.—Who's that?

Enter Pomponkts and MiNTTTnis.*

Pom. His fortune suffers, till he hears my news:

I have waited here too long. Macro, my lord—
Sej. Speak lower and withdraw. [Takes him. aside.

Ter. Are these things true ?

Min. Thousands are gazing at it in the streets.

Sej. What's that?

Ter. Minutius tells us here, my lord,

That a new head being set upon your statue,

A rope
5 is since found wreath'd about it ! and.

But now * a fiery meteor in the form
Of a great ball was seen to roll along

*
Leg. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 717. de hoc sacrificlo.

* Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 96.
* Dio. Lib. Iviii. p. 716.
' De Minutio vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vl.
' Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 717.
* Vid. Senec. Nat. Quest. Lib. i. c. i.
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The troubled air, where yet it hangs unperfect.

The amazing wonder of the multitude !

Sej. No more. That Macro's come, is more than alll

Ter. Is Macro come ?

Pom. I saw him.

Ter. Where ? with whom ?

Pom. With Regulus.

Sej. Terentiusl

Ter. My lord.

Sej. Send for the tribunes,* we will straight have up
More of the soldiers for our guard. [Exit Ter.] Minutiua,

We pray you go for Cotta, Latiaris,

Trio, tiie consul, or what senators

You know are sure, and ours. [Exit Min.] You, my good Natta,

For Laco, provost of the watch. [Exit Nat.] Now, Satrius,

The time of proof comes on; arm all our servants,

And without tumult. [Exit Sat.] You, Pomponius,
Hold some good correspondence with the consul:

Attempt him, noble friend. [Exit Pomp.] These things begin
To look like dangers, now, worthy my fates.

Fortune, I see thy worst: let doubtful states,

And things uncertain, hang upon thy will:

Me surest death shall render certain still.

Yet, why is now my thought turn'd toward death,

Whom fates have let go on, so far in breath,

Uncheck'd or unreproved T 1,2 that did help
To fell the lofty cedar of the world,

Germanicus; that at one stroke cut down '

Drusus, that upright elm; wither'd his vine;

Laid Silius * and Sabinus,^ two strong oaks.

Flat on the earth; besides those other shrubs,

Cordus « and Sosia,' Qaudia Pulchra,^

Furnius and Gallus,» which I have grubb'd up;
And since, have set my axe so strong and deep
Into the root of spreading Agrippina ;

i*>

Lopt off and scatter'd her proud branches, Nero,

Drusus; and Caius ^^ too, although re-planted.
If you will, Destinies, that after all,

» Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 718.
' Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 23.
» Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. pp. 74, 75- et Dio. Lib. Ivii. p. 7o9«
• Tacit. Lib. iv. p. 79.
» Ibid. p. 94.
• De Cremut. Cor. vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivii. p. 710. Taat. Ann. Lib.

Iv. p. 83.
' De Sosia. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 94.
• De Clau. et Fumio. quaere Tacit. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 89.
• De Gallo. Tacit. Lib. iv. p. 95. et Dio. Lib. Iviii. p. 713.
>• De Agr. Ner. et Dm. leg. Suet. Tib. cap. 53, 4.
" De Caio. cons. Dio. Lib. Iviii. p. 727
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I faint now ere I touch my period,
You are but cruel; and I already have done

Things great enough. All Rome hath been my slave;
The senate sate an idle looker on,

And witness of my power; when I have bluah'd

More to command than it to suffer: all

The fathers have sate ready and prepared.
To give me empire, temples, or their throats,

When I would ask 'em; and what crowns the top,

Rome, senate, people, all the world have seen

Jove, but my equal; Cjesar, but my second.

'Tis then your malice. Fates, who, but your own,

Envy and fear to have any power long known. IBxii

SCENE V.—A Room in the same.

Enter Terentius and Tribunes.

Ter. Stay here: I'll give hia lordship, you are come.

Enter Mtnutius, with Cotta and Latiaris.

Min. Marcus Terentius, 'pray you tell my lord

Here's Cotta, and Latiaria,

Ter. Sir, I shall. [Exit,
Cot. My letter is the very same with yours;

Only requires me to be present there.

And give my voice to strengthen his design.
Lot. Names he not what it is 7

Cot. No, nor to you.
Lat. 'Tis strange and singular doubtfull

Cot. So it is.

It may be all is left to lord Sejanua.

Enter Natta and Geacinus Laco.

Nat. Gentlemen, where's my lord?

Tri. We wait him here.

Cot. The provost Laco ! what's the news ?

Lat. My lord—
Ejiter Sbjanus.

Sej. Now, my right dear, noble, and trusted friends,

How much I am a captive to your kindness !

Most worthy Cotta, Latiaris, Laco,
Your valiant hand; and, gentlemen, your loves.

I wish I could divide myself unto you;
Or that it lay within our narrow powers.
To satisfy for so enlarged bounty.
Gracinus, we must pray you, hold your guards
Unquit when morning comes. Saw you the consul T

Min. Trio will presently be here, my lord.
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Cot. They are but giving order for the edict,^

To warn the senate.

Sej. How ! the senate ?

Lac. Yes.

This morning in Apollo's temple.
Cot. We

Are charged by letter to be there, my lord.

Stj. By letter 1 pray you, let's see.

Lot. Knows not his lordship T

Cot. It seems so !

Sej. A senate warn'd ! without my knowledge I

And on this sudden ! Senators by letters

Required to be there ! who brought these ?

Cot. Macro.

Stj. Mine enemy 1
^ and when ?

Cot. This midnight.

Sej. Time,
With every other circumstance, doth give
It hath some strain of engine in't!—How now?

Enier Satbius.

Sat. My lord, Sertorius Macro is without,

Alone, and prays t' have private conference

In business of high nature with your lordship,

He says to me, and which regards you much.

Sej. Let him come here,

Sai. Better, my lord, withdraw:

You will betray what store and strength of friends

Are now about you; which he comes to spy.

Sej. Is he not arm'd ?

S(U. We'll search him.

Sej. No; but take.

And lead him to some room, where you conceal'd

May keep a guard upon us. \_Exit Sat.'] Noble Laco,
You are our trust; and till our own cohorts

Can be brought up, your strengths must be our guard.

Now, good Minutius, honour'd Latiaris, {He salutes them humbly.
Most worthy and my most unwearied friends:

I return instantly. [Exit.

Lot. Most worthy lord.

Cot. His lordship is tum'd instant kind, methinks;
I have not observed it in him, heretofore.

1 Tri. 'Tis true, and it becomes him nobly.
Min. I

Am wrapt withal.

2 Tri. By Mars, he has my lives,

Were they a milUon, for this only grace.
Lac. Ay, and to name a man !

» Vld. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718.
• Dio. Lib. Iviil. p. 718.
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Lat. As he did me!
Min. And me !

Lat. Who would not spend his life and fortunes,

To purchase but the look of such a lord ?

Lac. He that would nor be lord's fool, nor the world's. [Asidt,

SCENE VI.—Another Room in the same.

Enter Sbjanus, Macro, and Satrius.

Sej. Macro 1
^ most welcome, a most coveted friend I

Let me enjoy my longings. When arrived you?
Mac. About the noon of night.'

Sej. Satrius, give leave. [Exit Sat,

Mac. I have been, since I came, with both the consub.

On a particular design from Csesar.

Sej. How fares it with our great and royal master ?

Mac. Right plentifully well ; as, with a prince.

That still holds out » the great proportion
Of his large favours, where his judgment hath

Made once divine election: like the god
That wants not, nor is wearied to bestow

Where merit meets his bounty, as it doth

In you, already the most happy, and ere

The sun shall climb the south, most high Sejanua.
Let not my lord be amused. For, to this end

Was I by Ca?sar sent for to the isle.

With special caution to conceal my journey;

And, thence, had my dispatch as privately

Again to Rome; charged to come here by night;
And only to the consuls make narration

Of his great purpose; that the benefit

Might come more full, and striking, by how much
It was less look'd for, or aspired by you.
Or least informed to the common thought.

Sej. What may be this ? part of myself, dear Macro,
If good, speak out; and share with your Sejanus.

Mac. If bad, I should for ever loath myself
To be the messenger to so good a lord.

I do exceed my instructions to acquaint
Your lordship with thus much; but 'tis my venture

On your retentive wisdom: and because

I would no jealous scruple should molest

Or rack your peace of thought. For I assure

My noble lord, no senator yet knows
The business meant: though all by several letters

Are warned to be there, and give their voices,

1 Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. \\n± p. 78.
• Meridies noctis, Varr. Marcipor. vid. Non. Mar. cap. v\.

* Dio. Lib. Iviii. p. 78.
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Only to add unto the state and grace
Of what ia purposed.

Sej. You take pleasure, Macro,
Like a coy wench, in torturing your lover.

What can be worth this suffering ?

Mac. That which follows.
The tribunitial dignity and power:

i

Both which Sejanus is to have this day
Conferr'd upon him, and by public senate.

Sej. Fortune be mine again 1 thou hast satisfied

For thy suspected loyalty. \^A8ide.
Mac. My lord,

I have no longer time, the day approacheth,
And I must back to Caesar.

Sej. Where's Caligula ?

Mac. That I forgot to tell your lordship. Why,
He lingers yonder about Capre?e,

Disgraced; Tiberius hath not seen him yet:
He needs would thrust himself to go with me,
Against my wish or will ; but I have quitted
His forward trouble, with as tardy note
As my neglect or silence could afford him.
Your lordship cannot now command me aught.
Because I take no knowledge that I saw you ;

But I shall boast to live to serve your lordship:
And so take leave.

Sej. Honest and worthy Macro;
Your love and friendship. {Exit Macro.]— Who's there ?

Satrius,
Attend my honourable friend forth.—O I

How vain and vile a passion is this fear.
What base uncomely things it makes men do 1

Suspect their noblest friends, as I did this.
Flatter poor enemies, entreat their servants.

Stoop, court, and catch at the benevolence
Of creatures, unto whom, within this hour,
I would not have vouchsafed a quarter-look,
Or piece of face ! By you that fools call gods.
Hang all the sky with your prodigious signs,
Fill earth with monsters, drop the scorpion down,
Out of the zodiac, or the fiercer lion.
Shake off the loosen'd globe from her long hinge.
Roll all the world in darkness, and let loose
The enraged winds to turn up groves and towns I

When I do fear again, let me be struck
With forked fire, and unpitied die:

Who fears, is worthy of calamity. [Exit.
* Dio. Lib. Iviii. p. 78. vid. Suet, de oppress. Sejan. Tib. c. «5.
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SCENE Vn.—Another Room in the same.

Enter TBRENxras, Menttthts, Laco, Cotta, Latiabis, and Pom-

PONiTJS; Regttlus, Trio, and others, on different aides.

Pom. la not my lord here ?

Ter. Sir, he -will be straight.
Cot. What news, Fulcinius Trio?

Tri. Good, good tidings;
But keep it to yourself. My lord Sejanus
Is to receive this day in open senate

The tribunitial dignity.
Cot. Is't true?

Tri. No words, not to your thought: but, sir, believe it.

Lot. What says the consul ?

Cot. Speak it not again:
He tells me, that to-day my lord Sejanus—

Tri. I must entreat you, Cotta, on your honour

Not to reveal it.

Cot. On my life, sir.

Lot. Say.
Cot. Is to receive the tribunitial power.

But, as you are an honourable man.
Let me conjure you not to utter it;

For it is trusted to me with that bond.

Lot. I am Harpocrates.
Ter. Can you assure it ?

Pom. The consul told it me, but keep it close.

Min. Lord Latiaria, what's the news ?

Lai. I'll tell you;
But you must swear to keep it secret.

Enter Sejanus.

Sej. I knew the Fates had on their distafi left

More of our thread, than so.

Reg. Hail, great Sejanus!
Tri. Hail, the most honour'dl 1

Cot. Happy!
Lot. High Sejanus!

Sej. Do you bring prodigies too 7

Tri. May all presage
Turn to those fair effects, whereof we bring
Your lordship news.

Reg. May't please my lord withdraw.

Sej. Yes:—I will speak with you anon. [To some that stand 6y.

Ter. My lord.

What is vour pleasure for the tribunes ?

Sej. Why,
» Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Mil. p. 718-



Sejanus 387
Let them be thank'd and sent away.
Min. My lord—
Lac. WUl't please your lordship to command me—
Sej. No:

You are troublesome.
Min. The mood is changed.i
Tri. Not speak,

Nor look !

Lac. Ay, he is wise, will make him friends

Of such who never love, but for their ends. [Exeunt.

SCENE Vin.—.4 Space before the Temple of Apollo.

Enter Arktjntitjs and Lepidus,' divers Senators passing by them.

Arr. Ay, go, make haste; take heed you be not last

To tender your All Hail * in the wide hall

Of huge Sejanus: run a Uctor's pace:

Stay not to put your robes on; but away, ^

With the pale troubled ensigns of great friendship

Stamp'd in your face ! Now, Marcus Lepidua,
You still believe your former augury!
Sejanus must go downward! You perceive
His wane approaching fast !

Liep. BeUeve me, Lucius,
I wonder at this rising.

Arr. Ay, and that we
Must give our suffrage to it. You will say,
It is to make his fall more steep and grievous:
It may be so. But think it, they that can
With idle wishes 'say to bring back time:

In cases desperate, all hop© is crime.

See, see ! what troops of his ofificious friends

Flock to salute my lord, and start before

My great proud lord ! to get a lord-like nod !

Attend my lord unto the senate-house !

Bring back my lord ! Uke servile ushers, make
Way for my lord! proclaim his idol lordship.
More than ten criers, or six noise of trumpets !

Make legs, kiss hands, and take a scatter'd hair

From my lord's eminent shoulder !

{Sanquinius and Haterius pass over (he stage.

See, Sanquinius '

With his slow belly, and his dropsy ! look,
What toiling haste he makes ! yet here's another
Retarded with the gout, will be afore him.

' Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718.
'
Ave, matutina vox salutanti propria, apud Romanos, vid. Briss. de

form. Lib. viii.
* De Sanquinio vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. et de Haterio, ibid.
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Get thee Liburnian ^
porters, thou gross fool,

To bear thy obsequious fatness, like thy peers.

They are met ! the gout returns, and his great carriage.

[Lictors, Regulus, Trio, Sejanus, Satrius, and many other

Senators, pass over the stage.

lAct. Give way, make place, room for the consul 1

San. Hail,

Hail, great Sejanua!
Hat. Hail, my honour'd lord!

Arr. We shaU be mark'd anon, for our not HaiL

Lep. That ia already done.

Arr. It is a note

Of upstart greatness, to observe and watch

For these poor trifles, which the noble mind

Neglects and scorns.

Lep. Ay, and they think themselves

Deeply dishonour'd where they are omitted.

As if they were necessities that help'd
To the perfection of their dignities;

2

And hate the men that but refrain them.

Arr. 0!
There is a farther cause of hate. Their breasts

Are guilty, that we know their obscure springs,

And base beginnings; thence the anger grows.
On. Follow.

SCENE IX.—Another part of the same.

Enter Macro and Laco.

3Iac. When all are enter'd,^ shut the temple doors;

And bring your guarda up to the gate.

Lac. I will.

Mac. If you shall hear commotion in the senate.

Present yourself: and charge on any man
Shall offer to come forth.

Lac. I am instructed. [Exeunt.

SCENE X.—The Temple of Apollo.

Enter Haterius, Tbio, Sanquintus, Cotta, Regttlus, SEJAmrs,

PoMPONius, Latiabis, Lepidtts, Arruntius, and divers other

Senators; Prsecones, and Lictors.

Hat. How well his lordship looks to-day 1

Tri. As if

He had been born, or made for this hour's state.

» Ex Libumia, magnae et procerae staturae mittebantur, qui erant Rom.

Lecticarii; test. Juv. Sat. ill. v. 240.
Turba cedente vehetur

Dives, et ingenti curret super ora Libumo.
• Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii.

' Dio. ibid. p. 71S
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Cot. Your fellow consul's come about, methinks?
Tri. Ay, he \s wise.

San. Sejanus trusts him well.

Tri. Sejanus is a noble, bounteous lord.^

Hat. He is so, and most vahaat.

Lat. And most wise.

1 Sen. He's every thing.
Lat. Worthy of all, and more

Than bounty can bestow.

Tri. This dignity
Will make him worthy.
Pom. Above Caesar.

San. Tut,
Caesar is but the rector of an isle,*

He of the empire.
Tri. Now he will have power

More to reward than ever.

Cot. Let us look

We be not slack in giving him our voices.'

Lat. Not I.

San. Nor I.

Cot. The readier we seem
To propagate his honours, will more bind
His thoughts to ours.

Hat. I think right with your lordship;
It is the way to have us hold our places.

San. Ay, and get more.
Lai. More office and more titles.

Pom. I will not lose the part I hope to share

In these his fortunes, for my patrimony.
Lat. See, how Arruntius sits, and Lepidus !

Tri. Let them alone, they will be mark'd anon.
1 Sen. I'll do with others.

2 -Sen. So will I.

3 Sen. And I.

Men grow not in the state, but as they are planted
Warm in his favours.

Cot. Noble Sejanus !

Hat. Honour'd Sejanus!
Lat. Worthy and great Sejanus!
Arr. Gods ! how the sponges open and take in.

And shut again ! look, look ! is not he blest

That gets a seat in eye-reach of him ? more.
That comes in ear, or tongue-reach ? but most,
Can claw his subtle elbow, or with a buz

Fly-blow his ears ?

Prcet. Proclaim the senate's peace,
• Vid. acclamation. Senat. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivili. p. 719.
' Dio. p. 715.

* Dio. p. 719.

I— 489
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And give last summona by the edict.

PrcB. Silence!

In name of Caesar, and the senate, silence !

Memmius Regulus, and Fulcinius Trio,^ consuls, these presevi
kalends of June, with the first light, shall hold a senate, in the temple

of Apollo Palatine: 2 all that are fathers, and are registered fathers,
tJiat have right of entering the senate, we warn or command you be

frequently present, take knowledge the business is the commonwealth's:
whosoever is absent, his fine or mulct will be taken, his excuse will

not be taken.

Tri. Note who are absent, and record their names.

Reg. Fathers conscript,^ may what I am to utter

Turn good and happy for the commonwealth 1

And thou, Apollo, in whose holy house
We here have met, inspire us all with truth.
And liberty of censure to our thought !

The majesty of great Tiberius Caesar

Propounds to this grave senate, the bestowing

Upon the man he loves, honour'd Sejanus,
The tribunitial dignity and power:

*

Here are his letters, signed with his signet.

What pleaseth now the fathers to be done ? 6

Sen. Read, read them, open, pubUcly read them.

Cot. Caesar hath honour'd his own greatness much
In thinking of this act.

Tri. It was a thought

Happy, and worthy Caesar.

Lat. And the lord

As worthy it, on whom it is directed !

Hat. Most worthy !

San. Rome did never boast the virtue

That could give envy bounds, but his: Sejanus—
1 Sen. Honour'd and noble !

2 Sen. Good and great Sejanus !

Arr. O, most tame slavery, and fierce flattery 1

Prce. Silence!

TiBEBiTTS CiESAB to the Senate, greeting.

If you, conscript fathers,^ with your children, be in health, it is abun-

dantly well: we with our friends here are so. The care of the common-

wealth, howsoever we are removed in person, cannot be absent to our

thought; although, oftentimes, even to princes most present, the truth of
their ovmn, affairs is hid; than which, nothing falls out more miserable

' Vid. Brissonium de formul. Lib. ii. et Lipsiuin Sat. Menip.
*
Palatinus, a monte Palatine dictus.

* Solemnis prsefatio consulum in relationibus. Dio. p. 718.
* Vid. Suet. Tib. cap. 65.
* Alia formula solemnis, vid. Briss. Lib. ii. et Dio. p. yiq.
* Solenne exordium epistolar. apud Romanes, coos. Briss. de formal.

Lib. viii.



Sejanus 391
to a state, or makes the art of governing more difficult. But since it

hath been our easeful happiness to enjoy both the aids and industry

of so vigilant a senate, we profess to have been the more indulgent to

our pleasures, not as being careless of our office, but rather secure of
the necessity. Neither do these common rumours of many, and

infamous libels published against our retirement, at all afflict us;

being born more out of men's ignorance than their malice: and will,

neglected, find their own grave quickly; whereas, too sensibly acknow-

ledged, it would make their obloquy ours. Nor do we desire their

authors, though found, be censured, since in a free state,^ as ours, all

men ought to enjoy both their minds and tongues free.
Arr. The lapwing, the lapwing !

Yei in things which shall worthily and more near concern the majesty
of a prince, we shall fear to be so unnaturally cruel to our oum fame,
as to rieglect them. True it is, conscript fathers, that we have raised

Sejanus from obscure, and almost unknoum gentry
Sen. How, howl

to the highest and most conspicuous point of greatness, and, we hope,

deservingly; yet not without danger: it being a most bold hazard in

that scn'creign, who, by his particular love to one, dares adventure the

hatred of all his other subjects.

Arr. This touches; the blood turns.

Bui we affy in your loves and understandings, and do no way suspect
the merit of our Sejanus, to make our favours offensive to any.

Sen. O! good, good.

Though we could have wished his zeal had run a calmer course against

Agrippina and our nepheics, howsoever the openness of their actions

declared them delinquents; and, that he would have remembered, no
innocence is so safe, but it rejoiceth to stand in the sight of mercy: the

use of which in us, he hath so quite taken away, towards them, by his

loyal fury, as now our clemency would be thought but- wearied cruelty,

if we should offer to exercise it.

Arr. I thank him; there I look'd for't. A good fox!

Some there be that would interpret this his public severity to be par-
ticular ambition; * and that, under a pretext of service to us, he doth
but remove his oum lets: alleging the strengths he hath made to himself,
by the praetorian soldiers, by his faction in court and senate, by the

offices he holds himself, and confers on others, his popularity and
dependents, his urging and almost driving us to this our unwilling
retirement, and, lastly, his aspiring to be our son-in-law.

Sen. This is strange 1

Arr. I shall anon believe your vultures, Marcus.
Tour wisdoms, conscript fathers, are able to examine, and censure
these suggestions. But, were they left to our absolving voice, we durst

pronounce them, as we think them, most malicious.

Sen. O, he has restored all
; list 1

* Firmus et patiens subinde jactabat, in civitate libera, linguam mea-
temque liberas esse debere. Suet. Tib. c. 28.

* De hac epist. vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 719, et Juv. Sat. x.
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Yei are they offered to he averred, and on the lives of the informers.
What we should say, or rather what we should not say, lords of the

senate, if this be true, our gods and goddesses confound us if we know !

Only we must think, we have placed our benefits ill; and conclude, that

in our choice, either we were wanting to the gods, or the gods to us.

[The Senators shift their places.
Arr. The place grows hot; they shift.

We have not been covetous, honourable fathers, to change; neither is

it now any new lust that alters our affection, or old lothing; but those

needful jealousies of state, that warn wiser -princes hourly to provide
their safety; and do teach them how learned a thivg it is to beuxire of
the humblest enemy; much more of those great ones, whom their own

employedfavours have made fifor theirfears.
1 Sen. Away.
2 Sen. Sit farther.

Cot. Let's remove—
Arr. Gods! how the leaves drop off, this Uttle wind!

We therefore desire, that the offices he holds be first seized by the senate;

and himself suspended from all exercise of place or power—
Sen. How!
San. [thrusting by.] By your leave.

Arr. Come, porpoise; where's Haterius?
His gout keeps him most miserably constant;
Your dancing shews a tempest.

Sej. Read no more.

Reg. Lords of the senate, hold your seats: read on.

Sej. These letters they are forged.

Beg. A guard ! sit still.

Enter Laco, with the Guards.

Arr. Here's change !

Reg. Bid silence, and read forward.

Proe. Silence ! and himself suspended from all exercise of place
or power, but till due and mature trial be made of his innocency, which

yet we can faintly apprehend the necessity to doubt. If, conscript

fathers, to your more searching unsdoms, there shall appear farther
cause—or of farther proceeding, either to seizure of larids, goods, or

m/yre—it is not our power that shall limit your authority, or our

favour that must corrupt your justice: either were dishonourable in

you, and both uncharitable to otirself. We ux>uld willingly
i be present

with your counsels in this business; btit the danger of so potent a

faction, if it should prove so, forbids our attempting it: except one of
the consuls would be entreated for our safety, to undertake the guard of
us home; then we should most readily adventure. In the mean time,
it shall not be fit for us to importune so judicious a senate, who knots

how much they hurt the innocent, that spare the guilty; and how

grateful a sacrifice to the gods is the life of an ingrafefid person. We
reflect not, in this, on Sejanus, {notwithstanding, if you keep an eye

» Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 719, et Suet. Tib.
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upon him—and there is Latiaris, a senator, and Pinnarius Natta,
two of his most trusted ministers, and so professed, whom we desire not

to have apprehended,) hut as the necessity of the caicse exacts it.

Reg. A guard on Latiaris 1

A rr. 0, the spy,
The reverend spy is caught ! who pities him ?

Reward, sir, for your service: now, you have done
Your property, you see what use is made !

[Exeunt Latiaris and Natta, gvMrded.

Hang up the instrument.

Sej. Give leave.

Lac. Stand, standi
He cornea upon his death, that doth advance
An inch toward my point.

Sej. Have we no friends here ?

Arr. Hush'd!
Where now are all the hails and acclamations ?

Enter Macro.

Mac. Hail to the consuls, and this noble senate 1

Sej. Is Macro here? O, thou art lost, Sejanus! [Asidt,
Mac. Sit still, and unafirighted, reverend fathers:

Macro, by Csesar's grace, the new-made provost,
And now possest of the praetorian bands.
An honour late belong'd to that proud man,
Bids you be safe: and to your constant doom
Of his deservings, offers you the surety
Of all the soldiers, tribunes, and centurions,
Received in our command.

Reg. Sejanus, Sejanus,
Stand forth, Sejanus!

Sej. Am I call'd?

Mac. Ay, thou.
Thou insolent monster, art bid stand.

Sej. Why, Macro,
It hath been otherwise between you and I ;

This court, that knows us both, hath seen a difference.
And can, if it be pleased to speak, confirm
Whose insolence is most.
Mac. Come down, Typhoeua.

If mine be most, lo! thus I make it more;
Klick up thy heels in air, tear off thy robe.

Play with thy beard and nostrils. Thus 'tis fit

(And no man take compassion of thy state)
To use th' ingrateful viper, tread his brains
Into the earth.

Reg. Forbear.
Mac. If I could lose

All my humanity now, 'twere well to torture
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So meriting a traitor.—Wherefore, fathers.
Sit you amazed and silent; and not censure
This wretch, who, in the hour he first rebell'd

'Gainst Caesar's bounty, did condemn himself ?

Phlegra, the field where all the sons of earth
Muster'd against the gods, did ne'er acknowledge
So proud and huge a monster.

Beg. Take him hence;
And all the gods guard Caesar 1

Tri. Take him hence.

Hai. Hence.
Cot. To the dungeon with him.
San. He deserves it.

Sen. Crown all our doors ^ with bays.
San. And let an ox.

With gilded horns and garlands, straight be led

Unto the Capitol
—

Hat. And sacrificed

To Jove, for Caesar's safety.
Tri. All our gods

Be present still to Caesar 1

Cot. Phoebus.
San. Mars.

Hat. Diana.
San. Pallas.

Sen. Juno, i\Iercury,
All guard him !

Mac. Forth, thou prodigy of men ! [Exit Sejanvs, guarded.
Cot. Let all the traitor's titles be defaced.
Tri. His images and statuea be puU'd down.
Hat. His chariot-wheels be broken.
Arr. And the legs

Of the poor horses, that deserved nought,
Let them be broken too !

[Exeunt Lictors, Proecones, Macro, Regnlns, Trio, Haterius, and
Sanquinius: manent Lepidus, ArrurUius, and a few Senators.

Lep. violent change.
And whirl of men's affections!

Arr. Like, as both
Their bulks and souls were bound on Fortune's wheel.
And must axjt only with her motion.

Lep. Who would depend upon the popular air.
Or voice of men, that have to-day beheld
Tliat which, if all the gods had fore-declared.
Would not have been beUeved, Sejanus' fall T

He, that this mom rose proudly, as the sun,

And, breaking through a mist of clients' breath.
Came on, as gazed at and admired as he,

'
Leg. Juv. Sat. x.
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When eaperstitious Moors salute his light I

That had our servile nobles waiting him
As common grooms; and hanging on his look,

No less than human life on destiny !

That had men's knees as frequent as the gods ;

And sacrifices i more than Rome had altars:

And this man fall ! fall ? ay, without a look

That durst appear his friend, or lend so much
Of vain relief, to his changed state, as pity !

Arr. They that before, like gnats, play'd in his beams.
And throng'd to circumscribe him, now not seen

Nor deign to hold a common seat with him !

Others, that waited him unto the senate.
Now inhumanely ravish him to prison.

Whom, but this morn, they follow'd as their lord !

Guard through the streets, bound like a fugitive.
Instead of wreaths give fetters, strokes for stoops,
Blind shames for honours, and black taunts for titles !

Who would trust sUppery chance ?

Lep. They that would make
Themselves her spoil ; and foolishly forget.
When she doth flatter, that she comes to prey.
Fortune, thou hadst no deity, if men
Had wisdom: we have placed thee so high.

By fond beUef in thy felicity.

IShovi within.] The gods guard Caesar ! All the gods guard Caesar I

Re-enter Macro, Regulus, and divers Senators.

Mac. Now, great Sejanus,^ you that awed the state.
And sought to bring the nobles to your whip;
That would be Caasar's tutor, and dispose
Of dignities and offices 1 that had
The pubhc head still bare to your designs.
And made the general voice to echo yours !

That look'd for salutations twelve score off.

And would have pyramids, yea temples, rear'd

To your huge greatness ; now you He as flat,

Afl was your pride advanced 1

Reg. Thanks to the gods !

Sen. And praise to Macro, that hath saved Rome!
Liberty, liberty, liberty ! Lead on.
And praise to Macro, that hath saved Rome !

[Exeunt all hut Arrunlius and Lepidus.
Arr. I prophesy, out of the senate's flattery.

That this new fellow. Macro, will become
A greater prodigy in Rome, than he
That now is fallen.

' Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Mil. p. 719, etc.
• Vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 720, etc.
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Enter Terentitjs.

Ter. O you, whose minda are good.
And have not forced all mankind from your breasts;

That yet have so much stock of virtue left,

To pity guilty states, when they are wretched:

Lend your soft ears to hear, and eyes to weep,
Deeds done by men, beyond the acts of furies.

The eager multitude (who never yet
Knew why to love or hate, but only pleased
T' express their rage of power) no sooner heard

The murmur of Sejanus in dechne,
But with that speed and heat of appetite.
With which they greedily devour the way
To some great sports, or a new theatre.

They fiU'd the Capitol, and Pompey's Cirque,

Where, like so many mastiffs, biting stones.

As if his statues now were sensitive

Of their wild fury; first, they tear them down; *

Then fastening ropes, drag them along the streets.

Crying in scorn, This, this was that rich head
Was crown'd with garlands, and with odours, thia

That was in Rome so reverenced ! Now
The furnace and the bellows shall to work.
The great Sejanus crack, and piece by piece

Drop in the founder's pit.

Lef. O popular rage!
Ter. The whilst the senate at the temple of Concord *

Make haste to meet again, and thronging cry.
Let us condemn him, tread him down in water,

WTiile he doth lie upon the bank ; away !

While some more tardy, cry unto their bearers.

He will be censured ere we come; run, knaves.
And use that furious diligence, for fear

Their bondmen should inform against their slackness,

And bring their quaking flesh unto the hook:

The rout they follow with confused voice.

Crying, they're glad, say, they could ne'er abide him.

Enquire what man he was, what kind of face,

What beard he had, what nose, what hps ? Protest

They ever did presage he'd come to this;

They never thought him wise, nor vahant; ask

After his garments, when he dies, what death;

And not a beast of all the herd demands.
What was his crime, or who were his accusers,

Under what proof or testimony he fell ?

There came, says one, a huge long-worded letter

From Caprese against him. Did there so ?

» Vid. Juv. Sat. x ' Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviil. p. 720.
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O, they are satisfied; no more.

Lep. Alas!

They follow Fortune,^ and hate men condemn'd.

Guilty or not.

Arr. But had Sejanus thrived

In his design, and prosperously opprest
The old Tiberius; then, in that same minute.
These very rascals, that now rage like furies,

Would have proclaim'd Sejanus emperor.
Lep. But what hath follow'd?

Ter. Sentence * by the senate,
To lose his head; which was no sooner oflf.

But that and the unfortunate trunk were seized

By the rude multitude; who not content
With what the forward justice of the state

Officiously had done, with violent rage
Have rent it limb from limb. A thousand heads,
A thousand hands, ten thousand tongues and voices.

Employ'd at once in several acts of malice!

Old men not staid with age, virgins with shame.
Late wives with loss of husbands, mothers of children.

Losing all grief in joy of his sad fall.

Run quite transported with their cruelty !

These mounting at his head, these at his face.

These digging out his eyes, those with his brains

Sprinkhng themselves, their houses and their friends;
Others are met, have ravish'd thence an arm.
And deal small pieces of the flesh for favours;
These with a thigh, this hath cut off his hands,
And this his feet; these fingers and these toes;
That hath his Uver, he his heart: there wants

Nothing but room for wrath, and place for hatred !

WTiat cannot oft be done, is now o'erdone.

The whole, and all of what was great Sejanus,
And, next to Caesar, did possess the world.
Now torn and scatter'd, as he needs no grave;
Each httle dust covers a little part:
So lies he no where, and yet often buried I

Enter Nuntius.

Arr. More of Sejanus?
Nun. Yes.

Lep. What can be added ?

We know him dead.

Nun. Then there begin your pity.
There is enough behind to melt ev'n Rome,

*
Juv. Sat. X.

* Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 720. Senec. lib. de Tranq. Anlm. c. 11

Quo die ilium senatus deduxerat, populus in frusta divisit, etc.

I—*o 489
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And Caesar into tears; since never slave

C!ould yet so highly ofifend, but tyranny,
In torturing him, would make him worth lamenting.—
A son and daughter to the dead Sejanus,
(Of whom 1 there is not now so much remaining
As would give fast'ning to the hangman's hook,)
Have they drawn forth for farther sacrifice;

Whose tenderness of knowledge, unripe years.
And childish silly innocence was such,
As scarce would lend them feeling of their danger:
The girl

2 so simple, as she often ask'd
" Where they would lead her ? for what cause they dragg'd her T

"

Ciied,
"
She would do no more:

"
that she could take

"
Warning with beating." And because our laws

Admit no virgin
^ immature to die.

The wittily and strangely cruel Jlacro

Deliver'd her to be deflower'd and spoil'd.

By the rude lust of the licentious hangman.
Then to be strangled with her harmless brother.

Le'p. 0, act most worthy hell, and lasting night.
To hide it from the world !

Nun. Their bodies thrown
Into the Gemonies, (I know not how.
Or by what accident return'd,) the mother,
The expulsed* Apicata, finds them there;
Whom when she saw lie spread on the degrees,*
After a world of fury on herself.

Tearing her hair, defacing of her face,

Beating her breasts and womb, kneeling amaz'd.

Crying to heaven, then to them; at last.

Her drowned voice gat up above her woes.
And with such black and bitter execrations.
As might affright the gods, and force the sun
Run backward to the east; nay, make the old

Deformed chaos rise again, to o'erwhelm

Them, us, and all the world, she fills the air.

Upbraids the heavens with their partial dooms.
Defies their tyrannous powers,® and demands,
What she, and those poor innocents have transgress'd.
That they must suffer such a share in vengeance,
Wliilst Livia, Lygdus, and Eudemus live,

Who, as she says, and firmly vows to prove it

To Caesar and the senate, poison'd Drusus?
' Vid. Senec. lib. de Tranq. Ani. c. xi.
' Tac. Ann. Lib. v. p. 99. Et Dio. Lib. Ivlli. p. 720.
• Lex non tarn virginitati ignotum cautumque voluit quam aatatf. Cons.

Lips, comment. Tac.
• Dio. Lib. Iviii. c. 720.
° Scalae Gemoniae in quas erant projecta damnator. corpora.
• Dio. Lib. Iviii. p. 720.
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Lep. Confederates with her husband !

Nun. Ay.
Lej). Strange act!

Arr. And strangely open'd: what says now my monster.

The multitude ? they reel now, do they not ?

Nun. Their gall is gone, and now they 'gin to weep
The mischief they have done.

Arr. I thank 'em, rogues.
Nun. Part are so stupid, or so flexible,

As they believe him innocent; all grieve:
And some whose hands yet reek with his warm blood,

And gripe the part which they did tear of him,
Wish him collected and created new.

Lep. How Fortune plies her sports, when she begins
To practise them ! pursues, continues, adds,

Cocrfounds with varying her impassion'd moods !

Arr. Dost thou hope. Fortune, to redeem thy crimes.

To make amend for thy ill-placed favours.

With these strange punishments ? Forbear, you things
That stand upon the pinnacles of state.

To boast your slippery height; when you do fall.

You pash yourselves in pieces, ne'er to rise;

And he that lends you pity, is not wise.

Ter. Let this example move the insolent man.
Not to grow proud and careless of the gods.
It is an odious wisdom to blaspheme,
Much more to slighten, or deny their powers:
For, whom the morning saw so great and high.
Thus low and little,,"fore the even doth lie. [Exeunt.



VOLPONE
; OR, THE FOX

TO THE MOST NOBLE AND MOST EQUAL SISTERS,

THE TWO FAMOUS UNIVERSITIES,
FOR THEIR LOVE AND ACCEPTANCE SHEWN TO HIS POEM IN THE

PRESENTATION,

BEN JONSON,
THE GRATEFUL ACKNOWLEDGER,

DEDICATES BOTH IT AND HIMSELF.

Never, most equal Sisters, had any man a wit so presently excellent as
that it could raise itself; but there must come both matter, occasion,
commenders, and favourers to it. If this be true, and that the fortune
of all writers doth daily prove it. It behoves the careful to prox'ide well
towards these accidents; and, having acquired them, to preserve that part
of reputation most tenderly, wherein the benefit of a friend is also defended.
Hence is it, that I now render myself grateful, and am studious to justify
the bounty of your act; to which, though your mere authority were satisfy-
ing, yet it being an age wherein poetry and the professors of it hear so ill

on all sides, there will a reason be looked for in the subject. It is certain,
nor can it with any forehead be opposed, that the too much license of

poetasters in this time, hath much deformed their mistress; that, every
day, their manifold and manifest ignorance doth stick unnatural reproaches
upon her: but for their petulancy, it were an act of the greatest injustice,
either to let the learned suffer, or so divine a skill (which indeed should not
be attempted with unclean hands) to fall imder the least contempt. For,
if men will impartially, and not asquint, look toward the offices and
fimction of a poet, they will easily conclude to themselves the impossibility
of any man's being the good poet, without first being a good man. He
that is said to be able to inform yoimg men to all good discipUnes, inflame

grown men to all great virtues, keep old men in their best and supreme
state, or, as they decline to childhood, recover them to their first strength ;

that comes forth the interpreter and arbiter of nature, a teacher of things
divine no less than human, a master in manners; and can alone, or ynth
a few, effect the business of mankind: this, I take him, is no subject for

pride and ignorance to exercise their railing rhetoric upon. But it will

here be hastily answered, that the writers of these days are other things;
that not only their manners, but their natures, are inverted, and nothing
remaining with them of the dignity of poet, but the abused name, which

every scribe usurps; that now, especially in dramatic, or, as they term It,

stage-poetry, nothing but ribaldry, profanation, blasphemy, all license of

offence to God and man is practised. I dare not deny a great part of this,

and am sorry I dare not, because in some men's abortive features (and
would they had never boasted the light) it is over-true; but that all are

embarked in this bold adventure for hell, is a most uncharitable thought,
and, uttered, a more malicious slander. For my particular, I can, and
trom a most clear conscience, affirm, that I have ever trembled to think

toward the least profaneness; have loathed the use of such foul and un-

400
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washed bawdry, as is now made the food of the scene: and, howsoever
I cannot escape from some, the imputation of sharpness, but that they wiU

say, I have taken a pride, or lust, to be bitter, and not my youngest infant
but hath come into the world with all his teeth; I would ask of these

supercilious politics, what nation, society, or general order or state, I

have provoked? What public person? Whether I have not in all these

preserved their dignity, as mine own person, safe? My works are read,
allowed, (I speak of those that are intirely mine,) look into them, what
broad reproofs have I used ? where have I been particular ? where personal ?

except to a mimic, cheater, bawd, or buffoon, creatures, for their insolencies,

worthy to be taxed? yet to which of these so pointingly, as he might not
either ingenuously have confest, or wisely dissembled his disease? But it

is not rumour can make men guilty, much less entitle me to other men's
crimes. I know, that nothing can be so innocently writ or carried, but
may be made obnoxious to construction; marry, whilst I bear mine
innocence about me, 1 fear it not. Application is now grown a trade with
many; and there are that profess to have a key for the dec>'phering of

every thing: but let wise and noble persons take heed how they be too

credulous, or give leave to these invading interpreters to be over-familiar
with their fames, who cunningly, and often, utter their own virulent malice,
under other men's simplest meanings. As for those that will (by faults
which charity hath raked up, or common honesty concealed) make them-
selves a name with the multitude, or, to draw their rude and beastly claps,
care not whose living faces they intrench with their petulant styles, may
they do it without a rival, for me! I choose rather to live graved in

obscurity, than share with them in so preposterous a fame. Nor can I

blame the wishes of those severe and wise patriots, who providing the hurts
these licentious spirits may do in a state, desire rather to see fools and
devils, and those antique relics of barbarism retrieved, with all other
ridiculous and exploded follies, than behold the wounds of private men,
of princes and nations: for, as Horace makes Trebatius speak among these,

"
Sibi quisque timet, quanquam est intactus, et odit."

'^

And men may justly impute such rages, if continued, to the writer, as his

sports. The increase of which lust in liberty, together with the present
trade of the stage, in all their miscelline interludes, what learned or liberal

soul doth not already abhor? where nothing but the filth of the time is

uttered, and with such impropriety of phrase, such plenty of solecisms,
such dearth of sense, so bold prolepses, so racked metaphors, with brotheky,
able to violate the ear of a pagan, and blasphemy, to turn the blood of a
Christian to water. I caimot but be serious in a cause of this nature,
wherein my fame, and the reputation of divers honest and learned are the

question ;
when a name so fiill of authority, antiquity, and all great mark,

is, through their insolence, become the lowest scorn of the age; and those
men subject to the petulancy of every vernaculous orator, that were wont
to be the care of kings and happiest monarchs. This it is that hath not
only rapt me to present indignation, but made me studious heretofore,
and by all my actions, to stand off from them

;
which may most appear

in this my latest work, which you, most learned Arbitresses, have seen,
judged, and to my crown, approved; wherein I have laboured for their
instruction and amendment, to reduce not only the ancient forms, but
manners of the scene, the easiness, the propriety, the innocence, and last,
the doctrine, which is the principal end of poesie, to inform men in the best
reason of living. And though my catastrophe may, in the strict rigour of
comic law, meet with censure, as turning back to my promise ;

I desire the
learned and charitable critic, to have so much faith in me, to think it was
done of industry: for, with what ease I could have varied it nearer his
scale (but that I fear to boast my own faculty) I could here Insert. But
my special aim being to put the snaffle in their mouths, that cry out, We
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never punish %-ice in our interludes, etc., I took the more liberty; though
not without some lines of example, drawn even in the ancients themselves,
the goings out of whose comedies are not always joyful, but oft times the

bawds, the servants, the rivals, yea, and the masters are mulcted; and

fitly, it being the office of a comic poet to imitate justice, and instruct to

life, as well as purity of language, or stir up gentle aSections; to which
I shall take the occasion elsewhere to speak.

For the present, most reverenced Sisters, as I have cared to be thankful

for your affections past, and here made the understanding acquainted
with some ground of your favours; let me not despair their continuance,
to the maturing of some worthier fruits; wherein, if my muses be true to

me, I shall raise the despised head of poetry again, and stripping her out

of those rotten and base rags wherewith the times have adulterated her

form, restore her to her primitive habit, feature, and majesty, and render

her worthy to be embraced and kist of all the great and master-spirits of

our world.' As for the vile and slothful, who never affected an act worthy
of celebration, or are so inward with their own vicious natures, as they

worthily fear her, and think it an high point of policy to keep her in

contempt, with their declamatory and windy invectives; she shall out of

just rage incite her servants (who are genus irritabtle) to spout ink in their

faces, that shall eat farther than their marrow into their fames; and not

Cinnamus the barber, with his art, shall be able to take out the brands;
but they shall live, and be read, till the wretches die, as things worst

deserving of themselves in chief, and then of all mankind.

From my House in the Black-Friars,
this nth day of February. 1607.

DRAMATIS PERSONS

VoLPONK. a Magnifico.

MosCA, his Parasite.

VoLTORE, an Advocate.

CoRBACCio, an old Gentleman.

CoRviNO, a Merchant.

BoNARio, son to Corbaccio.

Sir Politick Would-be, a Knight.

Peregrine, a Gentleman Traveller.

fjHi ("Nano,
a Dwarf.

.' sCastronf "« ^
''^'''*AAndrog\

»e, an Eunuch.

)ROGYNO, an Hermaphrodite.

Grege [or Mob]

Commandadori, Officers of Justice,

Mercatori, three Merchants.

Avocatori, /our Magistrates.

Notario, tlie Register.

Lady Would-be, Sir Politick'sWife.

Celia, Corvino's Wife.

Ser-vntori, Servants, two Waiting-
women, etc.

SCENE,—Venick
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THE ARGUMENT.

V olpone, childless, rich, feigns sick, despairs,

O ffers his state to hopes of several heirs,

L ies languishing: his parasite receives

P resents of all, assures, deludes; then weaves

O ther cross plots, which ope themselves, are told.
j

N ew tricks for safety are sought; they thrive: when bold, ^

E ach tempts the other again, and all are sold. )

PROLOGUE.

Now, luck yet send us, and a little wit

Will serve to make our pla?/ hit;

(According to the palates ofth^^Heason)
Here is rhime, not empty of reason.

This we were bid toJii09i0fi&fn' 'Hit^nooet,

Whose true ac&pi, T^ y(n:f*^^4^ow it.

In all his poeirwls MJ ^-^^^ '^'en this measure.
To mix jyrofif.ic^fi 'easure;

And not us sorMs^ uHtose tluoats their envy failing,
*>*i^ Cry hoccrselpi^hlt he lorites is railing:
A^id when his plays come forth, think they can ftovi them,

'-' With'seiying, he was a year about them.

To this there needs no lie, but this his creature.

Which teas two months since 7w feature;
Arid though he dares give them five lives to mend it,

^Tis knovm, five weeks fully penn'd it.

From his own hand, without a rj3-adjutor.

Novice, journey-man, or tutor.

Yet thus much I can give you as a token

Of his play^s worth, no eggs are broken.

Nor quaking custards unth fierce teeth affrighted.

Wherewith your rout are so delighted;
Nor hales he in a gull old ends reciting.

To stop gaps in his loose writing;
With such a deal of monstrous and forced action.

As might make Bethlem a faction:
Nor made he his play for jests stolen from each table.

But makes jests to fit his fable;
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And so jirfsf.nts quick comedij refined.

As best critics have designed;
The laws of time, place, persons hi> observeth.

From no needful rule he sicerveth.

All gall and copperas from his ink he draineih.

Only a little salt remaineih,
Whereunth he'll rub your cheeks, till red, with laughter.

They shall look fresh a week after.

S

ACT I

SCENE I.—A Room in Volpone's House.

Enter Volpone and Mosca.

Volp. Good morning to the day; and next, my gold!—
Open the shrine, that I may see my saint.

[Mosca tvithdraws the ^^giftainy and discovers piles of gold,

plate, jewels, etc.
ixv<-»\

•

TTail the worid's soul, a)^*g^i«^i
'

a»os»>glad than la

The t*>oming eiFEh to's^SKlTBwg'd-foj" amk>w
Peep through the , orns of thi^^qni^al ^najR^o^
Am I, to view thy splendour darkeiw<Jg\lu^;)?^otq x*i\,

That lying here, amongst my other
hstiAJa^k.;;,;.

ton b»x

Shew'st like a flame by night, or like th#^y-'- -^
'

•

."^
^^

Struck out of chaos, when all darkness fleJ * 'tK

Unto the centre. O thou son of Sol, ••^A^ <J vl

But brighter than thy father, let me kiss, »
^.y^^

'

With adoration, thee, and every relick ^f^ '

.yg^^
Of sacred treasure in this blessed room.

^jii''^^ \ aL-
Well did wise poets, by thy glorious namer*^ A g. j/iA^*^-*^

Title that age which they would have the bejt;.j
^

Thou being the best of things, and far transcending
All style of joy, in children, parents, friends.

Or any other waking dream on earth :

Thy looks when they to Venus did ascribe.

They should have given her twenty thousand Cupids;
Such are thy beauties and our loves 1 Dear saint.

Riches, the dumb god, that giv'st all men tongues.
Thou can.st do nought, and yet mak'st men do all things;
The price of souls; even hell, with thee to boot,
Is made worth heaven. Thou art virtue, fame.

^ Honour, and all things else. Who can get thee.
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Haiftiali be noble valiant, honest, wise—
ifos. And what he will, sir. Riches are in fortune

A ^aatMP good than wisdom is in nature.

Volp. True, my beloved Mosca. Yet I glory!
More in the cunning purchase of my wealth. J

Than, i^ the glad possession, since I gain
No common way; I use no trade, no venture;
I wound no earth with plough-shares, fat no beasts,
To feed the shambles; have no mills for iron,

, Qil, porn, or men, to grind them into powder:
'I bdow no subtle glass, expose no ships

To, threat' nings of the furrow-faced sea;
I tarn no monies in the public bank,
Npr usure private.

Mos. No, sir, nor devour
Soft prodigals. You shall have some will swallow
A melting heir as glibly as your Dutch
Will pills of butter, and ne'er purge for it;

Tear forth the fathers of poor famiUes
Out of their beds, and coffin them alive

In some kind clasping prison, where their bones

May be forth-coming, when the flesh is rotten:

But your sweet nature doth abhor these courses;
You lothe the widow's or the orphan's tears

Should wash your pavements, or their piteous cries

Ring in your roofs, and beat the air for vengeance.
Volp. Right, Mosca; I do lothe it.

Mos. And b&sides, sir.

You are not like the thresher that doth stand
With a huge flail, watching a heap of corn,

And, hungry, dares not taste the smallest grain,
But feeds on maUows, and such bitter herbs;
Xor like the merchant, who hath fill'd his vaults
With Romagnia, and rich Candian wines.
Yet drinks the lees of Lombard's vinegar:
You will lie not in straw, whilst moths and worms
Feed on your sumptuous hangings and soft beds;
You know the 'ose of riches, and dare give now
From that bright heap, to me, your poor observer.
Or to your dwarf, or your hermaphrodite.
Your eunuch, or what other household trifle

Your pleasure allows maintenance—
Volp. Hold thee, Mosca, [Gives him money.

Take of my hand; thou strik'st on truth in all,

And they are envious term thee parasite.
Call forth my dwarf, my eunuch, and my fool.

And let them make me sport. [Exit Mos.] What should I do.
But cocker up my genius, and live free

To all delights my fortune calls me to ?
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I
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I have no wife, no parent, child, ally, ,- •-.,

To give my substance to; but whom I make
Must be my heir: and this makes men observe»me:
This draws new clients daily to my house.
Women and men of every sex and age, ,. .

That bring me presents, send me plate, coin, jewelsj.
With hope that when I die (which they expect
Each greedy minute) it shall then return

Ten-fold upon them; whilst some, covetous
Above the rest, seek to engross me whole.
And counter-work the one unto the other.

Contend in gifts, as they would seem in love:

All which I suffer, plaving with their hopes,
And am content to coin them into profit.
And look upon their kindness, and take more.
And look on that; still bearing them in hand,

Letting the cherry knock against their lips,

And draw it by their mouths, and back again.
—

How now I

Re-enter Mosca loith Nano, Andbogyno, and Castro:!TB.

Nan. Now, room for fresh gamesters, who do will you to know.

They do bring you neither play nor university sliow;

And therefore do entreat you, that whatsoever they rehearse.

May not fare a whit the worse, for the false pace of the verse.

If you wonder at this, you will wonder more ere we pass.
For know, here is inclosed the soul of Pythagoras,

That juggler divine, as hereafter shall follow;
Which sovX, fast and loose, sir, came first from A polio.

And was breath'd into Mthalides, Mercurius his son.

Where it had the gift to remember all that ever was done.

From thence it fled forth, and made quick transmigration
To goldly-lock'd Euphorhus, who was killed in good fashion.

At the siege of old Troy, by the cuckold of Sparta.
Hermotimus was next {I find it in my charta)

To whom it did pass, where no sooner it was missing
But with one Pyrrhus of Delos il learned to go a fishing;

And thence did it enter the sophist of Chreece.

From Pythagore, she went into a beautiful piece.

Bight Aspasia, the meretrix; and the next toss of her

Was again of a whore, she became a philosopher.
Crates the cynick, as it self doth relate it:

Since kings, knights, and beggars, knaves, lords, and fools gat tt.

Besides ox and ass, camel, mule, goal, and brock.

In all which it hath spoke, as in the cobler's cock.

Bui I come not here to discaurse of tlvat matter.

Or his one, two. or three, or his great oath, By qcateb!
His musics, his trigon, his golden thigh.

Or his telling how elements shift, bui I
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Wcnild asJc, how of late thou hast suffered translation.

And shifted thy coat in these days of reformation.
And. Like one of the reformed, a fool, as you see.

Counting all old doctrine heresie.

Nan. But not on thine own forbid meats hast thou ventured ?

And. On fish, when first a Carthusian I entered.

Nan. Why, then thy d/)gmatical silence hath left thee ?

And. Of that an obstreperous lawyer bereft me.

Nan. O wonderful change, when sir lawyer forsook thee I

For Pythagore. s sake, what body then took thee ?

And. A good dull mule. Nan. And how I by that means
Thou wert brought to allow of the eating of beans ?

And. Yes. Nan. But from the mule into whom didst thou -pass t

And. Into a very strange beast, by some writers calVd an ass;

By others, a precise, pure, illumincde brother.

Of those devour flesh, and sometimes one another;
And will drop you forth a libel, or a sanctified lie.

Betwixt every spoonful of a nativity-pie.
Nan. Now quit thee, for heaven, of that profane nation.
And gently report thy next transmigration.

And. To the same tluit I am. Nan. A creature of delight.

And, what is more than a fool, an hermaphrodite !

Now, prithee, sweet soul, in all thy variation.

Which body would'st thou choose, to keep up thy station ?

And. Troth, this I am in: even here woxdd I tarry.
Nan. ^Cause here the delight of each sex thou canst vary ?

And. Alas, those pleasures be stale and forsaken;
No, 'tis your fool wherewith I am so taken.

The only one creature that I can call blessed;

For all other forms I have proved most distressed.

(^l^Nan. Spoke true, as thou wert in Pythagoras still.

^T; This learned opinion we celebrate vnll,

^Fellow eunuch, as behoves us, with all our wit and art,

•i To dignify that whereof ourselves are so great and special a part.

Volp. Now, very, very pretty! Mosca, this

Was thy invention ?

Mos. If it please my patron.
Not else.

Volp. It doth, good Mosca.
Mos. Then it was, sir.

Nano and Castrone sing.

Fools, they are the only nation
Worth men's envy or admiration:
Free from care or sorrow-taking,

2 J| Selves and others merry making:
j'd All they speak or do is sterUng.

Your fool he is your great man's darling.
And yom* ladies' sport and pleasure;
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Tongue and bauble are his treasure.

E'en his face begetteth laughter,
And he speaks truth free from slaughter;
He's the grace of every feast,

And sometimes the cliiefest guest;
Hath his trencher and his stool,

When wit waits upon the fool.

O, who would not be

He, he, he ? [Knocking without.

Volp. Who's that? Away! [Exeunt Nana and Castrone.]

Look, Mosca. Fool, begone ! [Exit Androgyne.
Mo8. 'Tis signior Voltore, the advocate;

I know him by his knock.

Volp. Fetch me my gown,
My furs and night-caps ; say, my couch is changing,
And let him entertain himself awhile

Without i' the gallery. [Exit Mosca.l Now, now, my clients

Begin their visitation 1 Vulture, kite.

Raven, and gorcrow, all my birds of prey,
That think me turning carcase, now they come;
I am not for them yet—

Re-enter Mosca, with the gown, etc.

How now ! the news 7

Mas. A piece of plate, sir.

Yolf. Of what bigness?
Mas. Huge,

Massy, and antique, with your name inscribed.

And arms engraven.

Yolp. Good ! and not a fox ^^
Stretch'd on the earth, with fine delusive sleights, '^S^
Mocking a gaping crow ? ha, Mosca !

"^
Mos. Sharp, sir.

ydlp. Give me my furs. [Puts on his sick dreas."] Why dost

thou laugh so, man ?

Mo8. I cannot choose, sir, when I apprehend
What thoughts he has without now, as he walks:

That this might be the last gift he should give;
That this would fetch you; if you died to-day.
And gave him all, what he should be to-morrow;
WTiat large return would come of all his ventures;
How he should worship'd be, and reverenced;
Ride with his furs, and foot-cloths; waited on

By herds of fools, and clients; have clear way
Made for his mule, as letter'd as himself;

Be call'd the great and learned advocate:

And then concludes, there's nought impossible.

Volp. Yes, to be learned, Mosca,
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Mos. O, no: rich

Implies it. Hood an ass with reverend purple.
So you can hide hia two ambitious ears,

And he shall pass for a cathedral doctor.

Volp. My caps, my caps, good Mosca. Fetch him in.

Mos. Stay, sir; your ointment for yoiir eyes.

Volp. That's true;

Dispatch, dispatch: I long to have possession
Of my new present.

Mos. That, and thousands more,
I hope to see you lord of.

Volp. Thanks, kind Mosca.
Mos. And that, when I am lost in blended dust,

And hundred such as I am, in succession—
Volp. Nay, that were too much, Mosca.
Moa. You shall live.

Still, to delude these harpies.

Volp. Loving Mosca !

'Tis well: my pillow now, and let him enter. [Exit Moaca,
Now, my feign'd cough, my phthisic, and my gout.

My apoplexy, palsy, and catarrhs.

Help, with your forced functions, this my posture.
Wherein, this three year, I have milk'd their hopes.
He comes; I hear him—Uh! [couching.] uh! uh! uh!

Re-enter Mosca, introducing Voltore, with a piece of Plate.

Mos. You still are what you were, sir. Only you,
Of all the rest, are he commands his love,
And you do wisely to preserve it thus.
With early visitation, and kind notes

Of your good meaning to him, which, I know,
Cannot but come most grateful. Patron ! sir I

Here's signior Voltore is come—
Volp. [faintly.] What say you ?

Mos. Sir, signior Voltore is come this morning
To visit you.

Volp. I thank him.
Mos. And hath brought

A piece of antique plate, bought of St. Mark,
With which he here presents you.

Volp. He is welcome.

Pray him to come more often.

AIos. Yes.

Volt. What says he ?

Mos. He thanks you, and desires you see him often.

Volp. Mosca.
Mos. My patron !

Volp. Bring him near, where is he ?

I long to feel his hand.
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Mos. The plate is here, sir.

Volt. How fare you, sir ?

Volp. I thank you, signior Voltore;
Where is the plate ? mine eyes are bad.

Volt. [pvMing it into his hands.] I'm sorry.
To see you still thus weak.

Mos. That he's not weaker. [Asid^.

Volp. You are too munificent.

Volt. No, sir; would to heaven,
I could as well give health to you, as that plate!

Volp. You give, sir, what you can: I thank you. Your love

Hath taste in this, and shall not be unansvver'd:

I pray you see me often.

Volt. Yes, I shall, sir.

Volp. Be not far from me.
Mos. Do you observe that, sir ?

Volp. Hearken unto me still; it will concern you.
Mos. You are a happy man, sir; know your good.

Volp. I cannot now last long
—

Mos. You are his heir, sir.

Volt. Am I ?

Volp. I feel me going: Uh! uh! uh! uh!
I'm sailing to my port, Uh ! uh! uh! uh!
And I am glad I am so near my haven.

Mos. Alas, kind gentleman ! Well, we must all go—
Volt. But, Mosca—
Mos. Age vidll conquer.
Volt. 'Pray thee, hear me:

Am I inscribed his heir for certain ?

Mos. Are you !

I do beseech you, sir, you will vouchsafe

To write me in your family. All my hopes

Depend upon your worship: I am lost,

Except the rising sun do shine on me.

Volt. It shall both shine, and warm thee, Mosca.
Mos. Sir,

I am a man, that hath not done your love

All the worst offices: here I wear your keys,
See all your coffers and your caskets lock'd.

Keep the poor inventory of your jewels.
Your plate and monies ; am your steward, sir.

Husband your goods here.

Volt. But am I sole heir ?

Mos. Without a partner, sir; confirm'd this morning;
The wax is warm yet, and the ink scarce dry

Upon the parchment.
Volt. Happy, happy, me!

By what good chance, sweet Mosca 7

Mos. Your desert, sir;
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I know no second cause.

Volt. Thy modesty
Is not to know it; well, we shall requite it.

Mos. He ever liked your course, sir; that first took him.

I oft have heard him say, how he admired
Men of your large profession, that could speak
To every cause, and things mere contraries,

Till they were hoarse again, yet all be law;

That, with most quick agility, could turn.

And [re-] return; [could] make knots, and undo them;
Give forked counsel; take provoking gold
On either hand, and put it up: these men.
He knew, would thrive with their humility.
And, for his part, he thought he should be blest

To have his heir of such a suffering spirit.

So wise, so grave, of so perplex'd a tongue.
And loud withal, that would not wag, nor scarce

Lie still, without a fee; when every word
Your worship but lets fall, is a chequin !

— [Knocking without.

Who's that ? one knocks ; I would not have you seen, sir.

And yet—pretend you came, and went in haste:

I'll fashion an excuse and, gentle sir.

When you do come to swim in golden lard.

Up to the arms in honey, that your chin

Is borne up stiff, with fatness of the flood,

Think on your vassal; but remember me:
I have not been your worst of clients.

VoU. Mosca!—
Mos. When will you have your inventory brought, sir ?

Or see a copy of the will ?—Anon !
—

I'll bring them to you, sir. Away, be gone.
Put business in your face. [Exit Voltore.

Volp. [springing up.] Excellent Mosca !

Come hither, let me kiss thee.

Mos. Keep you still, sir.

Here is Corbaccio.

Volp. Set the plate away:
The vulture's gone, and the old raven's come!

Mos. Betake you to your silence, and your sleep.
Stand there and multiply. [Putting the plate to the rest.] Now,

shall we see

A wretch who is indeed more impotent
Than this can feign to be; yet hopes to hop
Over his grave—

Enter Corbaccio.

Signior Corbaccio!
You're very welcome, sir.

Corb. How does your patron ?
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Mos. Troth, as he did, sir ; no amends.
Corb. What ! mends he ?

Moa. No, sir: he's rather worse.
Corb. That's well. Where is he ?

Mos. Upon his couch, sir, newly fall'n asleep.
Corb. Does he sleep well ?

Mos. No \viak, sir, all this night.
Nor yesterday ; but slumbers.

Corb. Good ! he should take
Some counsel of physicians: I have brought him
An opiate here, from mine own doctor.

Mos. He will not hear of drugs.
Corb. Why ? I myself

Stood by while it was made, saw all the ingredients:
And know, it cannot but most gently work:
My life for his, 'tis but to make him sleep.

Volp. Ay, his last sleep, if he would take it. [Aside.
Mos. Sir,

He has no faith in physic.
Corb. Say you, say you ?

Mos. He has no faith in physic: he does think
Most of your doctors are the greater danger.
And worse disease, to escape. I often have
Heard him protest, that your physician
Should never be his heir.

Corb. Not I his heir ?

Mos. Not your physician, sir.

Corb. 0, no, no, no,
I do not mean it.

Mos. No, sir, nor their fees

He cannot brook: he says, they flay a man.
Before they kill him.

Corb. Right, I do conceive you.
Mos. And then they do it by experiment;

For which the law not only doth absolve them.
But gives them great reward: and he is loth
To hire his death, so.

Corb. It is true, they kill

With as much Hcense as a judge.
Mos. Nay, more;

For he but kills, sir, where the law condemn'?.
And these can kill him too.

Corb. Ay, or me;
Or any man. How does his apoplex T

Is that strong on him still ?

Mos. Most violent.

His speech is broken, and liis eyes are set.
His face drawn longer than 'twas wont—

Corb. Howl how!
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stronger than he was wont ?

Mos. No, sir: his face

Drawn longer than 'twas wont.

Corb. O, good!
Mos. His mouth

Ifl ever gaping, and his eyelids hang
Corb. Good.
Mos. A freezing numbness stiffens all his joints,

And makes the colour of his flesh like lead.

Corb. 'Tis good.
Mos. His pulse beats slow, and dulL

Corb. Good symptoms still.

Mos. And from nis brain—
Corb. I conceive you; good.
Mos. Flows a cold sweat, with a continual rheum.

Forth the resolved comers of his eyes.
Corb. Is't possible? Yet I am better, ha!

How does he, with the swimming of his head ?

Mos. 0, sir, 'tis past the scotomy; he now
Hath lost his feeUng, and hath left to snort:

You hardly can perceive him, that he breathes.

Corb. Excellent, excellent ! sure I shall outlast him:
This makes me young again, a score of years.

Mos. I was a coming for you, sir.

Corb. Has he made his will ?

What has he given me ?

Mos. No, sir.

Corb. Nothing! ha?
Mos. He has not made his will, sir.

Corb. Oh, oh, oh!

What then did Voltore, the lawyer, here ?

Mos. He smelt a carcase, sir, when he but heard

My master was about his testament;
Aa I did urge him to it for your good—

Corb. He came unto him, did he ? I thought so.

Mos. Yes, and presented him this piece of plate.
Corb. To be his heir ?

Mos. I do not know, sir.

Corb. True:
I know it too.

Mos. By your own scale, sir. [Aside.
Corb. Well,

I shall prevent him, yet. See, Mosca, look.

Here, I have brought a bag of bright chequines.
Will quite weigh down his plate.

Mos. [taking the bag.] Yea, marry, sir.

This is true physic, this your sacred medicine;
No talk of opiates, to this great elixir !

Corb. 'Tis aurum palpabile, if not potabile.
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Mos. It shall be minister'd to him, in his bowl.
Corb. Ay, do, do, do.

M08. Most blessed cordial !

This will recover him.

Corb. Yes, do, do, do.

Mos. I think it were not best, sir.

Corb. What?
Mos. To recover him.
Corb. 0, no, no, no; by no means.
Mos. Why, sir, this

Will work some strange effect, if he but feel it.

Corb. 'Tis true, therefore forbear; I'll take my venture;

Give me it again.
Mos. At no hand; pardon me:

You shall not do yourself that wrong, sir. I

Will so advise you, you shall have it all.

Corb. How?
Mos. All, sir; 'tis your right, your own: no man

Can claim a part: 'tis yours, without a rival.

Decreed by destiny.
Corb. How, how, good Mosca ?

Mos. I'll tell you, sir. This fit he shall recover.

Corb. I do conceive you.
Mos. And, on first advantage

Of his gain'd sense, will I re-importune him
Unto the making of his testament:

And shew him this. [Pointing to iha money.
Corb. Good, good.
Mos. 'Tis better yet.

If you will hear, sir.

Corb. Yes, with all my heart.

Mos. Now, would I counsel you, make home with speed;
There, frame a will ; whereto you shall inscribe

My master your sole heir.

Corb. And disinherit

My son !

Mos. 0, sir, the better: for that colour

Shall make it much more taking.
Corb. O, but colour ?

Mos. This will, sir, you shall send it unto me.

Now, when I come to inforce, as I will do.

Your cares, your watchings, and your many prayers.
Your more than many gifts, your this day's present,
And last, produce your will ; where, without thought,
Or least regard, unto your proper issue,

A son so brave, and highly meriting.
The stream of your diverted love hath thrown you
Upon my master, and made him your heir:

He cannot be so stupid, or stone-dead.
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But out of conscience, and mere gratitude
—

Corb. He must pronounce me ina ?

Mos. 'Tis true.

Corb. This plot
Did I think on before.

Moa. I do believe it.

Corb. Do you not believe it?

Mos. Yes, sir.

Corb. Mine own project.
Mos. Which, when he hath done, sir—
Corb. PubUsh'd me his heir ?

Moa. And you so certain to survive him—
Corb. Ay.
Mos. Being so lusty a man—
Corb. "Tis true.

Mos. Yes, sir—
Corb. I thought on that too. See, how he should be

The very organ to express my thoughts !

Mos. You have not only done yourself a good—
Corb. But multiphed it on my son.

Mos. 'Tis right, sir.

Corb. Still, my invention.

Mos. 'Las, sir 1 heaven knows.
It hath been all my study, all my care,

(I e'en grow gray withal,) how to work things
—

Corb. I do conceive, sweet Mosca.

Mos. You are he,

For whom I labour here.

Corb. Ay, do, do, do:

I'll straight about it. [Goin^.

Mos. Rook go with you, raven 1

Corb. I know thee honest,

Jfo«. You do lie, sir ! [Aside.

Corb. And—
Mos. Your knowledge is no better than your ears, sir.

Corb. I do not doubt, to be a father to thee.

Mos. Nor I to gull my brother of his blessing.

Corb. 1 may have my youth restored to me, why not?

Mos. Your worship is a precious ass !

Corb. What say'st thou ?

Mos. I do desire your worship to make haste, sir.

Corb. 'Tis done, 'tis done; I go. [Exit.

Volp. [leaping from his couch.] O, I shall burst!

Let out my sides, let out my sides—
Mos. Contain

Your flux of laughter, sir: you know this hope
Is such a bait, it covers any hook.

Volp. O, but thy working, and thy placing it I

I cannot hold; good rascal, let me kiss thee:
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I never knew thee in so rare a humour.
r Mos. Alas, sir, I but do as I am taught;

J

Follow your grave instructions; give them words;
i Pour oil into their ears, and send them hence.

/ Volp. 'Tis true, 'tis true. What a rare punishment
( Is avarice to itself !

Mos. Ay, with our help, sir.

Volp. So many cares, so many maladies,
So many fears attendins on old age.

Yea, death so often call'd on, as no wish
Can be more frequent with them, their limbs faint.
Their senses dull, their seeing, hearing, going,
All dead before them; yea, their very teeth.
Their instruments of eating, failing them:
Yet this is reckon'd life ! nay, here was one.
Is now gone home, that wishes to live longer I

Feels not his gout, nor palsy; feigns himself

Younger by scores of years, flatters his age
With confident belying it, hopes he may.
With charms, like ^Eson, have his youth restored:

And with these thoughts so battens, as if fate

Would be as easily cheated on, as he.
And all turns air! [Knocking within.] Who's that there, now?

a third!

Mos. Close, to your couch again; I hear his voice:

It is Corvino, our spruce merchant.

Volp. [lies doum as before.] Dead.
Mos. Another bout, sir, -with your eyes. [Anointing them.]

—Who's there?

Enter Cobvino.

Signior Corvino 1 come most wish'd for ! 0,
How happy were you, if you knew it, now 1

Corv. Why? what? wherein?
Mos. The tardy hour is come, sir.

Corv. He is not dead ?

Mos. Not dead, sir, but as good;
He knows no man.

Corv. How shall I do then ?

Mos. Why, sir?

Corv. I have brought him here a pearl.
Mos. Perhaps he has

So much remembrance left, as to know you, sir:

He still calls on you; nothing but your name
Is in his mouth. Is your pearl orient, sir ?

Corv. Venice was never owner of the like.

Volp. [faintly.] Signior Corvino 1

Mos. Hark.

Volp. Signior Corvino I
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Mos. He calls you; step and give it him.—He's here, sir.

And he hew brought you a rich pearl.
Corv. How do you, sir ?

Tell him, it doubles the twelfth caract.

Moa. Sir,

He cannot understand, his hearing's gonej
And yet it comforts him to see you—

Corv. Say,
I have a diamond for him, too.

Moa. Best shew it, sir;

Put it into his hand; 'tis only there

He apprehends: he has his feeling, yet.
Sea how he grasps it!

Corv. 'Las, good gentleman!
How pitiful the sight is !

Moa. Tut! forget, sir.

The weeping of an heir should still be laughter
Under a visor.

Corv. Why, am I his heir?

Moa. Sir, I am sworn, I may not shew the will

Till he be dead ; but here has been Corbaccio,
Here has been Voltore, here were others too,

I cannot number 'em, they were so many;
All gaping here for legacies: but I,

Taking the vantage of his naming you,
Signior Corvine, Signior Corvino, took

Paper, and pen, and ink, and there I asked him.
Whom he would have his heir ? Corvino. Who
Should be executor ? Corvino. And,
To any question he was silent to,

I still interpreted the nods he made.
Through weakness, for consent: and sent home th' others.

Nothing bequeath'd tfcem, but to cry and curse.

Corv. O, my dear Mosca! [They embrace.'] Does he not perceive
us?

Moa. No more than a blind harper. He knows no man.
No face of friend, nor name of any servant,
Who 'twas that fed him last, or gave him drink:

Not those he hath begotten, or brought up.
Can he remember.

Corv. Has he children?

Moa. Bastards,
Some dozen, or more, that he begot on beggars,

Gypsies, and Jews, and black-moors, when he was drftnk.

Knew you not that, sir ? 'tis the common fable.

The dwarf, the fool, the eunuch, are all his; ^
He's the true father of his family, \
In all, save me:—but he has given them nothing.

Corv, That's well, that's welll Art sure he does not hear us?
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Mo8. Sure, air I why, look you, credit your own sense.

iShouia in VoVa ear.
The pox approach, and add to your diseases.
If it would send you hence the sooner, sir,

For your incontinence, it hath deserv'd it

Thoroughly, and thoroughly, and the plague to boot !
—

You may come near, sir.—Would you would once close
Those filthy eyes of yours, that flow with sUme,
Like two frog-pits; and those same hanging cheeks,
Cover'd with hide instead of skin—Nay, help, sir—
That look like frozen dish-clouts set on end!

Gorv. \aloud.'\ Or like an old smoked wall, on which the raia
Ran down in streaks !

Mos. Excellent, sir! speak out:
You may be louder yet; a culverin

Discharged in his ear would hardly bore it.

Corv. His nose is hke a common sewer, still running.
Moa. 'Tisgood! And what his mouth?
Corv. A very draught.
Mos. 0, stop it up—
Corv. By no means.
Mos. 'Pray you, let me:

Faith I could stifle him rarely with a pillow,
As well as any woman that should keep him.

Corv. Do as you will; but I'll begone.
Mos. Be so:

It is your presence makes him last so long.
Corv. I pray you, use no violence.

Mos. No, sir! why?
Why should you be thus scrupulous, pray you, sir?

Corv. Nay, at your discretion.

Moa. Well, good sir, begone.
Corv. I will not trouble him now, to take my pearl.
Mos. Puh! nor your diamond. What a needless care

Is this afiiicts you ? Is not all here yours ?

Am not I here, whom you have made your creature ?

That owe my being to you ?

Corv. Grateful Mosca!
Thou art my friend, my fellow, my companion.
My partner, and shalt share in all my fortunes.

Mos. Excepting one.

Corv. What's that?
Mos. Your gallant wife, sir,

—
\^Exit Corv.

Now is he gone: we had no other meana
To shoot him hence, but this.

Volf. My divine Mosca!
Thou hast to-day outgone thyself. [Knocking teiihin.]

—Who's tliere T

I will be troubled with no more. Prepare
Me music, dances, banquets, all deHghts;
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II
The Turk is not more sensual in his pleasures,

Than will Volpone. [Exit Mos.] Let me see; a pearl!

A diamond ! plate ! chequines ! Good morning's purchase.

Why, this is better than rob churches, yet;

Or fat, by eating, once a month, a man—
Re-enter Mosca.

Who is't?

Mos. The beauteous lady Would-be, sir,

Wife to the English knight, sir Politick Would-be,

(This is the style, sir, is directed me,)

Hath sent to know how you have slept to-night.

And if you would be visited ?

Volj). Not now:
Some three hours hence—

Mos. I told the squire so much.

Volp. When I am high with mirth and wine; then, then:

'Fore heaven, I wonder at the desperate valour

Of the bold Enghsh, that they dare let loose

Their wives to all encounters 1

Mos. Sir, this knight
Had not his name for nothing, he is politick,

And knows, howe'er his wife affect strange airs.

She hath not yet the face to be dishonest:

But had she signior Corvino's wife's face—
Volp. Has she so rare a face ?

Mos. 0, sir, the wonder,
The blazing star of Italy 1 a wench

Of the first year ! a beauty ripe as harvest !

Whose skin is whiter than a swan all over.

Than silver, snow, or hlies ! a soft Up,

Would tempt you to eternity of kissing !

And flesh that melteth in the touch to blood!

Bright as your gold, and lovely as your gold I

Volp. Why had not I known this before ?

Mos. Alas, sir.

Myself but yesterday discover'd it.

Volp. How might I see her ?

Mos. O, not possible;
""'

She's kept as warily as is your gold;
Never does come abroad, never takes air.

But at a window. All her looks are sweet.

As the first grapes or cherries, and are watch'd
As near as tliey are.

Volp. I must see her.

Mos. Sir,

There is a guard of spies ten thick upon her.

All his whole household; each of which is set

Upon his fellow, and have all their charge.
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When he goes out, when he comes in, examined.

Volp. I will go see her, though but at her window.
Mo8. In some disguise, then.

Volp. That is true; I must
Maintain mine own shape still the same: we'll think. [Exeunt.

ACT II

SCENE I.—St. Mark's Place; a retired corner before
CoBviNo's House.

Enter Sir Politick Would-bk, and Peregrinb.

Sir P. Sir, to a wise man, all the world's his soil:

It is not Italy, nor France, nor Europe,
That must bound me, if my fates call me forth.

Yet, I protest, it is no salt desire

Of seeing countries, shifting a reUgion,
Nor any disaffection to the state

Where I was bred, and unto which I owe
My dearest plots, hath brought me out; much less.

That idle, antique, stale, gray-headed project
Of knowing men's minds and manners, with Ulysses 1

But a peculiar humour of my wife's

Laid for this height of Venice, to observe.
To quote, to learn the language, and so forth—
I hope you travel, sir, with license ?

Per. Yes.

Sir P. I dare the safeUer converse How long, sir.

Since you left England ?

Per. Seven weeks.
Sir P. So lately!

You have not been with my lord ambassador ?

Per. Not yet, sir.

Sir P. Pray you, what news, sir, vents our climate ?

I heard last night a most strange thing reported
By some of my lord's followers, and I long
To hear how 'twill be seconded.

Per. What was' t, sir?

Sir P. Marry, sir, of a raven that should build
In s ship royal of the king's.

Per. This fellow.

Does he gull me, trow ? or is gull'd ? [AsideJ] Yoar name, sir.

Sir P. My name is Politick Would-be.
Per. O, that speaks him.—[Aside.']

A knight, sir?

Sir P. A poor knight, sir.

Per. Your lady
Lies here in Venice, for intelligence



The Fox 421

Of tires, and fashions, and behaviour,

Among the courtezans? the fine lady Would-be?
Sir P. Yes, sir; the spider and the bee, ofttimes.

Suck from one flower.

Per. Good sir PoUtick,
I cry you mercy; I have heard much of you:
'Tis true, sir, of your raven.

Sir P. On your knowledge ?

Per. Yes, and your Uon's whelping in the Tower.
Sir P. Another whelp !

Per. Another, sir.

Sir P. Now heaven !

What prodigies be these ? The fires at Berwick !

And the new star ! these things concurring, strange.
And full of omen ! Saw you those meteors ?

Per. I did, sir.

Sir P. Fearful ! Pray you, sir, confirm me,
Were there three porpoises seen above the bridge.
As they give out?

Per. Six, and a sturgeon, sir.

Sir P. I am astonish'd.

Per. Nay, sir, be not so;

I'll tell you a greater prodigy than these.

Sir P. What should these things portend?
Per. The very day

(Let me be sure) that I put forth from London,
There wets a whale discover'd in the river.

As high as Woolwich, that had waited there,

Few know how many months, for the subversion

Of the Stode fleet.

Sir P. Is't possible ? believe it,

'Twaa either sent from Spain, or the archdukes:

Spinola's whale, upon my life, my credit !

Will they not leave these projects? Worthy sir.

Some other news.

Per. Faith, Stone the fool is dead,
Aiid they do lack a tavern fool extremely.

Sir P. Is Mass Stone dead ?

Per. He's dead, sir; why, I hope
You thought him not immortal ?—0, this knight.
Were he well known, would be a precious thing
To fit our English stage: he that should write

But such a fellow, should be thought to feign
Extremely, if not maUciously. [Asid*^

Sir P. Stone dead !

Per. Dead.—Lord! how deeply, sir, you apprehend it?

He was no kinsman to you ?

Sir P. That I know of.

Well ! that same fellow was an unknown fool.

I—p 489
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Per. And yet you knew him, it seema 7

Sir P. I did so. Sir,

I knew him one of the most dangerous heads

Living within the state, and so I held him.

Per. Indeed, sir?

Sir P. While he lived, in action.

He has received weekly inteUigence,

Upon my knowledge, out of the Low Countries,

For all parts of the world, in cabbages;
And those dispensed again to ambassadors.
In oranges, musk-melons, apricocks.

Lemons, pome-citrons, and such-like; sometimes
In Colchester oysters, and your Selsey cockles.

Per. You make me wonder.

Sir P. Sir, upon my knowledge.

Nay, I've observed him, at your public ordinary.
Take his advertisement from a traveller,

A conceal'd statesman, in a trencher of meat;
And instantly, before the meal was done.

Convey an answer in a tooth-pick.
Per. Strange!

How could this be, sir?

Sir P. Why, the meat was cut

So like his character, and so laid, as he

Must easily read the cipher.
Per. I have heard.

He could not read, sir.

Sir P. So 'twas given out.

In policy, by those that did employ him:

But he could read, and had your languages,
And to't, as sound a noddle—

Per. I have heard, sir.

That your baboons were spies, and that they were

A kind of subtle nation near to China.

Sir P. Ay, ay, your Mamaluchi. Faith, they had
Their hand in a French plot or two; but they
Were so extremely given to women, aa

They made discovery of all: yet I

Had my advices here, on Wednesday last.

From one of their own coat, they were return'd.

Made their relations, as the fashion is.

And now stand fair for fresh employment.
Per. 'Heart!

This sir Pol will be ignorant of nothing. [Asiit.

It seems, sir, you know all.

Sir P. Not all, sir, but

I have some general notions. I do love

To note and to observe: though I hve out.

Free from the active torrent, vet I'd mark
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The currents and the passages of things,
For mine own private use; and know the ebbs

And flows of state.

Per. Beheve it, sir, I hold

Myself in no small tie unto my fortunes.

For casting me thus luckily upon you.
Whose knowledge, if your bounty equal it.

May do me great assistance, in instruction

For my behaviour, and my bearing, which
Is yet so rude and raw.

Sir P. Why, came you forth

Empty of rules for travel ?

Per. Faith, I had
Some common ones, from out that vulgar grammar,
Which he that cried Itahan to me, taught me.

Sir P. Why this it is that spoils all our brave bloods.

Trusting o\ir hopeful gentry unto pedants,
Fellows of outside, and mere bark. You seem
To be a gentleman, of ingenuous race:—
I not profess it, but my fate hath been
To be, where I have been consulted with.
In this high kind, touching some great men's sons.
Persons of blood and honour.—
ErUer Mosca and Nano disguised, followed by pergun.^ toith

materials for erecting a Stage.

Per. Who be these, sir ?

3I0S. Under that window, there 't must be. The same.
Sir P. Fellows, to mount a bank. Did your instructor

In the dear tongues, never discourse to you
Of the Itahan mountebanks ?

Per. Yes, sir.

Sir P. Why,
Here you shall see one.

Per. They are quacksalvers;
Fellows, that hve by venting oils and drugs.

Sir P. Was that the character he gave you of them ?

Per. As I remember.
Sir P. Pity his ignorance. "\

They are the only knowing men of Europe! /

Great general scholars, excellent physicians.
Most admired statesmen, profest favourites,
And cabinet counsellors to the greatest princes;
The only languaged men of all the world !

Per. And, I have heard, they are most lewd impostors;
Made all of terms and shreds; no less behers

Of great men's favours, than their own vile med'cines;
Which they will utter upon monstrous oaths:

Selling that drug for two-pence, ere they part.
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Which they have valued at twelve crowns before.

Sir P. Sir, calumnies are answer'd best with silence.

Yourself shall judge.
—Who is it mounts, my friends 1

M08. Scoto of Mantua, sir.

Sir P. Is't he? Nay, then
I'll proudly promise, sir, you shall behold
Another man than has been phant'sied to you.
I wonder yet, that he should mount his bank.
Here in this nook, that has been wont t'appear
In face of the Piazza !

—Here he comes.

Enter Volpone, disguised as a mountebank Doctor, and foUovced

by a crowd of people.

Volp. Mount, zany, [to Nano.]
Mob. Follow, follow, follow, follow!

Sir P. See how the people follow him ! he's a man
May write ten thousand crowns in bank here. Note,

[Volpone mounts the Stage.
Mark but his gesture:

—I do use to observe
The state he keeps in getting up.

Per. 'Tia worth it, sir.

Volp. Most noble gentlemen, and my worthy patrons I It may
seem strange, tliat I, your Scoto Mantuano, who was ever wont to fiz my
bank in face of the public Piazza, near the shelter of the Portico to the

Procuratia, should now, after eight months' absencefrom this illustrious

city of Venice, humbly retire myself into an obscure nook of the Piazza.

Sir P. Did not I now object the same ?

Per. Peace, sir.

Volp. Let me tell you: I am not, as your Lombard pmverb saith,

cold on my feet; or content to part with my commodities at a cheaper
rate, than I accustomed: look not for it. Nor thai the calumnious

reports of that impudent detractor, and shame to our profession,

(Alessandro Buttone, I mean,) who gave out, in public, I was condemned
a sforzato to the galleys, for poisoning the cardinal Bembo's cook,
hath at all attached, much less dejected me. No, no, worthy gentlemen;
to tell you true, I cannot endure to see the rabble of these ground ciar-

liiani, that spread their cloaks on the pavement, as if they meant to

do feats of activity, and then come in lamely, with their mouldy tales out

of Boccacio, like stale Tabarine, the fabulist: some of them discoursing
their travels, and of their tedious captivity in the Turks' gallies, when,
indeed, were the truth knoum, they were the Christians' gcUlies, whfre

very temperately they eat bread, and drunk water, as a wholeso'ne

penance, enjoined them by their confessors, for base pilferies.

Sir P. Note but his bearing, and contempt of these.

Volp. The.se turdy-facy-nasty-paty-lousy -fnrtical rogues, with one

poor groaV s-worth of unprepared antimony, finely wrapt up in several

scartocrios, are able, very well, to kill their twenty a week, and play;

yet, these meagre, starved spirits, who have half stopt the organs of
their minds with earthy oppilaiions, vxint not their favourers among
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your shriveird sallad-eating artizans, who are overjoyed thai they may
have their half-fe'rth of 'physic; though it -purge them into another

world, it makes no matter.

Sir P. Excellent ! have you heard better language, sir ?

Volp. Well, let them go. And, gentlemen, honourable gentlemen,

know, thaifor this time, our bank, being thus removedfrom the clamcurs

of the canaglia, shall be the scene of pleasure and delight; for I have

nothing to sell, little or nothing to sdl.

Sir P. I told you, sir, his end.

Per, You did so, sir.

Volp. / protest, I, and my six servants, are not able to make of this

precious liquor, so fast as it isfelcK'd away from my lodging by gentle-

men of your city ; strangers of the Terra-fifma; worshipful rnerchants;

ay, and senators too: who, ever since my arrival, have detained me to

their uses, by their splendidous liberalities. And worthily; for, uitiai

avails your rich man to have his magazines stuft with moscadelli, or of

the purest grape, when his physicians prescribe him, on pain of death,

to drink nothing but water coded with aniseeds ? 0, health I health !

the blessing of the rich ! the riches of the poor ! who can buy thee at

loo dear a rate, since there is no enjoying this world without thef ?

Be not then so sparing of your purses, honourable gentlemen, as co

abridge the natural course of life
—

Per. You see his end.

Sir P. Ay, is't not good?
Volp. For, when a humid flux, or catarrh, by the mutability of a^r,

falls from your head into an arm or shoulder, or any other part; take

you a ducket, or your chequin of gold, and apply to the place affected:

see what good effect it can work. No, no, 'tis this blessed unguento,

this rare extraction, that hath only power to disperse all malignant

humours, that proceed either of hot, cold, moist, or windy causes—
Per. I would he had put in dry too.

Sir P. 'Pray you, observe.

Volp. To fortify the most indigest and crude stomach, ay, were it

of one that, through extreme weakness, vomited blood, applying only a

warm napkin to the place, after the unction and fricace;
—for the

vertigine in the head, putting but a drop into your nostrils, likewise

behind the ears; a most sovereign and approved remedy: the mat caducc,

cramps, convulsions, paralysies, epilepsies, tremor-cordia, retired

nerves, ill vapours of the spleen, stopping of the liver, the stone, the

strangury, hernia ventosa, iliaca passio; stops a dysenieria imme-

diately; easeth the torsion of the small guts; and cures melancholia

hypondriaca, being taken and applied according to my printed receipt.

[Pointing to his bill and his vial.] For, this is the physician, this the

medicine; this counsels, this cures; this gives the direction, this works

the effect; and, in sum, both together may be termed an abstract of the

theorick and practick in the JEsculapian art. 'Twill cost you eight

crowns. And,—Zan Fritada, prithee sing a verse extempore m
hoTvour of it.

Sir P. How do you like him, sir ?
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Per. Most strangely, 1 1

•Sir P. la not his language rare?
Per. But alchemy,

I never heard the like; or Broughton's books.

Nano ainga.

Had old Hippocrates, or Galen,
That to their books put med'cines all in.

But known this secret, they had never

(Of which they will be guilty ever)
Been murderers of so much paper.
Or wasted many a hurtless taper;
No Indian drug had e'er been famed.
Tobacco, sassafras not named;
Ne yet, of guacum one small stick, sir.

Nor Raymund Lully's great elixir.

Ne had been known the Danish Gonswart,
Or Paracelsus, with his long sword.

Per. All this, yet, will not do; eight crowns is high.

Volp. No more.—Gentlemen, if I had but time to discourse to yori

the miracidous ejects of this my oil, sumamed Oglio del Scoto; with

the countless catalogue of those I have cured ofthi aforesaid, and many
more diseases; the patents and privileges of all the princes and common-
wealths of Christendom; or bui the depositions of those thai appeared
on my part, before the signiory of the Sanita and most learned College

of Physicians; where I was authorised, upon notice taken of th*

admirable virtues of my medicaments, and mine own excellency in

matter of rare and unknown secrets, not only to disperse them publicly
in this famous city, bui in all the territories, that happily joy under

the government of the most pious and magnificent states of Italy. But

may some other gallant fellow say, 0, there be divers thai make pro-

fession to have as good, and as experimented receipts as yours: indeed,

very many have assayed, like apes, in imitation of that, which is really
and essentially in me, to make of this oil; bestoived great cost in

furnaces, stills, alembecks, continual fires, and preparation of ihje.

ingredients, (as indeed there goes to it six hundred several simples,
besides some quantity of human fat, for the conglutination, which we

buy of the anatomists,) but, when these practitioners come to the last

decoction, blow, blow, puff, puff, and all flies in fumo: ha, ha, ha I

Poor wretches I I rather pity their folly and indiscretion, than their

loss of time and money; for these may be recovered by industry: bui

to be a fool born, is a disease incurable.

For myself, I always from my youth have endeavoured to get the

rarest secrets, and book them, either in exchange, or for money; I

tpared nor cost nor labour, where any thing was uxyrthy to be learned.

And, gentlemen, honourable gentlemen, I will undertake, by virtue of
chemical art, out of the honourable hat that covers your head, to extract

the four elements; that is to say, the fire, air, water, and earth, and
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return you your felt without burn or stain. For, whilst others have,

been at the Balloo, I have been at my book; and am now -past the

craggy paths of study, and come to the flowery plains of honour and

repviation.
Sir P. I do assure you, sir, that is his aim.

Volp. But to our price
—

Per. And that withal, sir Pol.

Volp. You all know, honourable gentlemen, I never valued this

ampulla, or vial, at less than eight crowns; but for this time, I am
content to be deprived of it for six: six crowns is the price, and less irt

courtesy I know you cannot offer me; take it or leave it, howsoever,

both it and I am at your service. I ask you not as the value of the

thing, for then I should demand of you a thousand croums, so the

cardinals Montalto, Fernese, the great Duke of Tuscany, my gossip,

with divers other princes, have given me; but I despise 'money. Only
to shew my affection to you, honourable gentlemen, and your illustrious

State here, I have neglected the messages of these princes, mine own

offices, framed my journey hither, only to present you with the fruits of

my travels.—Tune your voices once more to the touch of your instru-

ments, and give the honourable assembly some delightful recreation.

Per. What monstrous and most painful circumstance

Is here, to get some three or four gazettes.
Some three-pence in the whole! for that 'twill come to.

Nano sings.

You that would last long, Ust to my song.
Make no more coil, but buy of this oil.

Would you be ever fair and young ?

Stout of teeth, and strong of tongue ?

Tart of palate ? quick of ear ?

Sharp of sight ? of nostril clear ?

Moist of hand ? and light of foot ?

Or, I will come nearer to't.

Would you Uve free from all diseases 7

Do the act yovu* mistress pleases.
Yet fright all aches from your bones ?

Here's a medicine for the nones.

Volp, Well, I am in a humour at this time to make a present ofthf
small quantity my coffer contains; to the rich in courtesy, and to the

poor for God's sake. Wherefore now mark: I ask'd you six croums;

and six crowns, at other times, you have paid me; you shall not give

me six crowns, nor five, nor four, nor three, nor ttoo, nor one; nor

half a ducat; no, nor a moccinigo. Sixpence it will cost you, or six

hundred pound—expex:,t no lower price, for, by the banner of my
front, I will not bate a bagatine,

—that 1 will have, only, a pledge of

your loves, to carry something from amongst you, to shew I am not

contemned by you. Therefore, now, toss your handkerchiefs, cheerfully,

cheerfully: and be advertised, that the first heroic spirit that deign*
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to grace me with a handkerchief, I will give it a Utile remembrance of
something, beside, shall please it better, than if I had presented it wtth

a double pistolet.

Per. Will you be that heroic spark, sir Pol ?

[Celia at a window above, throws down Iter handkerchief.
O, see ! the window has prevented you.

Volp. Lady, I kiss your bounty; and for this timely grace you haif

done your poor Scoto of Mantua, I unll return you, over and above

my oil, a secret of that high and inestimable nature, shall make you for
ever enamoured on that minute, wherein your eye first descended on so

mean, yet not altogether to he despised, an object. Here is a powder
conceald in this paper, of which, if I should speak to the worth, nine

thousand volumes were but as one page, that page as a line, that line

as a word; so sliort is this pilgrimage of man {which some call life)

to the expressing of it. Would I reflect on the price ? why, the whoh
world is but as an empire, that empire as a province, that province as

a bank, that bank as a private purse to the purchase of it. I will only
tell you; it is the powder that made Venus a goddess {given her by

Apollo,) that kept her perpetually young, cleared her wrinkles, firmed her

gums, filTd her skin, coloured her hair; from her derived to Helen,
and at the sack of Troy unfortunately lost: till now, in this our age, it

was as happily recovered, by a studious antiquary, out of some ruins

of Asia, who sent a moiety of it to the court of France, (but much

sophisticated,) wherewith the ladies there, now, colour their hair. TJn

rest, at this present, remains with me; extracted to a quintessence:
to that, wherever it but touches, in youth it perpetually preserves, in

age restores the complexion; seats your teeth, did they dance like

mrginal jacks, firm as a wall; makes them white as ivory, that wtre

bUick as—
Enter Co&vyso.

Cor. Spight o' the devil, and my shame! come down here;
Come down;—No house but mine to make your scene?

Signior Flaminio, will you down, sir ? down ?

What, is my wife your Franciscina, sir ?

No windows on the whole Piazza, here.

To make your properties, but mine ? but mine ?

[Beats away Volpone, Nano, etc

Heart! ere to-morrow I shall be new-christen'd.
And call'd the Pantalone di Besogniosi,
About the town.

Per. What should this mean, sir Pol ?

Sir P. Some trick of state, believe it; I will home.
Per. It may be some design on you.
Sir P. I know not,

ril stand upon my guard.
Per. It is your best, sir.

Sir P. This three weeks, all my advices, all my letters.

They have been intercepted.
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Per. Itideed, sir!

Best have a care.

Sir P. Nay, so I will.

Per. This knight,
I may not lose Mm, for my mirth, till night. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—A Room in Volpone's House.

Enter Volpone aiid Mosca.

Vol^p. O, I am wounded !

Mos. Where, sir ?

Volp. Not without;
Those blows were nothing: I could bear them ever.

But angry Cupid, bolting from her eyes,
Hath shot himself into me like a flame;

Where, now, he flings about his burning heat,

Ab in a furnace an ambitious fire.

Whose vent is stopt. The fight is all within me.
I cannot Uve, except thou help me, Mosca;

My Uver melts, and I, without the hope
Of some soft air, from her refreshing breath.
Am but a heap of cinders.

Mos. 'Las, good sir.

Would you had never seen her 1

Volp. Nay, would thou
Had'st never told me of her 1

Mos. Sir, 'tis true;
I do confess I was unfortunate,
And you unhappy: but I'm bound in conscience.
No less than duty, to effect my best

To your release of torment, and I will, sir.

Volf. Dear Mosca, shall I hope ?

Mos. Sir, more than dear,
I will not bid you to despair of aught
Within a human compass.

Volp. O, there spoke
My better angel. Mosca, take my keys.
Gold, plate, and jewels, all's at thy devotion;

Employ them how thou wilt: nay, coin me too;

So thou, in this, but crown my longings, Mosca.
Mos. Use but your patience.

Volf. So I have.

Mos. I doubt not
To bring success to your desires.

Volp. Nay, then,
I not repent me of my late disguise.

Mos. If you can horn him, sir, you need not.

Volj). True:

Besides, I never meant him for my heir.—
I—*p 489
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Is not the colour of my beard and eyebrows
To make me known ?

Mos. No jot.

Volp. I did it well.

Mos. So well, would I could follow you in mine.

With half the happiness !
—and yet I would

Escape your epilogue. [Aside.

Volp. But were they guU'd
With a beUef that I was Scoto T

Mos. Sir,

Scoto himself could hardly have distinguish'd!

I have not time to flatter you now; we'll part;

And £is I prosper, so applaud my art. [Exeunt.

SCENE in.—^ Room in Coevino's Hottse.

Enter Cok\tno, with his sword in his hand, dragging in Celia.

Corv. Death of mine honour, with the city's fooU

A juggling, tooth-drawing, prating mountebank!

And at a public window ! where, whilst he,

With his strain'd action, and his dole of faces,

To his drug-lecture draws your itching ears,

A crew of old, unmarried, noted letchers.

Stood leering up Uke satyrs; and you smile

Most graciously, and fan your favours forth,

To give your hot spectators satisfaction 1

What, was your mountebank their call ? their whistle 7

Or were you enamour'd on his copper rings,

His saffron jewel, with the toad-stone in't.

Or his embroider'd suit, with the cope-stitch.

Made of a herse cloth ? or his old tilt-feather ?

Or his starch'd beard? Well, you shall have him, yea I

He shall come home, and minister unto you
The fricace for the mother. Or, let me see,

I think you'd rather mount; would you not mount?

Why, if you'll mount, you may; yes, truly, you may:
And so you may be seen, down to the foot.

Get you a cittern, lady Vanity,
And be a dealer with the virtuous man;
Make one: I'll but protest myself a cuckold.

And save your dowry. I'm a Dutchman, I!

For, if you thought me an ItaUan,

You would be damn'd, ere you did this, you whore!

Thou'dst tremble, to imagine, that the murder

Of father, mother, brother, all thy race,

Should follow, as the subject of my justice.

Cel. Good sir, have patience.

Corv. Wliat couldst thou propose
Less to thyself, than in this heat of wrath
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And stung with my dishonour, I should strike

This steel into thee, with as many stabs,

As thou wert gaz'd upon with goatish eyes ?

Cd. Alas, sir, be appeased ! I could not think

My being at the window should more now
Move your impatience, than at other times.

Corv. No ! not to seek and entertain a parley

With a known knave, before a multitude !

You were an actor with your handkerchief,

Which he most sweetly kist in the receipt,

And might, no doubt, return it with a letter,

And point the place where you might meet; your sister's,

Your mother's, or your aunt's might serve the turn.

Cd. Why, dear sir, when do I make these excuses,

Or ever stir abroad, but to the church ?

And that so seldom—
Corv. Well, it shall be less;

And thy restraint before was Uberty,
To what I now decree: and therefore mark me.

First, I will have this bawdy hght damm'd up;
And till't be done, some two or three yards off,

I'll chalk a line: o'er which if thou but chance

To set thy desperate foot, more hell, more horror.

More wild remorseless rage shall seize on thee.

Than on a conjuror, that had heedless left

His circle's safety ere his devil was laid.

Then here's a lock which I will hang upon thee.

And, now I think on't, I will keep thee backwards;

Thy lodging shall be backwards; thy walks backwards;

Thy prospect, all be backwards; and no pleasure.

That thou shalt know but backwards: nay, since you force

My honest nature, know, it is your own.

Being too open, makes me use you thus:

Since you will not contain your subtle nostrils

In a sweet room, but they must snuff the air

Of rank and sweaty passengers. [Knocking unthin.]
—One knocks.

Away, and be not seen, pain of thy life;

Nor look toward the window: if thou dost—
Nay, stay, hear this—let me not prosper, whore,
But I will make thee an anatomy.
Dissect thee mine own self, and read a lecture

Upon thee to the city, and in public.

^^ay!— [Exit Celia.

Enter Servant.

Who's there ?

Serv. 'Tis signior Mosca, sir.

Corv. Let him come in. [Exit Serv.] His master's dead: there a

yet
Some good to help the bad.—
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Enter Mosca.

My Mosca, welcome 1

I guess your news.

Mos. I fear you cannot, sir.

Corv. Is' t not his death?
Mos. Rather the contrary.
Corv. Not his recovery ?

Mos. Yes, sir.

Corv. I am curs' d,

I am bewitch' d, my crosses meet to vex me.
How? how? how? how?

Mos. Why, sir, with Scoto's oil;

Corbaccio and Voltore brought of it,

Whilst I was busy in an inner room—
Corv. Death! that damn'd mountebank; but for the law

Now, I could kill the rascal: it cannot be,

Hia oil should have that virtue. Have not I

Known him a common rogue, come fidling in

To the osteria, with a tumbling whore.

And, when he has done all hia forced tricks, been glad
Of a poor spoonf)il of dead wine, with flies in't?

It cannot be. All his ingredients
Are a sheep's gall, a roasted bitch's marrow.
Some few sod earwigs, pounded caterpillars,
A httle capon's grease, and fasting spittle:
I know them to a dram.

Moa. I know not, sir;

But some on't, there, they poui*d into his ears.

Some in his nostrils, and recover'd him;

Applying but the fricace.

Corv. Pox o' that fricace 1

Mos. And since, to seem the more oflBcious

And flatt'ring of his health, there, they have had.
At extreme fees, the college of physicians

Consulting on him, how thoy might restore him;
Where one would have a cataplasm of spices,
Another a flay'd ape clapp'd to his breast,

A third would have it a dog, a fourth an oil.

With wild cats' skins: at last, they all resolved

That, to preserve him, was no other means,
But some young woman must be straight sought out,

Lusty, and full of juice, to sleep by him;
And to this service, most unhappily.
And most unwillingly, am I now employ'd.
Which here I thought to pre-acquaint you with.
For your advice, since it concerns you most;
Because, I would not do that thing might cross

Your ends, on whom I have my whole dependance, sir:
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Yet, if I do it not, they may delate

My slackness to my patron, work me out

Of his opinion; and there all your hopes,

Ventures, or whatsoever, are all frustrate !

I do but tell you, sir. Besides, they are all

Now striving, who shall first present him; therefore—
I could entreat you, briefly conclude somewhat;
Prevent them if you can.

Corv. Death to my hopes.
This ia my villainous fortune ! Best to hire

Some common courtezan.

Mos. Ay, I thought on that, sir;

But they are all so subtle, full of art—
And age again doting and flexible.

So as—I cannot tell—we may, perchance,

Light on a quean ma}^ cheat us all,

Corv. 'Tis true.

Mos. No, no: it must be one that has no tricks. 9ir,

Some simple thing, a creature made unto it;

Some wench you may command. Have you no kinswoman ?

Odso—Thinlc, think, think, think, think, think, think, air.

One o' the doctors ofl'er'd there his daughter.
Corv. How!
Mos. Yes, signior Lupo, the physician.
Corv. His daughter !

Mos. And a virgin, sir. Why, alas,

He knows the state of's body, what it is ;

That nought can warm his blood, sir, but a fever;

Nor any incantation raise his spirit:

A long forgetfulness hath seized that part.

Besides sir, who shall know it ? some one or two—
Corv. I pray thee give me leave. [Walks aside.] If any man

But I had had this luck—The thing in't self,

I know, is nothing
—V^Tierefore should not I

As well command my blood and my affections,

As this dull doctor ? In the point of honour.

The cases are all one of wife and daughter.
Mos. I hear him coming. [Aside.

Corv. She shall do't: 'tis done.

Slight! if tliis doctor, who is not engaged.
Unless 't be for his counsel, which is nothing,
Offer his daughter, what should I, that am
So deeply in? I will prevent him: Wretch !

Covetous wretch !
—Mosca, T have determined.

Mos. How, sir?

Corv. We'll make all sure. The party you wot of

Shall be mine own wife, Mosca.

Mos. Sir, the thing.
But that I would not seem to counsel yon.
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I should have motion'd to you, at the first:

And make your count, you have cut all their throata.

Why, 'tis directly taking a possession!
And in his next fit, we may let him go.
'Tis but to pull the pillow from his head.
And he is throttled: it had been done before.
But for your scrupulous doubts.

Corv. Ay, a plague on't.

My conscience fools my wit! Well, I'll be brief.

And so be thou, lest they should be before us:

Go home, prepare him, tell him with what zeal

And willingness I do it; swear it was
On the first hearing, as thou may'st do, truly,
Mine ovni free motion.

3Ios. Sir, I warrant you,
I'll so possess him with it. that the rest

Of his starv'd cUents shall be banish'd all;

And only you received. But come not, sir,

Until I send, for I have something else

To ripen for your good, you must not know't.
Corv. But do not you forget to send now.
Mos. Fear not. [Exit.
Corv. Where are you, wife ? my CeUa ! wife 1

Re-enter Celia.

—What, blubbering?
Come, dry those tears. I think thou thought'st me in earnest;
Ha! by this light I talk'd so but to try thee:

Methinks the lightness of the occasion

Should have confirm'd thee. Come, I am not jealous.
Cel. No!
Corv. Faith I am not, I, nor never was;

It is a poor unprofitable humour.
Do not I know, if women have a will,

They'll do 'gainst all the watches of the world.
And that the fiercest spies are tamed with gold ?

Tut, I am confident in thee, thou shalt see't;

And see I'll give thee cause too, to beUeve it.

Come kLss me. Go, and make thee ready, straight,
In all thy best attire, thy choicest jewels.
Put them all on, and, with them, thy best looks:

We are invited to a solemn feast.

At old Volpone's, where it shall appear
How far I am free from jealousy or fear. [Exeunt.
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ACT III

SCENE l.—A Street.

Enter MoscA.

/ Mos. I fear, I shall begin to grow in love

With my dear self, and my most prosperous parts.

They do so spring and burgeon; I can feel

A whimsy in my blood: I know not how.
Success hath made me wanton. I could skip
Out of my skin, now, Uke a subtle snake,
I am so limber. O ! your parasite
Is a most precious thing, dropt from above,
Not bred 'mongst clods and clodpoles, here on earth.

I muse, the mystery was not made a science,

It is so Uberally profest ! almost

All the wise world is Uttle else, in nature,
But parasites or sub-parasites.

—And yet,
I mean not those that have your bare town-art.

To know who's fit to feed them; have no house.
No family, no care, and therefore mould
Tales for men's ears, to bait that sense; or get
Kitchen-invention, and some stale receipts
To please the belly, and the groin; nor those.

With their court dog-tricks, that can fawn and fleer.

Make their revenue out of legs and faces,

Echo my lord, and lick away a moth:
But your fine elegant rascal, that can rise.

And stoop, almost together, like an arrow;
Shoot through the air as nimbly as a star;

Turn short as doth a swallow; and be here.

And there, and here, and yonder, all at once;
Present to any humour, all occasion;
And change a visor, swifter than a thought !

This is the creature had the art bom with him;
Toils not to learn it, but doth practise it

Out of most excellent nature: and such sparka
Are the true parasites, others but their zanis.

Enter Boxario.

Who's this ? Bonario, old Corbaccio's son ?

The person I was bound to seek.—Fair sir.

You are happily met.

Bon. That cannot be by thee.

Mos. Why. sir?

Bon. Nay, pray thee, know thy way, and leave me:
I would be loth to interchange discourse

With such a mate as thou art.
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Moa. Courteous sir,

Scorn not my poverty.
Bon. Not I, by heaven;

But thou shalt give me leave to hate thy baseness.

Moa. Baseness!

Bon. Ay ; answer me, is not thy sloth

Sufficient argument 7 thy flattery T

Thy means of feeding ?

Moa. Heaven be good to me !

These imputations are too common, sir,

And easily stuck on virtue when she's poor.
You are unequal to me, and however
Your sentence may be righteous, yet you are not

That, ere you know me, thus proceed in censure:

St. Mark bear witness 'gainst you, 'tis inhuman. {Weevs.
Bon. What! does he weep? the sign is soft and good:

I do repent me that I was so harsh. \_A8ide.

Moa. 'Tis true, that, sway'd by strong necessity,

I am enforced to eat my careful bread

With too much obsequy; 'tis true, beside.

That I am fain to spin mine own poor raiment

Out of my mere observance, being not born

To a free fortune: but that I have done

Base offices, in rending friends asunder.

Dividing families, betraying counsels.

Whispering false lies, or mining men with praises,

Train'd their credulity with perjuries,

C!orrupted chastity, or am in love

With mine own tender ease, but would not rather

Prove the most rugged, and laborious course.

That might redeem my present estimation.

Let me here perish, in all hope of goodness.
Bon. This cannot be a personated passion.

—
{Aaide,

I was to blame, so to mistake thy nature;

Prithee, forgive me: and speak out thy business.

Moa. Sir, it concerns you ;
and though I may seem,

At first to make a main offence in manners.
And in my gratitude unto my master;

Yet, for the pure love, which I bear all right.

And hatred of the wrong, I must reveal it.

This very hour your father is in purpose
To disinherit you—

Bon. How!
Moa. And thrust you forth.

As a mere stranger to his blood; 'tis true, sir.

The work no way engageth me, but, as

I claim an interest in the general state

Of goodness and true virtue, which I hear

To abound in you: and, for which mere respect,
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Without a second aim, sir, I have done it.

Bon. This tale hath lost thee much of the late trust

Thou hadst with me; it is impossible:
I know not how to lend it any thought,

My father should be so unnatural.

Mos. It is a confidence that well becomes.
Your piety; and form'd, no doubt, it is

From your own simple innocence: which makes
Your wrong more monstrous and abhorr'd. But, sir,

I now will tell you more. This very minute,
It is, or will be doing; and, if you
Shall be but pleased to go with me, I'll bring you,
I dare not say where you shall see, but where
Your ear shall be a witness of the deed;
Hear yourself written bastard, and protest
The common issue of the earth.

Bon. I am amazed 1

Mos. Sir, if I do it not, draw your just sword,
And score your vengeance on my front and face:

Mark me your villain: you have too much wrong.
And I do suffer for you, sir. My heart

Weeps blood in anguish—
Bon. Lead; I follow thee. [^Exeunt.

SCENE II.—A Room in Volpone's House.

Enter Volpone.

Volp. Mosca stays long, methinks.—Bring forth your sports.
And help to make the wretched time more sweet.

Enter Naxo, Andeogyno, and Castrone.

Nan. Dwarf, fool, and eunuch, well met here we be.

A question it were now, whether of us three,

Being all the knmon delicates of a rich man.
In pleasing him, claim the precedency can f

Cas. I claim for myself.
And. And so doth the fool.
Nan. 'Tis foolish indeed: let me set you both to school.

First for your dwarf, he's little and witty.
And every thing, as it is little, is pretty;
Else why do men say to a creature of my shape.
So soon as they see him. It's a pretty little ape ?

And why a pretty ape, but for pleasing imitation

Of greater men's actions, in a ridiculous fashion ?

Beside, this feat body of mine doth not crave

Half the meat, drink, and cloth, one of your bulks will have.
Admit your fooVs face be the mother of laughter.

Yet, for his brain, it muM always come after:
And though that do feed him, iVs a pitiful case.

His body is beholding to such a bad face. [Knocking within.
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Volp. Wlio's there? my couch; away! look! Nano, see:

[Eze. And. and Cos.

Give me my caps, first go, enquire. [Exit Nano.]—Now, Cupid
Send it be Mosca, and with fair return!

Nan. [vnthin.] It ia the beauteous madam—
Volp. Would-be—is it ?

Nan. The same.

Volp. Now torment on me ! Squire her in;

For she will enter, or dwell here for ever:

Nay, quickly. [Retires to his coiich.]
—That my fit were past! I fear

A second hell too, that my lothing this

Will quite expel my appetite to the other:

Would she were taking now her tedious leave.

Lord, how it threats me what I am to suffer !

Re-enter Nano, with Lady Politick Wotjld-be.

Lady P. I thank you, good sir. Tray you signify

Unto your patron, I am here.—This band
Shews not my neck enough.—I trouble you, sir;

Let me request you, bid one of my women
C!ome hither to me.—In good faith, I am drest

Most favourably to-day I It ia no matter:

'Tia well enough.—
Enter 1 Waiting-woman.

Look, see, these petulant things.

How they have done this!

Volp. I do feel the fever

Entering in at mine ears; O, for a charm.
To fright it hence! [Aside.

Lady P. Come nearer: is this curl

In his right place, or this? Why is this higher
Than all the rest? You have not wash'd your eyes, yet!
Or do they not stand even in your head ?

Where is your fellow? call her. [Exit 1 Woman.
Nan. Now, St. Mark

Deliver ua! anon, she'll beat her women.
Because her nose is red.

Re-enter 1 with 2 Woman.

Lady P. I pray you, view

This tire, forsooth: are all things apt, or no?

1 Worn. One hair a Utile, here, sticks out, forsooth.

Lady P. Does't so, forsooth! and where was your dear sight.

When it did so, forsooth! What now! bird-eyed?
And you, too? 'Pray you, both approach and mend it.

Now, by that light, I muse you are not ashamed !

I, that have preach'd these things so oft unto you,
Read you the principles, arg\ied all the grounds.
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Dicpnted every fitness, every grace,
Call'd you to counsel of so frequent dressings—
Nan. More carefully than of your fame or honour. [Aside.

Lady P. Made you acquainted, what an ample dowry
The knowledge of these things would be unto you.
Able, alone, to get you noble husbands
At your return: and you thus to neglect it!

Besides you seeing what a curious nation
The Italians are, what will they say of me ?

The English lady cannot dress herself.
Here's a fine imputation to our country !

Well, go your ways, and stay in the next room.
This fucua was too coarse too; it's no matter.—
Good sir, you'll give them entertainment?

[^Exeunt Nano and Waiting-women.
Volp. The storm comes toward me.

Lady P. [goes to the couch.] How does my Volpone?
Volp. Troubled with noise, I cannot sleep; I dreamt

That a strange fury enter'd, now, my house.

And, with the dreadful tempest of her breath,
Did cleave my roof asunder.

Lady P. Believe me, and I

Had the most fearful dream, could I remember' t—
Volp. Out on my fate ! I have given her the occasion

How to torment me: she will tell me her's. [Aside.

Lady P. Me thought, the golden mediocrity,
PoUte and deUcate—

Volp, O, if you do love me.
No more: I sweat, and suffer, at the mention
Of any dream ; feel how I tremble yet.

Lady P. Alas, good soul ! the passion of the heart.

Seed-pear! were good now, boil'd with syrup of apples,
Tincture of gold, and coral, citron-pills,
Your elicampane root, myrobalanes—

Volp. Ah me, I have ta'en a grass-hopper by the wing! [Aside.

Lady P. Burnt silk, and amber: You have muscadel
Good in the house—

Volp. You will not drink, and part ?

Lady P. No, fear not that. I doubt, we shall not get
Some English saftron, half a dram would serve;
Your sixteen cloves, a little musk, dried mints,

Bugloss, and barley-meal—
Volp. She's in again !

Before I feign'd diseases, now I have one. [Aside.

Lady P. And these appUed with a right scarlet cloth.

Volp. Another flood of words ! a very torrent I [Aside.
Lady P. Shall I, sir, make you a poultice 7

Volp. No, no, no,
I'm very well, you need prescribe no more.
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Lady P. I have a little studied physic; but now,
I'm all for music, save, in the forenoons,
An hour or two for painting. I would have
A lady, indeed, to have all, letters and arts,

Be able to discourse, to write, to paint.
But principal, aa Plato holds, your music,
And so does wise Pythagoras, I take it.

Is your true rapture: when there is concent

In face, in voice, and clothes: and is, indeed.
Our sex's chiefest ornament.

Volp. The poet
Aa old in time as Plato, and as knowing.

Says, that your highest female grace is silence.

Lady P. Which of your poeta ? Petrarch, or Tasso, or Dant« ?

Guarini? Ariosto? Axetine?

Cieco di Hadria ? I have read them all.

Vol-p. Is every thing a cause to my destruction ? {^Asidt.

Lady P. I think I have two or three of them about me.

Volf. The sun, the sea, will sooner both stand still

Than her eternal tongue ! nothing can 'scape it. \^Aside.

Lady P. Here's Pastor Fido—
Volp. Profess obstinate silence;

That's now my safest. [Aside.

Lady P. All our English writers,

I mean such as are happy in the Italian,

Will deign to steal out of this author, mainly:
Almost as much as from Montagnie:
He has so modern and facile a vein,

Fitting the time, and catching the court-ear !

Your Petrarch is more passionate, yet he.

In days of sonnetting, trusted them with much:
Dante is hard, and few can understand him.

But, for a desperate wit, there's Aretine;

Only, his pictures are a Uttle obscene—
You mark me not.

Volp. Alas, my mind's perturb'd.

Lady P. Why, in such cases, we must cure ourselves,

Make use of our philosophy
—

Volp. Oh me!

Lady P. And as we find our passions do rebel,

Encounter them with reason, or divert them,

By giving scope unto some other humour
Of lesser danger: aa, in politic bodies.

There's notliing more doth overwhelm the judgment.
And cloud the understanding, than too much

SettUng and fixing, and, as 'twere, subsiding

Upon one object. For the incorporating
Of these same outward things, into that part.

Which we call mental, leaves some certain fsecea
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That stop the organs, and as Plato says.
Assassinate our knowledge.

Volp. Now, the spirit

Of patience help me ! [Aside.

Lady P. Come, in faith, I must
Visit you more a days; and make you well:

Laugh and be lusty.

Volp. My good angel save me ! [Aside.

Lady P. There was but one sole man in all the world.
With whom I e'er could sympathise; and he
Would lie you, often, three, four hours together
To hear me speak ; and be sometimes so rapt.
As he would answer me quite from the purpose,
Like you, and you are like him, just. I'll discourse,
An't be but only, sir, to bring you asleep.
How we did spend our time and loves together,
For some six years.

Volp. Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!

Lady P. For we were cofetanei, and brought up—
Volp. Some power, some fate, some fortune rescue mel

Enter MoscA.

Mos. God save you, madam !

Lady P. Good sir.

Volp. Mosca! welcome.
Welcome to my redemption.

Mos. Whv, sir ?

Volp. Oh,'

Rid me of this my torture, quickly, there;

My madam, with the everlasting voice:

The bells, in time of pestilence, ne'er made
Like noise, or were in that perpetual motion !

The Cock-pit comes not near it. All my house,
But now, steam'd like a bath with her thick breath,
A lawyer could not have been heard; nor scarce

Another woman, such a hail of words
She has let fall. For hell's sake, rid her hence.

Mos. Has she presented ?

Volp. O, I do not care;
I'll take her absence, upon any price,
With any loss.

Mos. Madam—
Lady P. I have brought your patron

A toy, a cap here, of mine own work.
Mos. 'Tis well.

I had forgot to tell you, I saw your knight.
Where you would little think it.—
Lady P. Where?
Mos. Marry,
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Where yet, if you make haste, you may apprehend
Rowing upon the water in a gondole
With the most cunning courtezan of Venice.

Lady P. Is't true?

AIos. Pursue them, and believe your eyes:
Leave me, to make your gift. \_Exit Lady P. hastily.]

—I knew
'twould take:

For, lightly, they that use themselves most license.

Are still most jealous.

Volp. Mosca, hearty thanks.
For thy quick fiction, and dehvery of me.

Now to my hopes, what say'st thou?

Re-enter Lady P, Would-be.

Lady P. But do you hear, sir ?—
Volp. Again ! I fear a paroxysm.
Lady P. Which way

Row'd they together ?

Mos. Toward the Rialto.

Lady P. I pray you lend me your dwarf.

Mos. I pray you take him.— [Exit Lady P.

Your hopes, sir, are like happy blossoms, fair.

And promise timely fruit, if you wUl stay
But the maturing; keep you at your couch,

Corbaccio will arrive straight, with the WUl;
When he is gone, I'll tell you more. [Exit.

Volp. My blood.

My spirits are return'd; I am alive:

And, like your wanton gamester at primero.
Whose thought had whisper'd to him, not go leas,

Methinks I He, and draw—for an encounter.

[The scene closes upon Volpone.

SCENE n.—The Passage leading to Volpone's Chamber.

Enter Mosca and Bonario.

Mos. Sir, here conceal'd, [shetcs him a closet.] you may hear ail-

But, pray you,
Have patience, sir; [knocking toithin.]

—the same's your father

knocks :

I am compell'd to leave you. [Exit.

Bon. Do so.—Yet
Cannot my thought imagine this a truth. [Goes into the cl)sei.

SCENE III.—Another Part of the same.

Enter Mosca and Cobvino, Celja following.

Mos. Death on me ! you are come too soon, what meant you ?

Did not I say, I would send ?

Corv. Yes, but I fear'd
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You might forget it, and then they prevent us.

Mos. Prevent! did e'er man haste so, for his horns?

A courtier would not ply it so, for a place. [Aside.

Well, now there is no helping it, stay here;

I'll presently return. [Exit.

Corv. Where are you, Celia ?

You know not wherefore I have brought you hither ?

Cd. Not well, except you told me.

Corv. Now, I will:

Hark hither. * [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—A Closet opening into a Gallery.

Enter MoscA and Bonaeio.

Mos. Sir, your father hath sent word.
It will be half an hour ere he come;
And therefore, if you please to walk the while

Into that gallery
—at the upper end.

There are some books to entertain the time:

And I'll take care no man shall come unto you, sir.

Bon. Yes, I will stay there.—I do doubt this fellow.

[Aside, and exit.

Mos. [looking after him.] There; he is far enough; he can
hear nothing:

And, for his father, I can keep him off. [Erit.

SCENE V.—Yolpone's Chamber.—Volpone on his couch.

MoscA sitting by him.

Enter Cobytno, forcing in Celia.

Corv. Nay, now, there is no starting back, and therefore,

Resolve upon it: I have so decreed.

It must be done. Nor would I move't afore.

Because I would avoid all shifts and tricks.

That might deny me.
Cd. Sir, let me beseech you.

Affect not these strange trials ;
if you doubt

My chastity, why, lock me up for ever;

Make me the heir of darkness. Let me live.

Where I may please your fears, if not your trust.

Corv. BeUeve it, I have no such humour, L
All that I speak I mean; yet I'm not mad;
Nor horn-mad, see you ? Go to, shew yourself

Obedient, and a wife.

Cd. heaven!
Corv. I say it.

Do so.

Cd. Was this the train T

Corv. I've told you reasons;
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What the physicians have set down: how much
It may concern me; what my engagements are;

My means; and the necessity of those means, n

For my recovery: wherefore, if you be '

Loyal, and mine, be won, respect my venture.

Cel. Before your honour ?
j

Corv. Honour! tut, a breath:

There's no such thing in nature: a mere term
Invented to awe fools. What is my gold
The worse for touching, clothes for being lookd on?

Why, this is no more. An old decrepit wretch,
That has no sense, no sinew; takes his meat
With others' fingers; only knows to gape,
When you do scald his gums; a voice, a shadow;
And, what can this man hurt you ?

Cel. Lord I what spirit
Is this hath enter'd him ? [Aside,

Corv. And for your fame.
That's such a jig; as if I would go tell it.

Cry it on the Piazza ! who shall know it,

But he that cannot speak it, and this fellow,

Whose Ups are in my pocket ? save yourself.

(If you'll proclaim' t, you may,) I know no otiier

Shall come to know it.

Cel. Are heaven and saints then nothing?
Will they be bUnd or stupid ?

Corv. How!
Cel. Good sir.

Be jealous still, emulate them ; and think

What hate they burn with toward every sin.

Corv. I grant you: if I thought it were a sin,

I would not urge you. Should I offer this

To some young Frenchman, or hot Tuscan blood
That had read Aretine, conn'd all his prints.
Knew every quirk within lust's labyrinth.
And were professed critic in lechery;
And I would look upon him, and applaud him.
This were a sin: but here, 'tis contrary.
A pious work, mere charity for physic.
And honest poUty, to assure mine own.

Cel. heaven ! canst thou sutler such a change ?

Volp. Thou art mine honour, Mosca, and my pride,

My joy, my tickUng, my deUght! Go bring them.
Mos. [odvaTicing.] Please you draw near, sir.

Corv. Come on, what—
You will not be rebellious ? by that light

—
Mos. Sir,

Signior Corvino, here, is come to see you.

Volp. Oh!
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Mos. And hearing of the consultation had.

So lately, for your health, is come to offer,

Or rather, sir, to prostitute
—

Corv. Thanks, sweet Mosca.

Mos. Freely, unask'd, or unintreated—
Corv. WeU.
Mos. As the true fervent instance of his love,

His own mast fair and proper wife; the beauty.

Only of price in Venice—
Corv. 'Tifl well urged.
Mos. To be your comfortress, and to preserve you.

Volp. Alas, I am past, abeady ! Pray you, thank him

For his good care and promptness ; but for that,

'Tis a vain labour e'en to fight 'gainst heaven;

Applying fire to stone—uh, uh, uh, uh ! [coughing.]

Making a dead leaf grow again. I take

His wishes gently, though; and you may tell him.

What I have done for him: marry, my state is hopeless.

Will him to pray for me; and to use his fortune

With reverence, when he comes to't.

Mos. Do you hear, sir ?

Go to him with your wife.

Corv. Heart of my father !

Wilt thou persist thus ? come, I pray thee, come.

Thou seest 'tis nothing, Celia. By this hand,

I shall grow violent. Come, do't, I say.

Cd. Sir, kill me, rather: I will take down poison.

Eat burning coals, do any thing.
—

Corv. Be damn'd!

Heart, I will drag thee hence, home, by the hair;

Cry thee a strumpet through the streets ; rip up

Thy mouth unto thine ears ; and slit thy nose,

Like a raw rochet!—Do not tempt me; come.

Yield, I am loth—Death ! I will buy some slave

Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him, alive;

And at my window hang you forth, devising

Some monstrous crime, which I, in capital letters.

Will eat into thy flesh with aquafortis.

And burning corsives, on this stubborn
breast.^

Now, by the blood thou hast incensed, I'll do it!

Cd. Sir, what you please, you may, I am your martyr.
Corv. Be not thus obstinate, I have not deserved it:

Think who it ia intreats you. 'Prithee, sweet;—
Gkxxi faith, thou shalt have jewels, gowns, attires.

What thou wilt think, and ask. Do but go kiss him.

Or touch him, but. For my sake.—At my suit.—
This once.—No ! not ! I shall remember this.

Will you disgrace me thus ? Do you thirst my undoing ?

Mos. Nay, gentle lady, be advised.
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Corv. No, no.

She has watx;h'd her time. Oda precious, this is scurvy,
"Tis very scurvy; and you are—

Mos. Nay, good sir.

Corv. An arrant locust, by heaven, a locust!

Whore, crocodile, that hast thy tears prepared.

Expecting how thou'lt bid them flow—
Mos. Nay, 'pray you, sir!

She will consider.

Cd. Would my life would serve

To satisfy
—

Corv. S'death ! if she would but speak to him.
And save my'reputation, it were somewhat;
But spightfully to affect my utter ruin !

Mos. Ay, now you have put your fortune in her hands.

Why i'faith, it is her modesty, I must quit her.

If you were absent, she would be more coming;
I know it: and dare undertake for her.

What woman can before her husband ? 'pray you.
Let us depart, and leave her here.

Corv. Sweet Celia,

Thou may'st redeem all, yet; I'll say no more:

If not, esteem yourself as lost. Nay, stay there,

[^Shuts the door, and exit with Mosca.

Cel. O God, and his good angels ! whither, whither.

Is shame fled human breasts ? that with such ease.

Men dare put off your honours, and their own T

Is that, which ever was a cause of life.

Now placed beneath the basest circumstance.
And modesty an exile made, for money ?

Volp. Ay, in Corvino, and such earth-fed minds,

[Leaping from his coueh.

That never tasted the true heaven of love.

Assure thee, Celia, he that would sell thee.

Only for hope of gain, and that uncertain,

He would have sold his part of Paradise

For ready money, had he met a cope-man.

Why art thou mazed to see me thus revived T

Rather applaud thy beauty's miracle;

'Tis thy great work: that hath, not now alone,

But sundry times raised me, in several shapes.

And, but this morning, like a mountebank.
To see thee at thy window: ay, before

I would have left my practice, for thy love.

In varying figures, I would have contended

With the blue Proteus, or the horned flood.

Now art thou welcome.
Cd. Sir!

Volp. Nay, fly me not.
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Nor let thy false imagination
That I was bed-rid, make thee think I am so:

Thou shalt not find it. I am, now, as fresh.

As hot, as high, and in as jovial plight.
As when, in that so celebrated scene.
At recitation of our comedy,
For entertainment of the great Valoia,
I acted young Antinous; and attracted

The eye? and ears of all the ladies present,
To admire each graceful gesture, note, and footing. [Sings.

Come, my CeUa, let us prove.
While we can, the sports of love,
Time will not be ours for ever.

He, at length, our good will sever;

Spend not then his gifts in vain;
Suns, that set, may rise again;
But if once we lose this hght,
'Tis with us perpetual night.

Why should we defer our joys ?

Fame and rumour are but toys.
Cannot we delude the eyes
Of a few poor household spies ?

Or his easier ears beguile.
Thus removed by our wile ?—
'Tis no sin love's fruits to steal:

But the sweet thefts to reveal;
To be taken, to be seen.
These have crimes accounted been.

Cd. Some serene blast me, or dire lightning strike

This my offending face !

Volp. Why droops my Celia?

Thou hast, in place of a base husband, found
A worthy lover: use thy fortune well.

With secrecy and pleasure. See, behold,
What thou art queen of; not in expectation,
As I feed others: but possess'd and crown'd.

See, here, a rope of pearl; and each, more orient

Than that the brave xEgyptian queen caroused:
Dissolve and drink them. See, a carbuncle,

May put out both the eyes of our St. Mark;
A diamond, would have bought Lolha PauUna,
When she came in like star-light, hid with jewels.
That were the spoils of provinces; take these.

And wear, and lose them: yet remains an ear-ring
To purchase them again, and this whole state.

A gem but worth a private patrimony.
Is nothing: we will eat such at a meal.
The heads of parrots, tongues of nightingales,
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V

The brains of peacocks, and of estriches.

Shall be our food: and, could we get the phcenii.

Though nature lost her kind, she were our dish.

Cel. Good sir, these things might move a mind affected

With suoh deUghts; but I, whose innocence

Is all I can think wealthy, or worth th' enjoying.
And which, once lost, I have nought to lose beyond it.

Cannot be taken with these sensual baita:

If you have conscience—
Volp. 'Tis the beggar's virtue;

If thou hast wisdom, hear me, CeUa. ^-x

Thy baths shall be the juice of July-flowers, ^

Spirit of roses, and of violets,
'

The milk of unicorns, and panthers' breath

Gather'd in bags, and mixt with Cretan wines.

Our drink shall be prepared gold and amber;
Which we will take, until my roof whirl round
With the vertigo: and my dwarf shall dance,

My eunuch sing, my fool make up the antic.

Whilst we, in changed shapes, act Ovid's tales,

Thou, like Europa now, and I like Jove,
Then I like Mars, and thou like Erycine:
So, of the rest, till we have quite run through.
And wearied all the fables of the gods.
Then will I have thee in more modern forms.
Attired like some sprightly dame of Fro-nce,

Brave Tuscan lady, or proud Spanish beauty;
Sometimes, unto the Persian sophy's -nife;

Or the grand signior's mistress; and, for change.
To one of our most artful courtezans,
Or some quick Negro, or cold Russian;
And I will meet thee in as many shapes:
Where we may so transfuse our wandering soula

Out at our Ups, and score up sums of pleasures, ISingt,

That the ciuious shall not know
How to tell them as they flow;
And the envious, when they find

What their number is, be pined.

Cd. If you have ears that will be pierced
—or eyea

That can be open'd—a heart that may be touch'd—
Or any part that yet sounds man about you—
If you have touch of holy saints—or heaven—
Do me the grace to let me 'scape

—if not,

Be bountiful and kill me. You do know,
I am a creature, hither ill betray'd.

By one, whose shame I would forget it were:

If you will deign me neither of these graces.
Yet feed your wrath, sir, rather than your lust.
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(It is a vice comes nearer manliness,)

And punish tiiat unhappy crime of nature,

Which you miscall my beauty: flay my face.

Or poison it with ointments, for seducing

Your blood to this rebellion. Rub these hands.

With what may cause an eating leprosy,

E'en to my bones and marrow: any thing.

That may disfavour me, save in my honour—
And I will kneel to you, pray for you, pay down

A thousand hourly vows, sir, for your health;

Report, and think you virtuous—
Volp. Think me cold,

Frozen and impotent, and so report me ?

That I had Nestor's hernia, thou wouldst think.

I do degenerate, and abuse my nation.

To plav with opportunity thus long;

I should have done the act, and then have parley d.
_

Yield, or I'U force thee. [Seizes her.

Cel. O! just God!

Volp. In vain— ,

Bon. [rushing in.] Forbear, foul ravisher, libidinous swmel

Free the forced lady, or thou diest, impostor.

But that I'm loth to snatch thy punishment
Out of the hand of justice, thou shouldst, yet.

Be made the timely sacrifice of vengeance.

Before this altar, and this dross, thy idol.—
Lady, let's quit the place, it is the den

Of villainy; fear nought, you have a guard:

And he, ere long, shall meet his just reward.

[Exeunt Bon. and Cel.

Volp. Fall on me, roof, and bury me in ruin t

Become my grave, that wert my shelter ! O !

I am unmask'd, unspirited, undone,

Betray'd to beggary, to infamy—
Enier Mosca, wounded and bleeding.

Mos. Where shall I run, most wretched shame of men,

To beat out my unlucky brains ?

Volp. Here, here.

What ! dost thou bleed ?

Mos. O that his well-driv'n sword

Had been so courteous to have cleft me down

Unto the navel, ere I Uved to see

My life, my hopes, my spirits, my patron, all

Thus desperately engaged, by my error 1

Volp. Woe on thy fortune !

Mos. And my follies, sir.

Volp- Thou hast made me miserable.

Mos. And myself, sir.
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Who would have thought he would have hearken'd so?

Volp. What shall we do ?

Mos. I know not; if my heart

Could expiate the mischance, I'd pluck it out.

Will you be pleased to hang me, or cut my throat?
And I'll requite you, sir. Let's die like Romans,
Since we have lived like Grecians. ^Knocking unlhin,

Volp. Hark 1 who's there 7

I hear some footing; officers, the saffi.

Come to apprehend us ! I do feel the brand

Hissing already at my forehead; now,
Mine ears are boring.

Mos. To your couch, sir, you.
Make that place good, however. [Volpone lies dovon, as before.']—Guilty men
Suspect what they deserve stUl.

Enter Cobbaccio.

Signior Corbaccio !

Corh. Why, how now, Mosca?
Mos. O, undone, amazed, sir.

Your son, I know not by what accident.

Acquainted with your purpose to my patron.

Touching your Will, and making him your heir,

Enter'd our house with violence, his sword drawn

Sought for you, call'd you wretch, unnatural,
Vow'd he would kill you.

Corh. Me!
Mos. Yes, and my patron.
Corh. This act shall disinherit him indeed;

Here is the Will.

Mos. 'Tis well, sir.

Corh. Right and well:

Be you as careful now for me.

ErUer Voltore, behind.

Mos. My Ufe, sir.

Is not more tender'd; I am only yours.
Corh. How does he ? will he die shortly, think'at thou 7

Mos. I fear

He'll outlast May.
Corb. To-day?
Mos. No, last out May, sir.

Corb. Could'st thou not give him a dram?
Moa. 0, by no means, sir.

Corb. Nay, I'll not bid you.
VoU. [coming fnncard.] This is a knave, I see.

Mos. [seeing Voltore.] How! signior Voltore! did he hear me?
[Aside.
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Volt. Parasite!

Mos. Who's that ?—O, sir, most timely welcome—
Volt. Scarce,

To the discovery of your tricks, I fear.

You are his, only ? and mine also, are you not ?

Mas. Who T I, sir ?

Voli. You, sir. What device is this

About a Will ?

Mos. A plot for you, sir.

Voli. Come,
Put not your foists upon me; I shall scent them.
Mos. Did you not hear it ?

Volt. Yes, I hear Corbaccio
Hath made your patron there his heir.

Mos. 'Tis true.

By my device, drawn to it by my plot,
With hope—

VoU. Your patron should reciprocate ?

And you have promised ?

Mos. For your good, I did, sir.

Nay, more, I told his son, brought, hid him here.

Where he might hear his father pass the deed:

Being persuaded to it by this thought, sir.

That the unnaturalness, first, of the act.

And then his father's oft disclaiming in him,

(Which I did mean t'help on,) would sure enrage him
To do some violence upon his parent,
On which the law should take sufficient hold,
And you be stated in a double hope:
Truth be my comfort, and my conscience,

My only aim was to dig you a fortune

Out of these two old rotten sepulchres
—

Volt. I cry thee mercy, Mosca.

Mos. Worth your patience,
And your great merit, sir. And see the change I

Voli. Why, what success ?

Mos. Most hapless ! you must help, sir.

Whilst we expected the old raven, in comes
Corvino's wife, sent hither by her husband—•

Volt. What, with a present ?

Mos. No, sir, on visitation;

(I'll tell you how anon;) and staying long.
The youth he grows impatient, rushes fortli,

Seizeth the lady, wounds me, makes her swear

(Or he would murder her, that was his vow)
To affirm my patron to have done her rape:
Which how unlike it is, you see ! and hence.
With that pretext he's gone, to accuse his father.

Defame my patron, defeat you—
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Volt. Where is her husband ?

Let him be sent for straight.
Mos. Sir, I'll go fetch him.

Volt. Bring him to the Scrutineo.

Mos. Sir, I M-ill.

Volt. This must be stopt.
Mos. you do nobly, sir.

Alas, 'twas labour'd all, sir, for your good;
Nor was there want of counsel in the plot:
But fortune can, at any time, o'erthrow

The projects of a hundred learned clerks, sir.

Corb. [listening.] What's that?

Volt. Will't please you, sir, to go along?
[Exit Corbaccio, followed by Voltore.

Mos. Patron, go in, and pray for our success.

Volp. [rising from hi^ couch.] Need makes devotion: heaven

your labour bless 1 [Exeunt.

ACT IV

SCENE I.—A Street.

Enter Sir Politick Wottld-be and Pebeqbxsb.

Sir P. I told you, sir, it was a plot; you see

What observation is 1 You mention'd me
For some instructions: I will tell you, sir,

(Since we are met here in this height of Venice,)

Some few particulars I have set down.

Only for this meridian, fit to be known
Of your crude traveller; and they are these.

I will not touch, sir, at your phrase, or clothes.

For they are old.

Per. Sir, I have better.

Sir P. Pardon,
I meant, as they are themes.

Per. O, sir, proceed:
I'll slander you no more of wit, good sir.

Sir P. First, for your garb, it must be grave and serious,

Very reserv'd and lock'd; not tell a secret

On any terms, not to your father; scarce

A fable, but with caution: make sure choice

Both of your company, and discourse; bewaro

You never speak a truth—
Per. Howl
Sir P. Not to strangers,

For those be they you must converse with most;
Others I would not know, sir, but at distance.

So aa I still might be a saver in them:
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You shall have tricks else past upon you hourly.

And then, for your religion, profess none,

But wonder at the diversity, of all:

And, for your part, protest, were there no other

But simply the laws o' the land, you could content you,

Nic. Machiavel, and Monsieur Bodin, both

Were of this mind. Then must you learn the use

And handhng of your silver fork at meals,

The metal of your glass; (these are main matters

With your ItaUan;) and to know the hour

When you must eat your melons, and your figs.

Per. Is that a point of state too ?

Sir P. Here it is:

For your Venetian, if he see a man
Preposterous in the least, he has him straight;

He has; he strips him. I'll acquaint you, sir,

I now have lived here, 'tis some fourteen months

Within the first week of my landing here.

All took me for a citizen of Venice,

I knew the forms so well—
Per. And nothing else. [Aside,

Sir P. I had read Contarene, took me a house.

Dealt with my Jews to furnish it with moveables—
Well, if I could but find one man, one man
To mine own heart, whom I dxu^t trust, I would—

Per. What, what, sir?

Sir P. Make him rich; make him a fortune:

He should not think again. I would command it.

Per. As how ?

Sir P. With certain projects that I have;
Which I may not discover.

Per. If I had
But one to wager with, I would lay odds now,
He tells me instantly. [Aside.

Sir P. One is, and that

I care not greatly who knows, to serve the state

Of Venice with red herrings for three years.
And at a certain rate, from Rotterdam,
Where I have correspondence. There's a letter.

Sent me from one o' the states, and to that purpose:
He cannot write his name, but that's his mark.

Per. He is a chandler ?

Sir P. No, a cheesemonger.
There are some others too with whom I treat

About the same negociation;
And I will undertake it: for, 'tis thus.

I'll do't with ease, I have cast it all: Your hoy
Carries but three men in her, and a boy:
And she shall make me three returns a year:

I—Q 489
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So, if there come but one of three, I save;
If two, I can defalk:—but this is now,
If my main project fail.

Per. Then you have others ?

Sir P. I should be loth to draw the subtle air

Of such a place, without my thousand aims.

I'll not dissemble, sir: where'er I come,
I love to be considerative ; and 'tis true,

I have at my free hours thought upon
Some certain goods unto the state of Venice,
Which I do call my Cautions; and, sir, which
I mean, in hope of pension, to propound
To the Great Council, then unto the Forty,
So to the Ten. My means are made already—

Per. By whom ?

Sir P. Sir, one that, though his place be obscure.
Yet he can sway, and they will hear him. He's
A commandador.

Per. What! a common aerjeant ?

Sir P. Sir, such as they are, put it in their mouths,
What they should say, sometimes,; as well as greater:
I think I have my notes to shew you— [Searching his 'pockets.

Per. Good sir.

Sir P. But you shall swear unto me, on your gentry.
Not to anticipate

—
Per. I, sir!

Sir P. Nor reveal

A circumstance My paper is not with me.
Per. O, but you can remember, sir.

Sir P. My first is

Concerning tinder-boxes. You must know.
No family is here without its box.

Now, sir, it being so portable a thing.
Put case, that you or I were ill afPected

Unto the state, sir; with it in our pockets.

Might not I go into the Arsenal,

Or you, com 3 out again, and none the wiser?

Per. Except yourself, sir.

Sir P. Go to, then. I therefore

Advertise to the state, how fit it were.
That none but such as were known patriots,
Sound lovers of their country, should be suffer'd

To enjoy them in their houses; and even those

Seal'd at some office, and at such a bigness
As might not lurk in pockets.

Per. Admirable!
Sir P. My next is, how to enquire, and be resolv'd.

By present demonstration, whether a ship.

Newly arrived from Soria, or from
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Any anspected part of all the Levant,

Be guilty of the plague: and where they use

To lie out forty, fifty days, sometimes.

About the Lazaretto, for their trial;

I'll save that charge and loss unto the merchant.

And in an hour clear the doubt.

Per. Indeed, sir !

.Sir P. Or—I will lose my labour.

Per. 'My faith, that's much.
Sir P. Nay, sir, conceive me. It will cost me in onions,

Some thirty livres—
Per. WMch is one pound sterling.

Sir P. Beside my water-works: for this I do, sir

First, I bring in your ship 'twixt two brick walls;

But those the state shall venture: On the one

I strain me a fair tarpauling, and in that

I stick my onions, cut in halves: the other

Is full of loop-holes, out at which I thrust

The noses of my bellows; and those bellows

I keep, with water-works, in perpetual motion.

Which is the easiest matter of a hundred.

Now, sir, your onion, which doth naturally
Attract the infection, and your bellows blowing
The air upon him, will show, instantly.

By his changed colour, if there be contagion;
Or else remain aa fair as at the first.

—Now it is known, 'tis nothing.
Per. You are right, sir.

Sir P. I would I had my note.

Per. 'Faith, so would I:

But you have done well for once, sir.

Sir P. Were I false,

Or would be made so, I could shew you reasons

How I could sell this state now to the Turk,

Spite of their gallies, or their— [Examining his papers.

Per. Pray you, sir Pol.

Sir P. I have them not about me.

Per. That I fear'd:

They are there, sir.

S'ir P. No, this is my diary.
Wherein I note my actions of the day.

Per. Pray you, let's see, sir. What is here? Notandum, [Reads.
A rat had gnawn my Sfur-leathers; notwithstanding,
I put on new, and did go forth: but first

I threw three beans over the threshold. Item,

I went and bought two tooth-picks, whereof one

I burst immediately, in a discourse

With a Dutch merchant, ^bout ragion del stato.

From him I went and paid a moccinigo
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For piecing my silk stockings; by the way
I cheapeu'd sprats; and at St. Mark's I urined.

'Faith these are politic notes !

Sir P. Sir, I do shp
No action of my life, but thus I quote it.

Per. Believe me, it is wise !

Sir P. Nay, sir, read forth.

Enter, at a distance, Lady Politick WorrLD-BE, Nano, and
ttoo Waiting-women.

Lady P. Where should this loose knight be, trow? sure

he's housed-

Nan. Why, then he's fast.

Lady P. Ay, he plays both with me.
I pray you stay. Tim heat will do more harm
To my complexion, than his heart is worth.

(I do not care to hinder, but to take him.)
How it comes off ! IBubbing her cfmeks.

1 Worn. My master's yonder.

Lady P. Where?
2 Worn. With a young gentleman.
Lady P. That same's the party;

In man's apparel! 'Pray you, sir, jog my knight:
I will be tender to his reputation.
However he demerit.

Sir P. [seeing her.] My lady 1

Per. Where?
iStV P. 'Tia she indeed, sir; you shall know her. Sho ia,

Were she not mine, a lady of that merit,

For fashion and behaviour; and for beauty
I durst compare—

Per. It seems you are not jealous,
That dare commend her.

Sir P. Nay, and for discourse—
Per. Being your wife, she cannot miss that.

Sir P. [introducing Per.] Madam,
Here is a gentleman, pray you, use him fairly;

He seems a youth, but he is—
Lady P. None.
Sir P. Yes, one

Has put hia face as soon into the world—
Lady P. You mean, as early ? but to-day ?

Sir P. How's this ?

Lady P. Why, in this habit, sir; you apprehend mar-
Well, master Would-be, this doth not become you;
I had thought the odour, sir, of your good name
Had been more precious to you ; that you would not

Have done this dire massacre on your honour;
One of your gravity and rank besides !
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But knights, I see, care little for the oath

I They make to ladies ; chiefly, their own ladies.

Sir P. Now, by my spurs, the symbol of my knighthood,—
Per. Lord, how his brain is humbled for an oath ! [Aside-

Sir P. I reach you not.

Lady P. Right, sir, yoiir poUcy
May bear it through thus.—Sir, a word with you. [To Per.

I would be loth to contest publicly
With any gentlewoman, or to seem

Proward, or violent, as the courtier says;
It comes too near rusticity in a lady,
Which I would shun by all means: and however
I may deserve from master Would-be, yet
Thave one fair gentlewoman thus be made
The unkind instrument to wrong another,
And one she knows not, ay, and to pers6ver;
In my poor judgment, is not warranted

From being a solecism in our sex.
If not in manners.

Per. How is this !

Sir P. Sweet madam.
Come nearer to your aim.

Lady P. Marry, and will, sir.

Since you provoke me with your impudence.
And laughter of your hght land-syren here,

Your Sporus, your hermaphrodite—
Per. What's here?

Poetic fury, and historic storms !

Sir P. The gentleman, beUeve it, is of worth.
And of our nation.

Lady P. Ay, your White-friars nation.

Come, I blush for you, master Would-be, I;

And am asham'd you should have no more forehead.
Than thus to be the patron, or St. George,
To a lewd harlot, a base fricatrice,

A female devil, in a male outside.

Sir P. Nay,
An you be such a one, I must bid adieu
To your delights. The case appears too liquid. [Exit.

Lady P. Ay, you may carry't clear, with your state-face!—
But for your carnival concupiscence.
Who here is fled for liberty of conscience,
From furious persecution of the marshal.
Her will I dis'ple.

Per. This is fine, i'faith 1

And do you use this often ? Is this part
Of your wit's exercise, 'gainst you have occasion?
Madam—
Lady P. Go to, sir.
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Per. Do you hear me, lady T

Why, if your knight have set you to beg shirta.

Or to invite me home, you might have done it

A nearer way, by far.

Lady P. This cannot work you
Out of my snare.

Per. Why, am I in it, then?
Indeed your husband told me you were fair.

And so you are; only your nose inclines,

That side that's next the sun, to the queen-apple.

Lady P. This cannot be endur'd by any patience.

Enter MosCA.

Mos. What is the matter, madam ?

Lady P. If the senate

Plight not my quest in this, I will protest them
To all the world, no aristocracy.
Moa. What is the injury, lady?
Lady P. Why, the callet

You told me of, here I have ta'en disguised.
Mos. Who ? this ! what means your ladyship ? the creature

I mention'd to you is apprehended now,
Before the senate; you shall see her—
Lady P. Where?
Mos. I'll bring you to her. This young gentleman,

I saw him land this morning at the port.

Lady P. Is't possible! how has my judgment wander'd?

Sir, I must, blushing, say to you, I have err'd;

And plead your pardon.
Per. What, more changes yet I

Lady P. I hope you have not the malice to remember
A gentlewoman's passion. If you stay
In Venice here, please you to use me, sir—
Mos. Will you go, madam ?

Lady P. 'Pray you, sir, use me; in faith,

The more you see me, the more I shall conceive

You have forgot our quarrel.

[Exeunt Lady Would-be, Mosca, Nana, and Waiting-xcomen.
Per. This is rare !

Sir Politick Would-be ? no; air Politick Bawd,
To bring me thus acquainted with his wife !

Well, wise sir Pol, since you have practised thus

Upon my freshman-ship, I'll try your salt-head.

What proof it is against a counter-plot. [Exit.

SCENE II.—The Scrutineo, or Senate-House.

Enter Voltobb, Corbaccio, Cobvtno, and Mosca.

Volt. Well, now you know the carriage of the business.

Your constancy is all that is required
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Unto the safety of it.

Mos. Is the lie

Safely convey'd amongst us ? is that sure ?

Knows every man his burden ?

Corv. Yes.

Mos. Then shrink not.

Corv. But knows the advocate the truth ?

Mos. O, sir.

By no means; I devised a formal tale,

That salv'd your reputation. But be valiant, sir.

Corv. I fear no one but him, that this his pleading
Should make him stand for a co-heir—

Mos. Co-halter!

Hang him; we will but use his tongue, his noise.

As we do croakers here.

Corv. Ay, what shall he do ?

Mos. When we have done, you mean T

Corv. Yes.
Mos. Why, we'll think:

Sell hjm for mummia; he's half dust already.
Do you not smile, [to VoUore.] to see this buffalo,

How he doth sport it with his head ?—I should.
If all were well and past. [Aside.]

—Sir, [to Corbaccio.] only yon
Are he that shall enjoy the crop of all,

And these not know for whom they toil.

Corb. Ay, peace.
Mos. [turning to Corvino.] But you shall eat it. Much! [Aside.]—Worshipful sir, [to Voltore.]

Mercury sit upon your thundering tongue.
Or the French Hercules, and make your language
As conquering as his club, to beat along.
As with a tempest, flat, our adversaries;
But much more yours, sir.

VoU. Here they come, have done.

Mos. I have another witness, if you need, sir,

I can produce.
VoU. Who is it?

Mos. Sir, I have her.

Enter Avocatori and take their seats, Bonaeio, Celia, Notario,
Commandadori, Saffi, and other Officers of justice.

1 Avoc. The like of this the senate never heard of.

2 Avoc. 'Twill come most strange to them when we report it.

4 Avoc. The gentlewoman has been ever held

Of unreproved name.
3 Avoc. So has the youth.
4 Avoc. The more unnatural part that of his father.

2 Avoc. More of the husband.
1 Avoc. I not know to give
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His act a name, it is 80 monstrous !

4 Avoc. But the impostor, he's a thing created

To exceed example !

1 Avoc. And all after-times!

2 Avoc. I never heard a true voluptuary
Described, but him.

3 Avoc. Appear yet those were cited ?

Not. All but the old magnifico, Volpoae.
1 Avoc. Why is not he here ?

Mos. Please yoiu: fatherhoods.
Here is his advocate: himself's so weak.
So feeble—

4 Avoc. What are you ?

Bon. His parasite.
His knave, his pandar: I beseech the court.

He may be forced to come, that your grave eyea

May bear strong witness of his strange impostures.
Volt. Upon my faith and credit with your virtues,

He is not able to endure the air.

2 Avoc. Bring him, however.

3 Avoc. We will see him.

4 Avoc. Fetch him.

VoU. Your fatherhoods' fit pleasures be obey'd;
{Exeunt Officers.

But sure, the sight will rather move your pities,

Than indignation. May it please the court,

In the mean time, he may be heard in me;
I know this place most void of prejudice.
And therefore crave it, since we have no reason

To fear our truth should hurt our cause.

3 Avoc. Speak free.

VoU. Then know, most honour'd fathers, I must now
Discover to your strangely abused ears,

The most prodigious and most frontless piece
Of solid impudence, and treachery,
That ever vicious nature yet brought forth

To shame the state of Venice. This lewd woman.
That wants no artificial looks or tears

To help the vizor she has now put on.

Hath long been known a close adulteress

To that lascivious youth there; not suspected,
I say, but known, and taken in the act

With him; and by this man, the easy husband,

Pardon'd; whose timeless bounty makes him now
Stand here, the most unhappy, innocent person.
That ever man's own goodness made accused.

For these not knowing how to owe a gift

Of that dear grace, but with their shame; being placed
So above all powers of their gratitude.
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Began to hate the benefit; and, in place

Of thanks, devise to extirpe the memory
Of such an act: wherein I pray your fatherhoods

To observe the mahce, yea, the rage of creatures

Discover'd in their evils; and what heart

Such take, even from their crimes:—but that anon

Will more appear.
—This gentleman, the father.

Hearing of this foul fact, with many others.

Which daily struck at his too tender ears.

And grieved in nothing more than that he could not

Preserve himself a parent, (his son's ills

Growing to that strange flood,) at last decreed

To disinherit him.

1 Avoc. These be strange turns 1

2 Avoc. The young man's fame was ever fair and honest.

VoU. So much more full of danger is his vice,

That can beguile so under shade of virtue.

But, as I said, my honour'd sires, his father

Having this settled purpose, by what means

To him betray'd, we know not, and this day

Appointed for the deed; that parricide,

I cannot style him better, by confederacy

Preparing this his paramour to be there,

Enter'd Volpone's house, (who was the man,
Your fatherhoods must understand, design'd

For the inheritance,) there sought his father:—
But with what purpose sought he him, my lords ?

I tremble to pronounce it, that a son

Unto a father, and to such a father,

Should have so foul, felonious intent !

It was to murder him: when being prevented

By his more happy absence, what then did he ?

Not check his wicked thoughts; no, now new deeds,

(Mischief doth never end where it begins)
An act of horror, fathers ! he dragg'd forth

The aged gentleman that had there lain bed-rid

Three years and more, out of his innocent couch.

Naked upon the floor, there left him; wounded
His servant in the face: and, with this strumpet
The stale to his forged practice, who was glad
To be so active,—(I shall here desire

Your fatherhoods to note but my collections,

As most remarkable,— ) thought at once to stop
His father's ends, discredit his free choice

In the old gentleman, redeem themselves.

By laying infamy upon this man.
To whom, with blushing, they should owe their lives.

1 Avoc. What proofs have you of this?

Bon. Most honoured fathers,

1_*Q 4S9
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I humbly crave there be no credit given
To this man's mercenary tongue.
2 Avoc. Forbear.

Bon. His soul moves in his fee.

3 Avoc. O, sir.

Bon. This fellow.

For six sols more, would plead against his Maker.
1 Avoc. You do forget yourself.
Volt. Nay, nay, grave fathers.

Let him have scope: can any man imagine
That he will spare his accuser, that would not
Have spared his parent?

1 Avoc. Well, produce your proofs.
Cel. I would I could forget I were a creature.

VoU. Signior Corbaccio ! iCorbaccio cojnesforward.
4 Avoc. What is he?
VoU. The father.

2 Avoc. Has he had an oath ?

Not. Yes.

Corb. What must I do now?
Not. Your testimony's craved.

Corb. Speak to the knave ?

I'll have my mouth first stopt with earth; my heart

Abhors his knowledge: I disclaim in him.
1 Avoc. But for what cause?

Corb. The mere portent of nature !

He is an utter stranger to my loins.

Bon. Have they made you to this ?

Corb. I will not hear thee,

Monster of men, swine, goat, wolf, parricide 1

Speak not, thou viper.
Bon. Sir, I will sit down.

And rather wish my innocence should suffer.

Than I resist the authority of a father.

Volt. Signior Corvino ! [Corvino comes fortaard.
2 Avoc. This is strange.
1 Avoc. Who's this ?

Not. The husband.

4 Avoc. Is he sworn ?

Not. He is.

3 Avoc. Speak, then.

Corv. This woman, please your fatherhoods, is a whore.
Of most hot exercise, more than a partrich.

Upon record—
1 Avoc. No more.

Corv. Neighs Uke a jennet.
Not. Preserve the honour of the court.

Corv. I shall,

And modesty of your most reverend ears.
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And yet I hope that I may say, these eyea
Have seen her glued unto that piece of cedar.

That fine well-timber'd gallant; and that here

The letters may be read, thorough the horn.
That make the story perfect.

Mos. Excellent! sir.

Corv. There is no shame in this now, is there ? [Aside to Mosca.

Mos. None.
Corv. Or if I said, I hoped that she were onward

To her damnation, if there be a hell

Greater than whore and woman; a good catholic

May make the doubt.

3 Avoc. His grief hath made him frantic.

1 Avoc. Remove him hence.

2 Avoc. Look to the woman. [Celia awoons.

Corv. Rare!

Prettily feign'd, again !

4 Avoc. Stand from about her.

1 Avoc. Give her the air.

3 Avoc. What can you say ? {To Mosca.

Mos. My wound.
May it please your wisdoms, speaks for me, received

In aid of my good patron, when he mist

His sought-for father, when that well-taught dame
Had her cue given her, to cry out, A rape !

Bon. O most laid impudence ! Fathers—
3 Avoc. Sir, be silent;

You had your hearing free, so must they theirs.

2 Avoc. I do begin to doubt the imposture here.

4 Avoc. This woman has too many moods.
Volt. Grave fathers,

She is a creature of a most profest
And prostituted lewdness.

Corv. Most impetuous.
Unsatisfied, grave fathers !

Volt. May her feignings
Not take your wisdoms: but this day she baited

A stranger, a grave knight, with her loose eyes.
And more lascivious kisses. This man saw them

Together on the water, in a gondola.
Mos. Here is the lady herself, that saw them too;

Without; who then had in the open streets

Pursued them, but for saving her knight's honour.

1 Avoc. Produce that lady.
2 Avoc. Let her come. [ExU Mosca.
4 Avoc. These things,

They strike with wonder.
3 Avoc. I am turn'd a stone.
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Re-enter Mosca toith Lady Would-be.

Mos. Be resolute, madam.

Lady P. Ay, this same is she. [Poinling to Celia.

Out, thou cameUon harlot ! now thine eyes
Vie tears with the hyaena. Dar'st thou look

Upon my wronged face ?—I cry your pardons,
I fear I have forgettingly transgrest

Against the dignity of the court— '

.

2 Avoc. No, madam.
Lady P. And been exorbitant—
2 Avoc. You have not, lady.
4 Avoc. These proofs are strong.

Lady P. Surely, I had no purpose
To scandahse your honours, or my sex's.

3 Avoc. We do beUeve it.

Lady P. Surely, you may beUeve it.

2 Avoc. Madam, we do.

Lady P. Indeed you may; my breeding
Is not so coarse—
4 Avoc. We know it.

Lady P. To offend

With pertinacy
—

3 Avoc. Lady—
Lady P. Such a presence 1

No surely.
1 Avoc. We well think it.

Lady P. You may think it.

1 Avoc. Let her o'ercome. What witnesses have you
To make good your report ?

Bon. Our consciences.

Cel. And heaven, that never fails the innocent.

4 Avoc. These are no testimonies.

Bon. Not in your courts.

Where multitude, and clamour overcomes.

1 Avoc. Nay, then you do wax insolent.

Re-enter Officers, bearing Volpone on a cotick.

Volt. Here, here.

The testimony comes, that will convince,

And put to utter dumbness their bold tongues:
See here, grave fathers, here's the ravisher.

The rider on men's wives, the great impostor,
The grand voluptuary ! Do you not think

These hmbs should affect venery ? or these eyes
Covet a concubine? pray you mark these hands;
Are they not fit to stroke a lady's breasts ?—
Perhaps he doth dissemble !
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Bon. So he does.

VoU. Would you have him tortured ?

Bon. I would have him proved.
VoU. Best try him then with goads, or burning irons;

Put him to the strappado: I have heard

The rack hath cured the gout; 'faith, give it him.
And help him of a malady; be courteous.

I'll undertake, before these honour'd fathers,

He shall have yet as many left diseases.

As she has known adulterers, or thou strumpets.
—

O, my most equal hearers, if these deeds.

Acts of this bold and most exorbitant strain,

May pass with sufferance, what one citizen

But owes the forfeit of his life, yea, fame,
To him that dares traduce him 7 which of you
Are safe, my honour'd fathers ? I would ask.

With leave of your grave fatherhoods, if their plot
Have any face or colour like to truth ?

Or if, unto the dullest nostril here,

It smell not rank, and most abhorred slander ?

I crave your care of this good gentleman,
WTiose life is much endanger'd by their fable;

And as for them, I will conclude with this,

That vicious persons, when they're hot and flesh'd

In impious acts, their constancy abounds:

Damn'd deeds are done with greatest confidence.

1 Avoc. Take them to custody, and sever them.

2 Avoc. 'Tis pity two such prodigies should live.

1 Avoc. Let the old gentleman be return'd with care.

[Exeunt Officers with Volpone.
Fm sorry our credulity hath wrong'd him.

4 Avoc. These are two creatures !

3 Avoc. I've an earthquake in me.

2 Avoc. Their shame, even in their cradles, fled their facee.

4 Avoc. You have done a worthy service to the state, sir,

In their discovery. [To VoU.

1 Avoc. You shall hear, ere night.
What punishment the court decrees upon them.

[Exeunt Avocai., Not., and Officers with Bonario and Cdia.

VoU. We thank your fatherhoods.—How like you it ?

M08. Rare.

rd have your tongue, sir, tipt with gold for this;

Fd have you be the heir to the whole city;
The earth I'd have want men, ere you want living:

They're bound to erect your statue in St. Mark's.

Signior Corvino, I would have you go
And shew yourself, that you have conquer'd.

Corv. Yes.

Mos. It was much better that you should profess



466 Ben Jonson's Plays

Yourself a cuckold thus, than that the other

Should have been proved.
Corv. Nay, I consider'd that:

'

Now it is her fault.

Mos. Then it had been yours.
Corv. True; I do doubt this advocate still.

Mos. I' faith

You need not, I dare ease you of that care.

Corv. I trust thee, Mosca. [Exit.
Mos. As your own soul, sir.

Corb. Mosca!
Mos. Now for your business, sir.

Corb. How ! have you business T

Mos. Yes, your's, sir.

Corb. O, none else?

Mos. None else, not I.

Corb. Be careful, then.

Mos. Rest you with both your'eyes, sir.

Corb. Dispatch it.

Mos. Instantly.
Corb. And look that all,

Whatever, be put in, jewels, plate, moneys.
Household stuff, bedding, curtains.

Mos. Curtain-rings, sir:

Only the advocate's fee must be deducted.

Corb. I'll pay him now; you'll be too prodigal,
Mos. Sir, I must tender it.

Corb. Two chequines is well.

Mos. No, six, sir.

Corb. 'Tis too much.
Mos. He talk'd a great while;

You must consider that, sir.

Corb. Well, there's three—
Mos. I'll give it him.
Corb. Do so, and there's for thee. [Exit,
Mos. Bountiful bones! What horrid strange offence

Did he commit 'gainst nature, in his youth.

Worthy this age? [Aside.]
—You see, sir, [to VoU.] how I work

Unto vour ends: take you no notice.

Voli. No,
I'll leave you. [Exit.

Mos. All is yours, the devil and all:

Good advocate!—Madam, I'll bring you home.

Lady P. No, I'll go see your patron.
Mos. That you shall not:

I'll tell you why. ^ly purpose is to urge

My patron to reform his Will ; and for

The zeal you have shewn to-day, whereas before

You were but third or fourth, you shall be now
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Put in the first: whioh would appear as begg'd,
If you were present. Therefore—
Lady P. You shall sway me. [ExeunL

ACT V
SCENE I.—A Room in Volpone's House.

Enter Volpone.

VoPp. Well, I am here, and all this brunt is past.

I ne'er was in dislike with my disguise
Till this fled moment: here 'twas good, in private;
But in your pubUc,—cave whilst I breathe.

'Fore God, my left leg 'gan to have the cramp.
And I apprehended straight some power had struck me
With a dead palsy: Well! I must be merry.
And shake it off. A many of these fears

Would put me into some villainous disease.

Should they come thick upon me: I'll prevent 'em.

Give me a bowl of lusty wine, to fright
This humoiu" from my heart. [Drinks.]

—Hum, hum, hum I

'Tis almost gone already; I shall conquer.

Any device, now, of rare ingenious knavery.
That would possess me with a violent laughter.
Would make me up again. [Drinks again.]

—So, so, so, so!

This heat is life; 'tis blood by this time:—Mosca!

Enter Mosca.

Mas. How now, sir? does the day look clear again?
Are we recover' d, and wrought out of error.

Into our way, to see our path before us?

Is our trade free once more ?

Volp. Exquisite Mosca !

Mos. Was it not carried learnedly ?

Volp. And stoutly:
Good wits are greatest in extremities.

Mos. It were a folly beyond thought, to trust

Any grand act unto a cowardly spirit:

You are not taken with it enough, methinks.

Volp. O, more than if I ha.d enjoy'd the wench:
The pleasure of all woman-kind's not like it.

Mos. Why now you speak, sir. We must here be fix'd;

Here we must rest; this is our master-piece;
We cannot think to go beyond this.

Volp. True,
Thou hast play'd thy prize, my precious Mosca.

Mos. Nay, sir,

To gull the court—
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Volp. And quite divert the torrent

Upon the innocent.

JIo3. Ye3, and to make
So rare a music out of discords—

^

Volp. Right.
That yet to me's the strangest, how thou hast borne itl

That these, being so divided 'mongst themselves.
Should not scent somewhat, or in me or thee,

Or doubt their own side.

Mos. True, they will not see't.

Too much Ught blinds them, I think. Each of them
Is so possest and stuft with his own hopes.
That any thing unto the contrary.
Never so true, or never so apparent,
Never so palpable, they will resist it—

Volp. Like a temptation of the devil.

Mos. Right, sir.

Merchants may talk of trade, and your great signiora
Of land that yields well; but if Italy 1

Have any glebe more fruitful than these fellows,

I am deceiv'd. Did not your advocate rare ?

Volp. O—My most honour'd fathers, my grave fathers.
Under correction of your fatherhoods.
What face of truth is here ? If these strange deeds

May pass, most honoured fathers
—I had much ado

To forbear laughing.
Mos. It seem'd to me, you sweat, sir.

Volp. In troth, I did a little.

Mos. But confess, sir.

Were you not daunted ?

Volp. In good faith, I was
A little in a mist, but not dejected;

Never, but still my self.

M08. I tliink it, sir.

Now, so truth help me, I must needs say this, sir.

And out of conscience for your advocate.
He has taken pains, in faith, sir, and deserv'd.

In my poor judgment, I speak it under favour, i

Not to contrary you, sir, very richly
—

Well—to be cozen'd.

Volp. Troth, and I think so too.

By that I heard him, in the latter end.

Mos. 0, but before, sir: had you heard him first

Draw it to certain heads, then aggravate,
Then use his vehement figures

—I look'd still

When he would shift a sliirt: and, doing this

Out of pure love, no hope of gain
—

Volp. 'Tis right.

I cannot answer him, Mosca, as I would.
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Not yet; but for thy sake, at thy entreaty,
I will begin, even now—to vex them all,

This very instant.

Mos. Good sir.

Volp. Call the dwarf
And eunuch forth.

Mos. Castrone, Xanol

Enter Castbo^te arid Nano.

Nano. Here.

Volp. Shall we have a jig now 7

Mos. What you please, sir.

Volp. Go,

Straight give out about the streets, you two,
That I am dead; do it with constancy,

Sadly, do you hear ? impute it to the grief

Of this late slander. [Exeunt Cast, and Nano.

Mos. What do you mean, sir ?

Volp. O,
I shall have instantly my Vulture, Crow,

Raven, come flying hither, on the news.
To peck for carrion, my she-wolf, and all,

Greedy, and full of expectation
—

Mos. And then to have it ravish'd from their mouths I

Volp. 'Tis true. I will have thee put on a gown.
And take upon thee, as thou wert mine heir:

Shew them a will: Open that chest, and reach

Forth one of those that has the blanks; I'll straight
Put in thy name.

Mos. It will be rare, sir. [Gives him a paper.

Volp. Ay,
When they ev'n gape, and find themselves deluded—
Mos. Yes.

Volp. And thou use them scurvily !

Dispatch, get on thy gown.
Mos. [putting on a govm.] But what, sir, if they ask

After the body ?

Volp. Say, it was corrupted.
Mos. m say, it stunk, sir; and was fain to have it

Coffin'd up instantly, and sent away.
Volp. Any thing; what thou wilt. Hold, here's my wilL

Get thee a cap, a count-book, pen and ink.

Papers afore thee; sit as thou wert taking
An inventory of parcels: I'll get up
Behind the curtain, on a stool, and hearken;
Sometime peep over, see how they do look,

With what degrees their blood doth leave their faces,

O, 'twill afford me a rare meal of laughter!
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Moa. [putting on a cap, and setting ovi the table, etc."] Yoxu
advocate will turn stark dull upon it.

Volp. It will take off his oratory's edge.
Mos. But your clarissimo, old round-back, he

Will crump you like a hog-louse, with the touch.

Volp. And what Corvino T

Mos. O, sir, look for him.
To-morrow morning, with a rope and dagger.
To visit all the streets; he must run mad.

My lady too, that came into the court.
To bear false witness for your worship—

Volp. Yes,
And kiss'd me 'fore the fathers, when my face

Flow'd all with oils.

Moa. And sweat, sir. Why, your gold
Is such another med'cine, it dries up
All those offensive savours: it transforms
The most deformed, and restores them lovely.
As 'twere the strange poetical girdle. Jove
C!ould not invent t' himself a shroud more subtle

To pass Acrisius' guards. It is the thing
Makes all the world her grace, her youth, her beauty.

Volp. I think she loves me.
Mos. Who ? the lady, sir ?

She's jealous of *you.

Volp. Dost thou say so T [Knocking within

Mos. Hark,
There's some already.

Volp. Look.
Moa. It is the Vulture;

He has the quickest scent.

Volp. I'll to my place.
Thou to thy posture. [Goes behind the curtain

Mos. 1 am set.

Volp. But, Mosca,

Play the artificer now, torture them rarely.

Enter Voltoee.

Volt. How now, my Mosca ?

Mos. [writing.] Turkey carpets, nine—
Volt. Taking an inventory 1 that is well.

Mos. Tioo suits of bedding, tissue—
Volt. Where's the Will ?

Let me read that the while.

Enter Servants, with Coebaccio in a chair.

Corb. So, set me down.
And get you home. [Ezeunt Servanta,

Volt. Is he come now, to trouble ua !
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Mos. Of cloth of gold, two more—
Corb. Is it done, Mosca ?

Mos. Of several velvets eight
—

Volt. I like his care.

Corb. Dost thou not hear T

Enter Cobvesto.

Corb. Ha ! is the hour come, Mosca 7

VoVp. [peeping over the curtain.] Ay, now they muster.

Corv. What does the advocate here.

Or this Corbaccio T

Corb. What do these here ?

Enter Lady Pol. Would-be.

Lady P. Mosca!
Is hia thread spun ?

Mos. Eight chests of linen—
Volp. O,

My fine dame Would-be, too 1

Corv. Mosca, the Will,

That I may shew it these, and rid them hence.

Mos. Six chests of diaper, four of dainash.—There.

[Gives them the Will carelessly, over his shovlder.

Corb. Is that the Will?

Mos. Dovm-beds and bolsters—
Volp. Rare!

Be busy still. Now they begin to flutter:

They never think of me. Look, see, see, see!

How their swift eyes run over the long deed.

Unto the name, and to the legacies,

What is bequeathed them there—
Mos. Ten suits of hangings

—
Volp. Ay, in their garters, Mosca. Now their hopes

Are at the gasp.
Volt. Mosca the heir 1

Corb. What's that?

Volp. My advocate is dumb; look to my merchant,

He has heard of some strange storm, a ship is lost.

He faints; my lady will swoon. Old glazen eyes.

He hath not reach'd his despair yet.

Corb. All these

Are out of hope; I am, sure, the man. [Takes the WiU,

Corv. But, Mosca—
Mos. Two cabinets.

Corv. Is this in earnest ?

Mob. One

Of ebony
—

Corv. Or do you but delude me ?

Mos. The other, mother of pearl
—I am very busy.



472 Ben Jonson's Plays

Good faith, it is a fortune thrown upon me—
Item, one salt of agate—not my seeking.

Lady P. Do you hear, sir ?

Mos, A perfumed box—'Pray you forbear,
You see I'm troubled—made of an onyx—
Lady P. How!
Mas. To-morrow or next day, I shall be at leisiirQ

To talk with you all.

Corv. Is this my large hope's issue 7

Lady P. Sir, I must have a fairer answer.
Mos. Madam !

Marry, and shall: 'pray you, fairly quit my house.

Nay, raise no tempest with your looks ; but hark you.
Remember what your ladyship oflter'd me
To put you in an heir; go to, think on it:

And what you said e'en your best madams did
For maintenance : and why not you ? Enough.
Go home, and use the poor sir Pol, your knight, well.
For fear I tell some riddles; go, be melancholy.

'[Exit Lady Would -bt.

Volp. 0, my fine devil !

Corv. Mosoa, 'pray you a word.
Mos. Lord ! will you not take your dispatch hence yet T

Methinks, of all, you should have been the example.
Why should you stay here ? with what thought, what promise 7

Hear you; do you not know, I know you an ass.

And that you would most fain have been a wittol.
If fortune would have let you? that you are

A declared cuckold, on good terms 7 This pearl.
You'll say, was yours? right: this diamond?m not deny't, but thank you. Much here else?

It may be so. Why, think that these good works

May help to hide your bad. I'll not betray you;
Although you be but extraordinary.
And have it only in title, it sufficeth:

Go home, be melancholy too, or mad. [Exit Comno.
Volp. Rare Mosca! how his villainy becomes him!
Volt. Certain he doth delude all these for me.

Corb. Mosca the heir !

Volp. 0, his four eyes have found it.

Corb. 1 am cozen'd. cheated, by a paraeite slave;

Harlot, thou hast gull'd me.
Mos. Yes, sir. Stop your mouth.

Or I shall draw the only tooth is left.

Are not you he, that filthy covetous wretch.
With the three legs, that here, in hope of prey,

Have, any time this three years, snulTd about.

With your most grovelling nose, and would have hired

Me to the poisoning of my patron, sir 7
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Are not you he that have to-day in coiirt

Profess'd the disinheriting of your son ?

Perjured yourself ? Go home, and die, and stink.

If you but croak a syllable, all comes out:

Away, and call your porters! [Exit Corbaccio.] Go, go, etink.

Volp. Excellent varlet!

Volt. Now, my faithful Mosca,
I find thy constancy.

Mos. Sir!

Volt. Sincere.

Mos. [writing.] A table

Of porphyry
—I marie you'll be thus troublesome.

Volt. Nay, leave off now, they are gone.
Mos. Why, who are you ?

What! who did send for you ? O, cry you mercy.
Reverend sir 1 Good faith, I am grieved for you,
That any chance of mine should thus defeat

Your (I must needs say) most deserving travails:

But I protest, sir, it was cast upon me,
And I could almost wish to be without it.

But that the will o' the dead must be observ'd.

Marry, my joy is that you need it not;

You have a gift, sir, (thank yoar education,)

Will never let you want, while there are men.
And malice, to breed causes. Would I had
But half the like, for all my fortune, sir !

If I have any suits, as I do hope,

Things being so easy and direct, I shall not,

I will make bold with your obstreperous aid.

Conceive me,—for your fee, sir. In mean time,

You that have so much law, I know have the conscience

Not to be covetous of what is mine.

Good sir, I thank you for my plate; 'twill help
To set up a young man. Good faith, you look

As you were costive; best go home and purge, sir. [Exit Voltore.

Volp. [comesfrom behind the curtain.] Bid him eat lettuce welL

My witty mischief.

Let me embrace thee. that I could now
Transform thee to a Venus !

—Mosca, go,

Straight take my habit of clarissimo.

And walk the streets; be seen, torment them more:

We must pursue, as well as plot. Who would
Have lost this feast ?

Mos. I doubt it will lose them.

Volp. O, my recovery shall recover all.

That I could now but think on some disguise
To meet them in, and ask them questions:
How I would vex them still at every turnl

Mos. Sir, I can fit you.
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Volp. Canst thou 7

Mo8. Yea, I know
One o' the commandadori, sir, so like you;
Him will I straight make drunk, and bring you his habit.

Volp. A rare disguise, and answering thy brain !

O, I will be a sharp disease unto them.
Mos. Sir, you must look for curses—
Volp. Till they burst;

The Fox fares ever best when he is curst. [Exfiunt.

SCEXE 11.—^ Hall in Sir Politick's House.

Enter Pebbgbinb disguised, and three ^Merchants.

Per. Am I enough disguised ?

1 Mer. I warrant you.
Per. All my ambition is to fright him only.
2 Mer. If you could ship him away, 'twere excellent.

3 Mer. To Zant, or to Aleppo 7

Per. Yes, and have his

Adventures put i' the Book of Voyages,
And his gull'd story register'd for truth.

Well, gentlemen, when I am in a while,
And that you think us warm in our discourse.

Know your approaches.
1 Mer. Trust it to our care. [Exeunt Merchants,

Enter Waiting-woman.
Per. Save you, fair lady ! Is sir Pol within 7

Worn. I do not know, sir.

Per. Pray you say unto him.
Here is a merchant, upon earnest business.
Desires to speak with him.

Worn. I will see, sir. [Exit.
Per. Pray you.—

I see the family is all female here.

Re-enter Waiting-woman.
Worn. He says, sir, he has weighty affairs of state.

That now require him whole; some other time

You may possess him.
Per. Pray you say again.

If those require him whole, these will exact him.
Whereof I bring him tidings. [Exit Woman.]—What might be
His grave affair of state now! how to make
Bolognian sausages here in Venice, sparing
One o' the iugredienta ?

Re-enter Waiting-woman.
Worn. Sir, he says, he knows

By your word tidings, that you are no statesman.
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Per. Sweet, pray you return him;
I have not read so many proclamations,
And studied them for words, as he has done—
But—here he deigns to come. I Exit Womin

Enter Sir Politick.

Sir P. Sir, I must crave

Your courteous pardon. There hath chanced to-day,

Unkind disaster 'twixt my lady and me;
And I was penning my apology.
To give her satisfaction, as you came now.

Per. Sir, I am grieved I bring you worse disaster:

The gentleman you met at the port to-day,
That told you, he was newly arrived—

.S'tV P. Ay, was
A fugitive punk T

Per. No, sir, a spy set on you;
And he has made relation to the senate.

That you protest to him to have a plot
To sell the State of Venice to the Turk.

Sir P. O me 1

Per. For which, warrants are sign'd by this time.

To apprehend you, and to search your study
For papers

—
iStV P. Alas, sir, I have none, but notes

Drawn out of play-books
—

Per. All the better, sir.

Sir P. And some essays. What shall I do ?

Per. Sir, best

Convey yourself into a sugar-chest;

Or, if you could lie round, a frail were rare,

And I could send you aboard.

Sir P. Sir, 1 but talk'd so.

For discoiu^e sake merely. [Knocking voiihin.

Per. Hark ! they are there.

Sir P. I am a wretch, a wretch !

Per. What will you do, sir ?

Have you ne'er a currant-butt to leap into ?

They'U put you to the rack; you must be sudden.

Sir P. Sir, I have an ingine
—

3 Mer. [within.'] Sir PoUtick Would-be !

2 Mer. \within.] Where is he?

Sir P. That I have thought upon before time.

Per. What is it ?

Sir P. I shall ne'er endure the torture.

Marry, it is, sir, of a tortoise-shell.

Fitted for these extremities: pray you, sir, help me.

Here I've a place, sir, to put back my legs.
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Please you to lay it on, sir, [lies doxcn while Peregrine place*
the shell upon him.]—with this cap,

And my black gloves. I'll lie, sir, like a tortoise,

'Till they are gone.
Per. And call you this an ingine ?

Sir P. Mine own device Good sir, bid my wife's women
To burn my papers. [Exit Peregriru.

The three Merchants rush in.

1 Mer. Where is he hid ?

3 Mer. We must.
And will sure find him.

2 Mer. Which is his study ?

Re-enter Pekegrine.

1 Mer. What
Are you, sir ?

Per. I am a merchant, that came here

To look upon this tortoise.

3 Mer. How !

1 Mer. St. Mark!
What beeist is this !

Per. It is a fish.

2 Mer. Come out here !

Per. Nay, you may strike him, sir, and tread upon him;
He'll bear a cart.

1 Mer. What, to run over him 7

Per. Yes, sir.

3 Mer. Let's jump upon him.

2 Mer. Can he not go ?

Per. He creeps, sir.

1 Mer. Let's see him creep.
Per. No, good sir, you will hurt him.

2 Mer. Heart, I will see him creep, or prick his guts.
3 Mer. Come out here!

Per. Pray you, sir !
—Creep a little. [Aside to Sir Politick.

1 Mer. Forth.

2 Mer. Yet farther.

Per. Good sir !
—

Creep.
2 Mer. We'll see his legs.

[They puU off the shell and discover him.

3 Mer. Ods so, he has garters!
1 Mer. Ay, and gloves !

2 Mer. Is this

Your fearful tortoise ?

Per. [discovering himself.] Now, sir Pol, we are everj
For your next project I shall be prepared:
I am sorry for the funeral of your notes, sir.

1 Mer. 'Twere a rare motion to be seen in Fleet-street.

I!
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2 Mer. Ay, in the Term.

1 Mer. Or Smithfield, in the fair.

3 MeT. Methinka 'tis but a melancholy sight.

Per. Farewell, most politic tortoise!

[ExeurU, Per. and MercharUa.

Re-enter Waiting-woman.

Sir P. Wtere'a my lady?
Knows she of this ?

Worn. I know not, sir. ~>

Sir P. Enquire.— /

0, I shall be the fable of all feasts, /

The freight of the gazetti, ship-boy's tale;

Ani, which is worst, even talk for ordinaries.

Worn. My lady's come most melancholy home.
And says, sir, she will straight to sea, for physic.

Sir P. And I to shun this place and clime for ever,
j

Creeping with house on back, and think it well

To shrink my poor head in my politic shell. ,' [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—^ Room in Volpone's House.

Enter Mosoa in the habit of a Clarissimo, and Volponb in

that of a Commandadore.

Volp. Am I then like him ?

Mos. O, sir, you are he:

No man can sever you.

Volp. Good.
Mos. But what am 1 7

Volp. 'Fore heaven, a brave clarissimo; thou becom'st itl

Pity thou wert not bom one.

Mos. U I hold

My made one, 'twill be welL [Aside,

Volp. I'll go and see

What news first at the court. [Exit.

Mos. Do so. My Fox
Is out of his hole, and ere he shall re-enter,

I'll make him languish in his borrow'd case,

Except he come to composition with me.—
Androgyne, Castrone, Nano !

Enter Andboqyno, Castbone, aiid Nako.

AU. Here.
Mos. Go, recreate yourselves abroad; go sport.

— [Exeunt.

So, now I have the keys, and am possest.

Since he will needs be dead afore his time,

I'll bury him, or gain by him: I am his heir.

And BO will keep me, till he share at least.

To cozen him of all, were but a cheat
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Well placed; no man would construe it a sin:

Let his sport pay for't. This is call'd the Fox-trap. [Exit.

SCEXE IV.—^ Street.

Enter Corbaccio and Cobvtno.

Corb. They say, the court is set.

Corv. We must maintain
Our first tale good, for both our reputations.

Corb. Why, mine's no tale: my son would there have kill'd me.
Corv. That's true, I had forgot:

—mine is, I'm sure. [AHde.
But for your Will, sir.

Corb. Ay, I'll come upon him
For that hereafter, now his patron's dead-

Enter Volpone,

Volp. Signior Corvino I and Corbaccio! sir,

Much joy unto you.
Corv. Of what ?

Volp. The sudden good
Dropt down upon you—

Corb. Where?
Volp. And none knows how,

From old Volpone, sir.

Corb. Out, arrant knave !

Volp. Let not your too much wealth, sir, make you furioua.

Corb. Away, thou varlet!

Volp. Why, sir?

Corb. Dost thou mock me?
Volp. You mock the world, sir ; did you not change Wills ?

Corb. Out, harlot!

Volp. O ! belike you are the man,
Signior Corvino? 'faith, you carry it well;

You grow not mad withal; I love your spirit:
You are not over-leaven'd with your fortune.

You should have some would swell now, like a wine-fat.
With such an autumn Did he give you all, sir?

Corv. Avoid, you rascal !

Volp. Troth, your wife has shewn
Herself a very woman ; but you are well.

You need not care, you have a good estate,

To bear it out, sir, better by tliis chance:

Except Corbaccio have a share.

Corb. Hence, varlet.

Volp. You will not be acknown, sir; why, 'tis wise.

Thus do all gamesters, at all games, dissemble:

No man will aeem to win. [Exeunt Corvino and Corbaccio.]
—Here

comes my vulture.

Heaving his beak up in the air, and snuffing.
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Enter Voltoeb.

Volt. Outstript thus, by a parasite! a slave.

Would run on errands, and make legs for crumbs I

Well, what I'U do-
Volp. The court stays for your worship.

I e'en rejoice, air, at your worship's happiness.
And that it fell into so learned hands.
That understand the fingering

—
Volt. What do you mean ?

Volp. I mean to be a suitor to your worship.
For the email tenement, out of reparations,

That, to the end of your long row of houses,

By the Piscaria: it was, in Volpone's time.

Your predecessor, ere he grew diseased,

A handsome, pretty, custom'd bawdy-house
As any was in Venice, none dispraised;
But fell with him: his body and that house

Decay'd together.
VoU. Come, sir, leave your prating.

Volp. Why, if your worship give me but your hand.
That I may have the refusal, I have done.

'Tis a mere toy to you, sir; candle-rents;

As vour learn'd worship knows—
Volt. What do I know ?

Volp. Marry, no end of your wealth, sir; God decrease it!

VoU. Mistaking knave! what, mock'st thou my misfortune?
j

[Exit.

Volp. His blessing on your heart, sir ; would 'twere more !
—

Now to my first again, at the next corner. [Exit.

SCENE Y.—Another part of the Street.

Enter Cobbaccio and Corvtno;—Mosca passes over the

Stage, befr/re them.

Corh. See, in our habit! see the impudent varlet!

Corv. That I could shoot mine eyes at him hke gun-stonea I

Enter Volpone.

Volp. But is this true, sir, of the parasite ?

Corb. Again, to afflict us ! monster !

Volp. In good faith, sir,

I'm heartily grieved, a beard of your grave length
Should be so over-reach'd. I never brook'd

That parasite's hair; methought his nose should cozen:

There still was somewhat in his look, did promifie
The bane of a clarissimo.

Corb. Knave-
Volp. Methinks
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Yet you, that are ao traded in the world,
A witty merchant, the fine bird, Corvino,
That have such moral emblems on your name.
Should not have sung your shame, and dropt your cheese.
To let the Fox laugh at your emptiness.

Corv. Sirrah, you thini the privilege of the place,
And your red saucy cap, that seema to me
Nail'd to your jolt-head with those two chequinee,
Can warrant your abuses; come you hither:

You shall perceive, sir, I dare beat you ; approach.

Volp. No haste, sir, I do know your valour well,

Since you durst publish what you are, sir.

Corv. Tarry,
I'd speak with you.

Volp. Sir, sir, another time—
Corv. Nay, now.

Volp. lord, sir 1 I were a wise man.
Would stand the fury of a distracted cuckold.

[As he is running off, re-enter Moa&a,
Corb. What, come again !

Volp. Upon 'em, Mosca; save me.
Corb. The air's infected where he breathes.

Corv. Let's fly him. [Exeunt Corv. and Corb.

Volp. Excellent basilisk ! turn upon the vulture.

Enter Voltore.

Volt. Well, flesh-fly, it is summer with you now;
Your winter will come on.

Mos. Good advocate.
Prithee not rail, nor threaten out of place thus;
Thou'lt make a solecism, as madam says.
Get you a biggin more, your brain breaks loose, [Bzit.

VoU. Well, sir.

Volp. Would you have me beat the insolent slave.

Throw dirt upon his first good clothes ?

VoU. This same
Is doubtless some familiar.

Volp. Sir, the court,

In troth, stays for you. I am mad, a mule
That never read Justinian, should get up,
And ride an advocate. Had you no quirk
To avoid gullage, sir, by such a creature 7

I hope you do but jest; he has not done it,

'Tis but confederacy, to blind the rest.

You are the heir.

Volt. A strange, officious.

Troublesome knave ! thou dost torment me.

Volp. I know—
It cannot be, sir, that you should be cozen'd;
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'Tis not within the wit of man to do it;

You are bo wise, so prudent; and 'tis fit

That wealth and wisdom still should go together. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.—The Scrutineo or Senate-House.

Enter Avocatori, Notario, Bonabio, Celia, Corbaccio,

CoRViNO, Commandadori, Saffi, etc.

1 Avoc. Are all the parties here?

Not. All but the advocate.

2 Avoc. And here he comes.

Enter Voltobb and Volponb.

1 Avoc. Then bring them forth to sentence.

Volt. O, my most honour'd fathers, let your mercy
Once win upon your justice, to forgive

—
I am distracted—

Volp. What will he do now ? [Aside.

VoU. 0,
I know not which to address myself to first;

Whether your fatherhoods, or these innocents—
Corv. Will he betray himself? [Aside.

VoU. Whom equally
I have abused, out of most covetous ends—

Corv. The man is mad !

Corb. What's that?

Corv. He is possest.
VoU. For which, now struck in conscience, here, I prostrate

Myself at your offended feet, for pardon.

1, 2 Avoc. Arise.

Cel. heaven, how just thou art!

Volp. I am caught
In mine own noose— [Aside.

Corv. [to Corbaccio.] Be constant, sir: nought now
Can help, but impudence.

1 AtK>c. Speak forward.

Com. Silence!

VoU. It is not passion in me, reverend fathers.

But only conscience, conscience, my good sires.

That makes me now tell truth. That parasite,

That knave, hath been the instrument of all.

1 Avoc. Where is that knave ? fetch him.

Volp. I go. [Exit.

Corv. Grave fathers,
"j

This man's distracted ;
he confest it now: /

For, hoping to be old Volpone's heir, /

Who now is dead— '<

3 Avoc. How! "*

2 Avoc. Is Volpone dead 7
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Corv. Dead since, grave fathera,

Bon. sure vengeance 1

1 Avoc. Stay,
Then he was no deceiver.

Volt. O no, none:
The parasite, grave fathers.

Corv. He does speak
Out of mere envy, 'cause the servant's made
The thing he gaped for: please your fatherhoods.
This is the truth, though I'll not justify
The other, but he may be some-deal faulty.

Volt. Ay, to your hopes, as well as mine, Corvino:
But ril use modesty. Pleaseth your wisdoms.
To view these certain notes, and but confer them;
As I hope favour, they shall speak clear truth.

Corv. The devil has enter'd him !

Bon. Or bides in you.
4 Avoc. We have done ill, by a public officer

To send for him, if he be heir.

2 Avoc. For whom T

4 Avoc. Him that they call the parasite.
3 Avoc. 'Tis true.

He is a man of great estate, now left.

4 Avoc. Go you, and learn his name, and say, the court

Entreats his presence here, but to the clearing
Of some few doubts. [Exit Notary

2 Avoc. This same's a labyrinth!
1 Avoc. Stand you unto your first report T

Corv. My state.

My life, my fame—
Bon. Where is it ?

Corv. Are at the stake.

1 Avoc. Is yours so too ?

Corb. The advocate's a knave.
And has a forked tongue—
2 Arx)C. Speak to the point.
Corb. So is the parasite too.

1 Avoc. This is confusion.

Volt. I do beseech your fatherhoods, read but those—
[Giving them jyipers

Corv. And credit nothing the false spirit hath writ:

It cannot be, but he's possest, grave fathers. [The scene clo«e«

SCEISTE Vn.—^ Street.

Enter Volpoxb.

Volp. To make a snare for mine own neck ! and run

My head into it, wilfully ! with laugliter !

When I had newly 'scaped, was free, and clear.
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Out of mere wantxjnness ! O, the dull devil

Was in this brain of mine, when I devised it,

And Mosca gave it second; he must now

Help to sear up this vein, or we bleed dead.—
Enter Nano, Audrogtxo, and Casteone.

How now ! who let you loose ? whither go you now ?

What, to buy gingerbread, or to drown kitlings ?

Nan. Sir, master Mosca caU'd us out of doors.

And bid us all go play, and took the keys.
And. Yes.

Volp. Did master Mosca take the keys ? why so I

I'm farther in. These are my fine conceits !

I must be merry, with a mischief to me !

What a vile wretch was I, that could not bear

My fortune soberly ? I must have my crotchets,

And my conundrums ! Well, go you, and seek him :

Hia meaning may be truer than my fear.

Bid him, he straight come to me to the court;

Thither will I, and, if t be possible,

Unscrew my advocate, upon new hopes:
When I provoked him, then I lost myself. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.—The Scruiineo, or Senate-House.

Avocatori, Bonario, Celia, Cobbaccio, Coevino, Comman-
dadori, SaflS, etc., as before.

1 Avoc. These things can ne'er be reconciled. He, here,

[Shelving the papers.

Professeth, that the gentleman was wrong'd.
And that the gentlewoman was brought thither,

Forced by her husband, and there left.

Volt. Most true.

Cel. How ready is heaven to those that pray I

1 Avoc. But that

Volpone would have ravish'd her, he holds

Utterly false, knowing his impotence.
Corv. Grave fathers, he's possest; again, I say,

Possest: nay, if there be possession, and

Obsession, he has both.

3 Avoc. Here comes our officer.

Enter Volponb.

Volp. The parasite will straight be here, grave fathers.

4 Avoc. You might invent some other name, sir varlet.

3 Avoc. Did not the notary meet him?

Volp. Not that I know.
4 Avoc. His coming will clear all.

2 Avoc. Yet, it is misty.
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Volt. May't please your fatherhoods—
Volp. [whispers Volt.] Sir, the parasite

Will'd me to tell you, that his master Uves;
That you are still the man; your hopes the same;
And this was only a jest

—
Volt. How?
Volp. Sir, to try

If you were firm, and how you stood affected.

Volt. Art sure he lives ?

Volp. Do I hve, sir?

Volt. me!
I was too violent.

Volp. Sir, you may redeem it.

They said, you were possest; fall down, and seem so:

I'll help to make it good. [ Voltorefalls.]
—God bless the man !

—
Stop your wind hard, and swell—See, see, see, seel

He vomits crooked pins 1 his eyes are set,

Like a dead hare's hung in a poulter's shop !

His mouth's running away I Do you see, signior ?

Now it is in his belly.
Corv. Ay, the devil !

Volp. Now in his throat.

Corv. Ay, I perceive it plain.

Volp. "Twill out, 'twill out! stand clear. See where it flisa.

In shape of a blue toad, with a bat's wings 1

Do you not see it, sir 7

Cor&. What? I think I do.

Corv, 'Tis too manifest.

Volp. Look ! he comes to himself !

Volt. Where am I ?

Volp. Take good heart, the worst is past, sir.

You are dispossest.
1 Avoc. What accident is this I

2 Avoc. Sudden, and full of wonder!
3 Avoc. If he were

Possest, as it appears, all this is nothing.
Corv. He has been often subject to these fits.

1 Avoc. Shew him that writing:
—do you know it, sir?

Volp. [whispers Volt.] Deny it, sir, forswear it; know Si not.

Volt. Yes, I do know it well, it is my hand;
But all that it contains is false.

Bon. O practice!
2 Avoc. What maze is this!

1 Avoc. Is he not guilty then.

Whom you there name the parasite?
Volt. Grave fathers.

No more than his good patron, old Volpone.
4 Avoc. WTiy, he is dead.

Volt. O no, my honour'd fathers.
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He lives—
1 Avoc. How! lives?

Volt. Lives.

2 Avoc. This Is subtler yet!
3 Avoc. You said he was dead.

VoU. Never.

3 Avoc. You said so.

Corv. I heard so.

4 Avoc. Here comes the gentleman; make him way.

Enter Mosca.

3 Avoc. A stool.

4 Avoc. A proper man; and, were Volpone dead,

A fit match for my daughter. [Aside.

3 Avoc. Give him way.

Volp. Mosca, I was almost lost; the advocate

Had betrayed all; but now it is recovered;
All's on the hinge again Say, I am living. [Aside to Mos.

Moa. What busy knave is this!—Most reverend fathers,

I sooner had attended your grave pleasures.
But that my order for the funeral

Of my dear patron, did require me—
Volj). Mosca! [Aside.

Moa. Whom I intend to bury like a gentleman.

Volp. Ay, quick, and cozen me of all. [Aside.
2 Avoc. StiU stranger!

More intricate !

1 Avoc. And come about again !

4 Avoc. It is a match, my daughter is bestow'd. [Aside.

Moa. Will you give me half 7 [Aside to Volp.

Volp. First, I'll be hang'd.
Mos. I know

Your voice is good, cry not so loud.

1 Avoc. Demand
The advocate.—Sir, did you not afl&rm

Volpone was alive ?

Volp. Yes, and he is;

This gentleman told me so.—Thou shalt have half.—
[Aside to Moa.

Mos. Whose drunkard is this same ? speak, some that know him :

I never saw his face.—I cannot now
Afford it you so cheap. [Aside to Volp.

Volp. No!
1 Avoc. What say you ?

Volt. The officer told me.

Volp. I did, grave fathers,

And will maintain he lives, with mine own life,

And that this creature [770*71^5 to Mosca.] told me.—I was born
With all good stars my enemies. [Aside.
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Mos. Most grave fathers,

If such an insolence as this must pass
Upon me, I am silent: 'twas not this

For which you sent, I hope.
2 Avoc. Take him away.
Volp. Mosca!
3 Avoc. Let him be whipt.
Volp. Wilt thou betray me?

Cozen me ?

3 Avoc. And taught to bear himself

Toward a person of his rank.

4 Avoc. Away. [The Officers seize Volpone.
Mos. I humbly thank voux fatherhoods.

Volp. Soft, soft: Whipt!
And lose all that I have ! If I confess,
It cannot be much more. [Aside,
4 Avoc. Sir, are you married ?

Volp. They'll be allied anon; I must be resolute:

The Fox shall here uncase. [Throws off his disguise,
Mos. Patron!

Volp. Nay, now
My niins shall not come alone: your match
rU hinder sure: my substance shall not glue you,
Xor screw you into a family.
Mos. Why, patron!

Volp. I am Volpone, and this is my knave; [Pointing to Mosca.
This, [to Volt.] his own knave; this, [to Corb.] avarice's fool;

This, [to Corv.] a chimera of wittol, fool, and knave:
And, reverend fathers, since we all can hope
Nought but a sentence, let's not now despair it.

You hear me brief.

Corv. May it please your fatherhoods—
Com. Silence.

1 Avoc. The knot is now undone by miracle.

2 Avoc. Nothing can be more clear.

3 Avoc. Or can more prove
These irmocent.

1 Avoc. Give them their liberty.
Bon. Heaven could not long let such gross crimes be hid-

2 Avoc. If this be held the high-way to get riches,

May I be poor !

3 Avoc. This is not the gain, but torment.
1 Avoc. These possess wealth, as sick men possess fevers.

Which trulier may be said to possess them.
2 Avoc. Disrobe that parasite.
Corv. Mos. Most honour'd fathers !

—
1 Avoc. Can you plead aught to stay the course of justice?

If you can, speak.
Corv. Volt. We beg favour.
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Cd. And mercy.
1 Avoc. You hurt your innocence, suing for the guilty.

Stand forth; and first the parasite: You appear
T'have been the chiefest minister, if not plotter,

In all these lewd impostures; and now, lastly,

Have with your impudence abused the court.

And habit of a gentleman of Venice,

Being a fellow of no birth or blood:

For which our sentence is, first, thou be wbipt;
Then hve perpetual prisoner in our gallies.

Volp. I thank you for him.

M08. Bane to thy wolvish nature!

1 Avoc. Deliver him to the safla. [Mosca is carried out.]
—

Thou, Volpone,

By blood and rank a gentleman, canst not fall

Under like censure; but our judgment on thee

Is, that thy substance all be straight confiscate

To the hospital of the Incurabih:

And, since the most was gotten by imposture,

By feigning lame, gout, palsy, and such diseases.

Thou art to Ue in prison, cramp'd with irons.

Till thou be'st sick and lame indeed.—Remove him.

[He is taken from the Bar.

Vol/p. This is call'd mortifying of a Fox.

1 Avoc. Thou, Voltore, to take away the scandal

Thou hast given all worthy men of thy profession,

Art banish'd from their fellowship, and our state.

Corbaccio.—bring him near—We here possess

Thy son of all thy state, and confine thee

To the monastery of San Spirito;

Where, siace thou knewest not how to live well here.

Thou shalt be learn'd to die well.

Corh. Ah 1 what said he ?

Com. You shall know anon, sir.

1 Avoc. Thou, Corvino, shalt

Be straight embark'd from tliine own house, and row'd

Round about Venice, through the grand canale.

Wearing a cap, with fair long ass's ears,

Instead of horns; and so to mount, a paper
Pinn'd on thy breast, to the Berlina—

Corv. Yes,
And have mine eyes beat out with stinking fish,

Bruised fruit, and rotten eggs
—'Tis well. I am glad

1 shall not see my shame yet.
1 Avoc. And to expiate

Thy wrongs done to thy wife, thou art to send her

Home to her father, with her dowry trebled:

And these are all your judgments.
All. Honour'd fathers.—
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1 Avoc. Which may not be revoked. Now you begin.
When crimes are done, and past, and to be punish'd.
To think what your crimes are: away with them.
Let all that see these vices thus rewarded,
Take heart and love to study 'em! Mischiefs feed

Like beasts, till they be fat, and then they bleed. [Exeunt.

VOLPONE comes forward.

The seasoning of a play, is the applause.
Now, though the Fox be punish'd by the lairs,

He yet doth hope, there is no suffering due.
For any fact which he hath done 'gainst you;
If there be, censure him; here he douhtfvl stands'.

If ncA, fare jovially, and clap your hands. [Exit.
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PROLOGUE.

Truth says, of old tite art of making 'plays
Was to content the people; and their praise
Was to the poet money, wine, and bays.

But in this age, a sect of writers are.

That, only, for particular likings care.

And will taste nothing that is popular.

With such we mingle neither brains nor breasts;

Our wishes, like to those make public feasts.
Are not to please the cook's taste but the guests\

Yet, if those cunning palates hither come,

Tliey shall find guests' entreaty, and good room :

And though all relish not, sure there will be some.

That, when they leave their seats, shall make them say.
Who wrote that piece, could so have wrote a play,
Bui that he knew this was the better way.

For, to present all custard, or all tart.

And have no other meats to bear a part.
Or to ward bread, and salt, were but coarse art.

The poet prays you then, with better thought
To sit; and, when his cates are all in brought.

Though there be none far -fet, there will dear-bought.

Be fit for ladies: some for lords, knights, 'squires; I

Some for your waiting-wench, and city-wires : I
Some for your men, and daughters of Whitefriars.

Nor is it, only, while you keep your sexii

Here, that his feast will last; but you shall eat

A week at ordinaries, on his broken meat:

If his muse be true.

Who commends her to you.

ANOTHER.

The ends of all. who for the scene do write.

Are, or should be, to profit and delight.

And atiWt hath been the praise of all best times.

So persons were not touch' d, to tax the crimes.

Then, in this play, which we present to-night.

And make the object of your ear and sight.

On forfeit of yourselves, think nothing true:



The Silent Woman 491

LeM so you make the maker to judge you.

For he knows, poet never credit gain d

By writing truths, but things, like truths, well feign' d.

If any yet will, with particular sleighi

Of application, wrest wlwi he doth write;

And thai he meant, or him, or her, tcill say:
*

TfifCy make a lihel, which he made a play.

ACT I

SCENE I.—A Room in Clerimo-vt's Eoiise.

Enter Clebimont, making himself ready, followed by his Page.

Cler. Have yoa got the soag yet perfect, I gave you, boy ?

Page. Yes, sir.

Cler. Let me hear it.

Page. You shall, sir; but i' faith let nobody elaa

Cler. Why, I pray ?

Page. It will get you the dangerous name of a poet in town, sir;

besides me a perfect deal of ill--will at the mansion you wot of,

whose lady is the argument of it; where now I am the welcomeat

thing under a man that comes there.

Cler. I think; and above a man too, if the tntth were rack'd out

of you.
Page. No, faith, FIl confess before, sir. The gentlewomen play

with me, and throw me on the bed, and carry me in to my lady:
and she kisses me with her oil'd face, and put" a peruke on my
head; and asks me an I will wear her gown? and I say no: and
then she hits me a blow o' the ear, and calls me Innocent ! and lets

me go.
Cler. No marvel if the door be kept shut against your master,

when the entrance is so easy to you well, sir, you shall go there

no more, lest I be fain to seek your voice in my lady's rushes, a

fortnight hence. Sing, sir. IPage sings.

Still to be neat, still to be drest—
ErUer Truewtt.

True. Why, here's the man that can melt away his time and
never feels it! \VTiat between his mistress abroad and his ingle
at home, high fare, soft lodging, fine clothes, and his fiddle; he
thinks the hours have no wings, or the day no post-horse. Well,
sir gallant, were you struck with the plague this minute, or con-
demn'd to any capital punishment to-morrow, you would begin
then to think, and value every article of your time, esteem it at the

true rate, and give all for it.

Cler. Why what should a man do ?

True. Why, nothing; or that which, when 'tis done, is as idle.
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Hearken after the next horse-race, or hunting-match, lay wagers,
praise Puppy, or Peppercorn, White- foot, FrantcUn; swear upon
Whitemane's party; speak aloud, that my lords may hear you;
visit my ladies at night, and be able to give them the character of

every bowler or better on the green. These be the things wherein

your fashionable men exercise themselves, and I for compan}'.
Cler. Nay, if I have thy authority, I'll not leave yet. Come, the

other are considerations, when we come to have gray heads aad
weak hama, moist eyevS and shrunk members. We'll think on 'em

then; and we'll pra^' and fast.

True. Ay, and destine only that time of age to goodness, which
oar want of ability will not let us employ in evil !

Cler. Why, then 'tis time enough.
True. Yes; as if a man should sleep all the term, and think to

effect his business the last day. O, Clerimont, this time, because it

is an incorporeal thing, and not subject to sense, we mock ourselves

the fineUest out of it, with vanity and misery indeed! not sepking
an end of wretchedness, but only changing the matter still.

Cler. Nay, thou'lt not leave now—
True. See but our common disease! with what justice can we

complain, that great men will not look upon us, nor be at leisure

to give our affairs such dispatch as we expect, when we -will never

do it to ourselves? nor hear, nor regard ourselves?

Cler. Foh! thou hast read Plutarch's morals, now, or some such
tedious fellow; and it shews so vilely with thee ! 'fore God,,' twill spoil

tby wit utterly. Talk to me of pins, and feathers, and ladies, and

rushes, and such things: and leave this Stoicity alone, till thou
mak'st sermons.

True. Well, sir; if it will not take, I have leam'd to lose as little

of my kindness as I can; I'll do good to no man against his will,

certainly. Wlien were you at the college 7

Cler. What college ?

Trv^ As if you knew not!

Cler. No, faith, I came but from court yesterday.
True. Why, is it not arrived there yet, the news? A new founda-

tion, sir, here in the town, of ladies, that call themselves the col-

legiates, an order between courtiers and country-madams, that live

from their husbands; and give entertainment to all the wits, and
braveries of the time, as they call them: cry down, or up, what

they hke or dislike in a brain or a fashion, with most masculine,
or rather hermaphroditical authority; and every day gain to their

college some new probationer.
Cler. Who is the president?
True. The grave and youthful matron, the lady Haughty.
Cler. A pox of her autumnal face, her pieced beauty! there's no

man can be admitted till she be ready, now-a-days, till she has

painted, and perfumed, and wash'd, and scour'd, but the boy, here;
and Ivim she wipes her oil'd lips upon, like a sponge. I have made
a song (I pray theo hear it) on the subject. [Pag'^ singe.
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Still to be neat, still to be drest,

4.S you were going to a feast;

Still to be powder'd, still perfum'd;

Lady, it is to be presumed,
Though art's hid causes are not found,
All is not sweet, all is not sound.

Give me a look, give me a face.

That makes simplicity a grace;
Robes loosely flowing, hair as free:

Such sweet neglect more taketh me.
Than all the adulteries of art;

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart.

True. And I am clearly on the other side: I love a good dressing
before any beauty o' the world. O, a woman is then like a delicate

garden; nor is there one kind of it; she may vary every hour;
take often counsel of her glass, and choose the best. If she have

good ears, shew them; good hair, lay it out; good legs, wear short

clothes; a good hand, discover it often: practise any art to mend
breath, cleanse teeth, repair eye-brows; paint, and profess it.

Gler. Howl publicly?
True,. The doing of it, not the manner: that must be private.

Many things that seem foul in the doing, do please done, A lady

should, indeed, study her face, when we think she sleeps; nor,

when the doors are shut, should men be enquiring; all is sacred

within, then. Is it for us to see their perukes put on, their false

teeth, their complexion, their eye-brows, their nails? You see

gilders will not work, but inclosed. They must not discover how
Uttle serves, with the help of art, to adorn a great deal. How long
did the canvas hang afore Aldgate? Were the people suffered to

see the city's Love and Charity, while they were rude stone, before

they were painted and burnish'd? No; no more should servants

approach their mistresses, but when they are complete and fiuish'd.

Chr. Well said, my Truewit.

True. And a wise lady will keep a guard always upon the place,
that she may do things securely. I once followed a rude fellow

into a chamber, where the poor madam, for haste, and troubled,

snatch'd at her peruke to cover her baldness; and put it on the

wrong way.
Cler. O prodigy I

True. And the unconscionable knave held her in compliment an

hour with that reverst face, when I still look'd when she should

talk from the t'other side.

Cler. Why, thou shouldst have relieved her.

True.. No, faith, I let her alone, as we'll let this argument, if you
please, and pass to another. When saw you Dauphine Eugenie ?

Cler. Not these three days. Shall we go to him this morning?
h • i3 very melancholy, I hear.
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True. Sick of the uncle, is he ? I met that still piece of formality,
his uncle, yesterday, with a huge turban of night-caps on his head,
buckled over his ears.

Cler. 0, that's his custom when he walks abroad. He can endure

no noise, man.
True. So I have heard. But is the disease so ridiculous in him

as it is made? They say he has been upon divers treaties with the

fish-wives and orange-women; and articles propounded between
them: marry, the chimney-sweepers will not be drawn in.

Cler. No, nor the broom-men: they stand out stiffl}'. He cannot
endure a costard-monger, he swoons if he hear one.

True. Methinks a smith should be ominous.
Cler. Or any hammer-man. A brasier is not suffer'd to dwell in

the parish, nor an armourer. He would have hang'd a pewterer'a

prentice once upon a Shrove-tuesday's riot, for being of that trade,

when the rest were quit.
True. A trumpet should fright him terribly, or the hautboys.
Cler. Out of bus senses. The waights of the city have a pension

of him not to come near that ward. This youth practised on him
one night like the bell-man; and never left till he had brought him
down to the door with a long sword; and there left him flourishing
with the air.

Page. Why, sir, he hath chosen a street to lie in so narrow at

both ends, that it will receive no coaches, nor carts, nor any of

these common noises: and therefore we that love him, devise to

bring him in such as we may, now and then, for his exercise, to

breathe him. He would grow resty else in his ease: his virtue

would rust without action. I entreated a bearward, one day, to

come down with the dogs of some four parishes that way, and 1

thank him he did; and cried his games under master Morose's

window: till he was sent crying away, with his head made a most

bleeding spectacle to the multitude. And, another time, a fencer

marching to his prize, had his drum most tragically run through, for

taking that street in his way at my request.
True. A good wag ! How does he for the bells ?

Cler. 0, in the Queen's time, he weis wont to go out of town

every Saturday at ten o'clock, or on holy day eves. But now, by
reason of the sickness, the perpetuity of ringing has made him
devise a room, with double walls and treble ceilings; the windows
close shut and caulk'd: and there he lives by candle-light. He
turn'd away a man, last week, for having a pair of new shoes that

creak'd. And this fellow waita on him now in tennis-court socks,

or slippers soled with wool: and they talk each to other in a trunk.

See, who comes here!

Enter Sir DAtJrnrNE Euqente.

Daup. How now ! what ail you, sirs ? dumb ?

True. Struck into stone, almost, I am here, with tales o' thine

uncle. There was never such a prodigy heard of.
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Daup. I would you would once lose this subject, my masters, for

my sake. They are such as you are, that have brought me into
that predicament I am with him.

True. How is that?

Daup. Marry, that he will disinherit me; no more. He thinks,
I and my company are authors of all the ridiculous Acts and
Monuments are told of him.

True. 'Slid, I would be the author of more to vex him; that

purpose deserves it: it gives thee law of plaguing him. I'll tell

thee what I would do. I would make a false almanack, get it

printed; and then have him drawn out on a coronation day to the

Tower-wharf, and kill him with the noise of the ordnance. Dis-
inherit thee! he cannot, man. Art not thou next of blood, and
his sister's son ?

Daup. Ay, but he will thrust me out of it, he vows, and marry.
True. How! that's a more portent. Can he endure no noise,

and will venture on a wife ?

Cler. Yes: why thou art a stranger, it seems, to his bast trick,

yet. He has employed a fellow this half year all over England to

hearken him out a dumb woman; be she of any form, or any
quaUty, so she be able to bear children: her silence is dowry enough,
he says.

True. But I trust to God he has found none.
Cler. No; but he has heard of one that's lodged in the next street

to him, who is exceedingly soft-spoken; thrifty of her speech ; that

spends but six words a day. And her he's about now, and shall

have her.

True. Is't possible! who is his agent in the business?
Cler. Marry, a barber, one Cutbeard; an honest fellow, one that

tells Dauphine all here.

True. Why you oppress me with wonder: a woman, and a barber,
and love no noise!

Cler. Yes, faith. The fellow trims him silently, and has not the
knack with his sheers or his fingers: and that continence in a barber
he thinks so eminent a virtue, as it has made him chief of his counsel.

True. Is the barber to be seen, or the wench ? 7
Cler. Yes, that they are.

True. I prithee, Dauphine, let's go thither.

Daup. I have some business now: I cannot, i'faith.

True. You shall have no business shall make you neglect this, sir:

we'll make her talk, believe it; or, if she will not, we can give out
at least so much as shall interrupt the treaty; we will break it.

Thou art bound in conscience, when he suspects thee without cause,
to torment him.

Daup. Not I, by any means. I'll give no suffrage to't. He shall

never have that plea against me, that I opposed the least phant'sy
of his. Let it he upon my stars to be guilty, I'll be innocent.

True. Yes, and be poor, and beg; do, innocent: when some
groom of his has got him an heir, or this barber, if he himself cannot*
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Innocent/—I prithee, Ned, where lies she? let him be innoceni

Btill.

Cler. Why. right over against the barber's; in the house where

sir John Daw lies.

True. You do not mean to confound me I

Cler. Whyr
True. Does he that would marry her know so much T

Cler. I cannot tell.

True. 'Twere enough of imputation to her with him.

CUr. Why?
True. The only talking sir in the town! Jack Daw! and he

teach her not to speak !
—God be wi' you. I have some business tco.

Cler. Will you not go thither, then?

True. Not with the danger to meet Daw, for mine ears.

Cler. Why, I thought you two had been upon very good terms.

True. Yes, of keeping distance.

Cler. They say, he is a very good scholar.

f True. Ay, and he says it first. A pox on him, a fellow that

^pretends onJy to learning, buys titles, and nothing else of books

in him !

Cler. The world reports him to be very learned.

True. I am sorry the world should so conspire to belie him.

'Cler. Good faith, I have heard very good things come from him.

True. You may; there's none so desperately ignorant to deny

that: would thev were his own ! God be wi' you, gentlemen.
[Exit hastily.

Cler. This Is very abrupt!

Daup. C!ome, you are a strange open man, to tell every thing thus.

Cler. Why, believe it, Dauphine, Truewit's a very honest fellow.

Daup. I think no other: but this frank natuie of his is not for

pecrets.

Cler. Nay, then, you are mistaken, Dauphine: I know where he

has been well trusted, and discharged the trust very truly, and

heartily.

Daup. I contend not, Ned; but with the fewer a business is

carried, it is ever the safer. Now we are alone, if you'll go thither,

I am for you.
Cler. WTaen were you there?

Daup. Last night: and such a Decameron of sport fallen out!

Boccace never thought of the like. Daw does nothing but court

her; and the wrong way. He would lie with her, and praises her

modesty; desires that she would talk and be free, and commends
her silence in verses; which he reads, and swears are the beat that

ever man made. Then rails at his fortunes, stamps, and mutinee,

why he is not mewle a counsellor, and call'd to affairs of .otate.

Cler. I prithee let's go. I would fain partake this.—Some water,

boy. [Exit Page.

Daup. We are invited to dinner together, he and I, by one that

oame thither to him, sir La-Foole.
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Cler. O, that's a precious mannikinl

Daup. Do you know him?
Cler. Ay, and he will know you too, if e'er he saw you but once,

though you should meet him at church in the midst of prayers. He
is one of the braveries, though he be none of the wits. He will

salute a judge upon the bench, and a bishop in the pulpit, a lawyer
when he is pleading at the bar, and a lady when she is dancing in a

masque, and put her out. He does give plays, and suppers, and

invites his guests to them, aloud, out of his window, as they ride

by in coaches. He has a lodging in the Strand for the purpose:
or to watch when ladicss are gone to the china-houses, or the Ex-

change, that he may meet them by chance, and give them presents,

some two or three hundred pounds' worth of toys, to be laugh'd at.

He is never without a spare banquet, or sweet-meats in his chamber,

for their women to alight at, and come up to for a bait.

Daup. Excellent! he was a fine youth last night; but now he is

much finer ! what is his Christian name ? I have forgot.

Re-enter Page.

Cler. Sir Amorous La-Foole.

Page. The gentleman is here below that owns that name.

Cler. 'Heart, he's come to invite me to dinner, I uold my life.

Daup. Like enough: prithee, let's have him up.
Cler. Boy, marshal him.

Page. With a truncheon, sir ?

Cler. Away, I beseech you. [Exit Page.]—I'll make him teli us

his pedigree now; and what meat he has to dinner; and who are

hia guests; and the whole course of his fortunes; with a breath.

ErUer Sir Amobotjs La-Foole.

La-F. 'Save, dear sir Dauphine! honoured master Clerimont!

Cler. Sir Amorous! you have very much honested my lodging
with your presence.

La-F. Good faith, it is a fine lodging: almost as dehcate a lodging
as mine.

Cler. Not so, sir.

La-F. Excuse me, sir, if it were in the Strand, I assure you. I

am come, master Clerimont, to entreat you to wait upon two or

tliree ladies, to dinner, to-day.
Cler. How, sir! wait upon them? did you ever see me carry

dishes?

La-F. No, sir, dispense with me; I meant, to bear them company.
Cler. 0, that I will, sir: the doubtfulness of your phrase, beUeve

it, sir, would breed you a quarrel once an hour, with the terrible

boys, if you should but keep them fellowship a day.
La-F. It should be extremely against my will, sir, if 1 contested

with any man.
Cler. I believe it, sir: Where hold you your feast?

La-F. At Tom Otter's, sir.
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Daup. Tom Otter! what's he?
La-F. Captain Otter, sir; he is a kind of gamester, but he has

had command both by sea and by land.

Daup. O, then he is animal amphibium ?

La-F. Ay, sir: his wife was the rich china-woman, that the

courtiers visited so often; that gave the rare entertainment. She
commanda all at home.

Cler. Then she is captain Otter.

La-F. You say very well, sir; she is my kinswoman, a La-Foole

by the mother-side, and will invite any great ladies for my sake.

Daup. Not of the La-Fooles of Essex ?

La-F. No, sir, the La-Fooles of London.
Cler. Now, he's in. [Aside.

La-F. They all come out of our house, the La-Fooles of the north,

the La-Fooles of the west, the La-Fooles of the east and south—we
are as ancient a family as any is in Europe—but I myself am
descended Uneally of the French La-Fooles—and, we do bear for

our coat yellow, or or, checker'd azurt, and gvXes, and some three

or four colours more, which is a very noted coat, and hsis, some-

times, been solemnly worn by divers nobiUty of our house—but

let that go, antiquity is not respected now.—I had a brace of fat

does sent me, gentlemen, and half a dozen of pheasants, a dozen

or two of godwits, and some other fowl, which I would have eaten,

while they are good, and in good company:—there will be a great

ladv or two, my lady Haughty, my lady Centaure, mistress Dol

Mavis—and they come o' purpose to see the silent gentlewoman,
mistress Epicoene, that honest sir John Daw has promised to bring

thither—and then, mistress Trusty, my lady's woman, will be

there too, and this honourable knight, sir Dauphine, with yourself,

master Clerimont—and we'll be very merry, and have fidlers, and

dance.—I have been a mad wag in my time, and have spent some

crowns since I was a page in court, to my lord Lofty, and after,

my lady's gentleman-usher, who got me knighted in Ireland, since

it pleased my elder brother to die.—I had as fair a gold jerkin

on that day, as any worn in the island voyage, or at Cadiz, nc^ne

dispraised; and I came over in it hither, shew'd myself to my
friends in court, and after went down to my tenants in the country,

and surveyed my lands, let new leases, took their money, spent it

in the eye o' the land here, upon ladies:—and now I can take up
•it my pleasure.

Daup. Can you take up ladies, sir ?

Cler. O. let him breathe, he has not recover'd.

Daup. Would I were your half in that commodity !

La-F. No, sir, excuse me: I meant money, which can take up

any thing. I have another guest or two, to invite, and say aa

much to, gentlemen. I'll take my leave abruptly, in hope you will

not fail Your servant. [Exit.

Daup. We will not fail you, sir precious La-Foole; but she shall,

that your ladies come to see, if I have credit afore sir Daw.
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CUr. Did you ever hear such a wind-sucker, as this ?

Daup. Or such a rook as the other, that will betray hia mistress

to be seen 1 Come, 'tis time we prevented it.

Cler. Go. [Exeunt.

ACT II

SCENE I.—A Room in Morose's House.

Enter Morose, with a tube in his hand, followed by Mtjte.

3Ior. Cannot I, yet, find out a more compendious method, than

by this trunk, to save my servants the labour of speech, and mine
ears the discords of sounds? Let me see: all discourses but my
own aflHict me; they seem harsE^ impertinent, and irksome. Is it

not possible, that thou shouldst answer me by signs, and I appre-
hend thee, fellow? Speak not, though I question you. You have
taken the ring off from the street door, as I bade you? answer me
not by speech, but by silence; unless it be otherwise [3Iute makes
a leg.]

—very good. And you have fastened on a thick quilt, or

flock -bed, on the outside of the door; that if they knock with their

daggers, or with brick-bats, they can make no noise?—But with

your leg, your answer, unless it be otherwise, [make^s a leg.]
—Very

good. This is not only fit modesty in a servant, but good state

and discretion in a master. And you have been with Cutbeard
the barber, to have him come to me? [makes a leg.]

—Good. And,
he will come presently? Answer me not but with your leg, unless

it be otherwise; if it be otherwise, shake your head, or shrug, [makes
a leg.]

—So ! Your Italian and Spaniard are wise in these: and it in a

frugal and comely gravity. How long will it be ere Cutbeard come ?

wStay; if an hour, hold up your whole hand, if half an hour, tv,'o

fingers; if a quarter, one; [holds up a finger bent.]
—Good: half a

quarter ? 'tis well. And have you given him a key, to come in with-

out knocking? [makes a leg.]
—

good. And is the lock oil'd, and the

hinges, to-day? [makes a leg/]
—

good. And the quilting of the

stairs no where worn out and bare? [makes a leg.]
—Very good. 1

see, by much doctrine, and impulsion, it may be effected; stand

by. The Turk, in this divine discipline, is admirable, exceeding
all the potentates of the earth; still waited on by mutes; and all

his commands so executed; yea, even in the war, as I have heard,

and in his marches, most of his charges and directions given by
signs, and with silence: an exquisite art ! and I am heartily ashamed,
and angry oftentimes, that the princes of Christendom should suffer

a barbarian to transcend them in so high a point of felicity. I will

practise it hereafter. [A horn winded within.]
—How now? oh! oh!

what villain, what prodigy of mankind is that ? look. [Exit Mute.]—[Horn again.]
—Oh! cut his throat, cut his throat! what mur-

derer, hell-hound, devil can this be?
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Re-enter Mtjtb.

Muie. It ia a post from the court—
Ifor. Out, rogue ! and must thou blow thy horn too T

Mr/te. Alas, it is a post from the court, sir, that says, he must

speak with you, pain of death—
ilor. Pain of thy Ufe, be silent !

Enter TBUBwrr with a post-horn, and a halter in his hand.

True. By your leave, sir;
—I am a stranger here:—Is your name

master Morose? is your name master Morose? Fishes! Pytha-

goreans all ! This is strange. What say you, air ? nothing 1 Has

Harpocrates been here with his club, among you ? Well, sir, I will

beUeve you to be the man at this time: I will venture upon you,
sir. Your friends at court commend them to you, sir—

Mor. Omen! manners I was there ever such an impudence?
True. And are extremely solicitous for you, sir.

Mor. Whose knave are you ?

True. Mine own knave, and your compeer, sir.

Mor. Fetch me my sword—
True. You shall taste the one half of my dagger, if you do,

groom; and you the other, if you stir, sir: Be patient, I charge

you, in the king's name, and hear me without insurrection. They
sav, you are to marry; to marry! do you mark, sir?

Mor. How then, rude companion!
True, Marry, your friends do wonder, sir, the Thames being so

near, wherein you may drown, so handsomely; or London-bridge,

at a low fall, with a fine leap, to hurry you down the stream; or,

such a deUcate steeple in the town, as Bow, to vault from; or, a

braver height, as Paul's: Or, if you affected to do it nearer home,
and a shorter way, an excellent garret-window into the street; or,

a beam in the said garret, with this halter [shews him the halter.}—
which they have sent, and desire, that you would sooner commit

your grave head to this knot, than to the wedlock noose; or, take

a little sublimate, and go out of the world like a rat; or a fly, as

one said, with a stxaw in your arse: any way, rather than follow

this gobUn Matrimony. Alas, sir, do you over think to find a

chaste wife in these times ? now ? when there are so many masques,

plays, Puritan preachings, mad folks, and other strange sights to

be seen daily, private and public ? If you had lived in king Ethel-

dred's time, sir, or Edward the Confessor, you might, perhaps, have

found one in some cold country hamlet, then, a dull frosty wench,

would have been contented with one man: now, they will as soon

be pleased with one leg, or one eye. I'll tell you, sir, the monatrouB

hazards you shall run with a wife.

Mor. Good sir, have I ever cozen'd any friends of yours of their

land? bought their possessions? taken forfeit of their mortgage?

begg'd a reversion from them ? bastarded their issue? What hav«

I done, that may deserve this ?

True. Nothing, sir, that I know, but your itch of marriagew
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Mor. Why, if I had made an assassinate upon your father,

vitiated your mother, ravished your sisters—
True. I would kill you, sir, I would kill you, if you had.

Mor. Why, you do more in this, sir: it were a vengeance centuple,
for all facinorous acts that could be named, to do that you do.

True. Alas, sir, I am but a messenger: I but tell you, what you
must hear. It seems your friends are carefiil after your soul's

health, sir, and would have you know the dauger: (but you may
do your pleasure for all them, I persuade not, sir.) If, after you are

married, your wife do run away with a vaulter, or the Frenchman
that walks upon ropes, or him that dances the jig, or a fencer

for his skill at his weapon; why it is not their fault, they have

discharged their consciences; when you know what may happen.

Nay, suffer valiantly, sir, for I must tell you all the perils that yon
are obnoxious to. If she be fair, young and vegetous, no sweet-

meats ever drew more flies; all the yellow doublets and great rosee

in the town will be there. If foul and crooked, she'll be with them,
and buy those doublets and roses, sir. If rich, and that you marry
her dowry, not her, she'll reign in your house as imperious as a

widow. If noble, all her kindred will be your tyrants. If fruitful,

as proud as May, and humorous as April ; she must have her doctors,
her midwives, her nurses, her longings every hour; thou^ it be
for the dearest morsel of man. If learned, there was never such a

parrot; all your patrimony will be too little for the guests that

must be invited to hear her speak Latin and Greek; and you must
lie with her in those languages too, if you will please her. If precise,

you must feast all the silenced brethren, once in three days; salute

the sisters ; entertain the whole family, or wood of them ; and hear

long-winded exercises, singings and catechisings, which you are not

given to, and yet must give for; to please the zealous matron your
wife, who for the holy cause, will cozen you over and above.
You begin to sweat, sir! but this is not half, i'faith: you may do

your pleasure, notwithstanding, as I said before: I come not to

persuade you. [Mvie is stealing away.]—Upon my faith, master

serving-man, if you do stir, I will beat you.
Mor. O, what is my sin ! what is my sin 1

True. Then, if you love your wife, or rather dote on her, sir; 0,
how she'll torture you, and take pleasure in your torments! you
shall lie with her but when she liste; she will not hurt her beauty,
her complexion; or it must be for that jewel, or that pearl, when
she does: every half hour's pleasure must be bought anew, and with
the same pain and charge you woo'd her at first. Then you must

keep what servants she please; what company she will; that

friend must not visit you without her Ucense; and him she loves

most, she will seem to hate eagerUest, to decline your jealousy;
or, feign to be jealous of you first; and for that cause go five with
her she-friend, or cousin at the college, that can instruct her in all

the mysteries of writing letters, corrupting servants, taming spies;
where she must have that rich gown for such a great day; a new
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one for the next; a richer for the third; be served in silver; have
the chamber fill'd with a succession of grooms, footmen, ushers,
and other messengers; besides embroiderers, jewellers, tire-women,
sempsters, feathermen, perfumers; whilst she feels not how the
land drops away, nor the acres melt; nor foresees the change,
when the mercer has your woods for her velvets; never weighs what
her pride costs, sir; so she may kiss a page, or a smooth chin, that
has the despair of a beard: be a stateswoman, know all the news,
what was done at Sahsbury, what at the Bath, what at court, what
in progress; or, so she may censure poets, and authors, and styles,
and compare them; Daniel with Spenser. Jonson with the t'other

youth, and so forth: or be thought canning in controversies, or

the very knots of divinity ; and have often in her mouth the state of

the question; and then skip to the mathematics, and demonstra-
tion: and answer in religion to one, in state to another, in bawdry
to a third.

Mor. O, O!
True. All this is very tnie, sir. And then her going in disguise

to that conjurer, and this cunning woman: where the first question
is, how soon you shall die? next, if her present servant love her?

next, if she shall have a new servant ? and how many ? which of

her family would make the best bawd, male or female? what
precedence she shall have by her next match? and sets down the

answers, and believes them above the scriptures. Nay, perhaps
she'll study the art..

Mor. Gentle sir, have you done ? have you had your pleasure of

me? I'll think of these things.
True. Yes, sir: and then comes reeking home of vapour and

sweat, with going a foot, and lies in a month of a new face, all oil

and birdUme; and rises in asses' milk, and is cleansed with a new
fucus: God be wi' you, sir. One thing more, which I had almost

forgot. This too, with whom you are to marry, may have made
a conveyance of her virginity afore hand, as your wise widows do
of their states, before they marry, in trust to some friend, sir: Who
can tell ? Or if she have not done it yet, she may do, upon the

wedding-day, or the night before, and antedate you cuckold. The
like has been heard of in nature. 'Tis no devised, impossible thing,
air. God be wi' you: I'll be bold to leave this rope with you, sir,

for a remembrance.—Farewell, Mute! [Exit.
Mor. Come, have me to my chamber: but first shut the door.

[Truewit winds fhe horn imthout.] O, shut the door, shut the door I

w he come again ?

Enter Cutbbakd.

CtU. 'Tis I, sir, your barber.

Mor. O, Cutbeard, Cutbeard, Cutbeard! here has been a cut-

throat with me: help me in to my bed, and give me physic with

thy counsel. [Ezeutit.
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SCENE II.—A Room in Sir John Daw's House.

Enter Daw, Clerimont, Dacthxne, and Epiccene.

Daw. Nay, an she will, let her refuse at her own charges; 'tis

nothing to me, gentlemen: but she will not be invited to the like

feasts or guests every day.
Cler. 0, by no means, she may not refuse—to stay at home,

if you love your reputation: 'Slight, you are invited thither o'

purpose to be seen, and laughed at by the lady of the college, and
her shadows. This trumpeter hath proclaim'd you. [Aside to Efi.

Daup. You shall not go ; let him be laugh'd at in your stead, for

not bringing you: and put him to his extemporal faculty of foohng
and talking loud, to satisfy the company. [Aside to Ejn.

Cler. He will suspect us; talk aloud.—'Pray, mistress Epicoene,
let's see your verses; we have sir John Daw's leave; do not conceal

your servant's merit, and your own glories.

Epi. They'll prove my servant's glories, if you have his leave so

soon.

Daup. His vain-glories, lady!
Daw. Shew them, shew them, mistress; I dare own them.

Epi. Judge you, what glories.

Daw. Nay, I'll read them myself too: an author must recite hifl

own works. It is a madrigal of Modesty.
Modest and fair, for fair and good are near

Neighbours, howe'er.—
Daup. Very good.
Cler. Ay, is't not?
Daw. No noble virtue ever was alone.

But two in one.

Daup. Excellent!

Cler. That again, I pray, sir John.

Daup. It has something in't like rare wit and sens3.

Cler. Peace.

Daw. No noble virtue ever was alone.
But two in one.

Then, when I praise sweet modesty, I praise

Bright beauty^ s rays:
And having praised both beauty and modesty,

I have praised thee.

Daup. Admirable!
Cler. How it chimes, and cries tink in the close, divinely 1

Daup. Ay, 'tis Seneca.
Cler. No, I think 'tis Plutarch.

Daw. The dor on Plutarch and Seneca ! I hate it: they are mine
own imaginations, by that light. I wonder those fellows have such
credit with gentlemen.

Cler. They are very grave authors.

Daw. Grave asses! mere essayists: a few loose sentences, and
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that's all. A man would talk so, his whole age: I do utter as good
things every hour, if they were collected and observed, as either

of them.

Dawp. Indeed, sir John !

Cler. He must needs ; Uving among the wits and braveries too.

Dawp. Ay, and being president of them, as he is.

Daw. There's Aristotle, a mere common-place fellow; Plato a

discourser; Thucydides and Livy, tedious and dry; Tacitus, an
entire knot; sometimes worth the untying, very seldom.

Cler. What do you think of the poets, sir John ?

Daw. Not worthy to be named for authors. Homer, an old

tedious, prolix ass, talks of curriers, and chines of beef; Virgil of

dunging of land, and bees; Horace, of I know not what.
Cler. I think so.

Daw. And so, Pindarus, Lycophron, Anacreon, Catullus, Seneca
the tragedian, Lucan, Propertius, Tibullus, Martial, Juvenal,
Ausonius, Statius, Politian, Valerius Flaccus, and the rest—

Cler. What a sack full of their names he has got !

Dawp. And how he pours them out! Pohtiaa with Valerius
Flaccus !

Cler. Was not the character right of him?
Daup. As could be made, i'faith.

Daw. And Persius, a crabbed coxcomb, not to be endured.

Daup. Why, whom do you account for authors, sir John Daw ?

Daw. Syntagma juris civiUs; Corpus juris civilis; Corpus jurifl

canonici; the king of Spain's bible—
Daup. Is the king of Spain's bible an author T

Cler. Yes, and Syntagma.
Daup. What was that Syntagma, sir?

Daw. A civil lawyer, a Spaniard.
Daup. Sure, Corpus was a Dutchman.
Cler. Ay, both the Corpuses, I knew 'em: they were very cor-

pulent authors.

Datv. And then there's Vatablus, Pomponatius, Symancha: the
other are not to be received, within the thought of a scholar.

Daup. 'Fore God, you have a simple learned servant, lady.
—in

titles. [Aside.
Cler. I wonder that he is not called to the helm, and made a

counsellor.

Daup. He is one extraordinary.
Cler. Nay, but in ordinary: to say truth, the state wantd

sach.

Daup. Why that will follow.

Cler. I muse a mistress can be so silent to the dotes of such a

servant.

Daio. 'Tifl her virtue, sir. I have written somewhat of her

silence too.

Daup. Tn verse, sir Joha?
Cler. What else?
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Daup. Why, how can you justify your own being of a poet, that

o slight all the old poets ?

Daw. Why, every man that writes in verse is not a poet; you
have of the wits that write verses, and yet are no poets: they are

poets that Uve by it, the poor fellows that Uve by it.

Daup. Why, would not you Uve by your verses, sir John ?

Cler. No, 'twere pity he should. A knight Uve by his verses!

he did not make them to that end, I hope.

Daup. And yet the noble Sidney lives by his, and the noble

family not ashamed.
Cler. Ay, he profest himself; but sir John Daw has more caution:

he'll not hinder his own rising in the state so much. Do you think

ha will ? Your verses, good sir John, and no poems.
Daw. Silence in woman, is like speech in man;

Deny't who can.

Daup. Not I, believe it: your reason, sir.

Daw. Nor isH a tale.

That female vice should be a virtue nude.

Or masculine vice a female virtue he:

You shall it see

Proved with increase;

I know to speak, and she to hold her peace.
Do you conceive me, gentlemen ?

Daup. No, faith; how mean you with increase, sir John?
Daw. Why, with increase is, when I court her for the common

cause of mankind, and she says nothing, but consentire videtur;

and in time is gravida.

Daup. Then this is a ballad of procreation ?

Cler. A madrigal of procreation; you mistake,

Epi. 'Pray give me my verses again, servant.

Daw. If you'U ask them aloud, you shall.

[ Walks aside with the papers.

Enter Truewit unth his horn.

Cler. See, here's Truewit again!—Where hast thou been, in the
name of madness, thus accoutred with thy horn ?

True. Where the sound of it might have pierced your sense with

gladness, had you been in ear-reach of it. Dauphine, fall down
and worship me; I have forbid the bans, lad: I have been with

thy virtuous uncle, and have broke the match.

Daup. You have not, I hope.
True. Yes, faith; and thou shouldst hope otherwise, I should

repent me: this horn got me entrance; kiss it. I had no other

way to get in, but by feigning to be a post ; but when I got in once,
I proved none, but rather the contrary, turn'd him into a post, or

a stone, or what is stififer, with thundering into him the incom-
modities of a wife, and the miseries of marriage. If ever Gorgon
were seen in the shape of a woman, he hath seen her in my descrip-
tion: I have put him off o' that scent for ever.—Why do you not
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applaud and adore me, sirs ? why stand you mute ? are you stupid
You are not worthy of the benefit.

Daup. Did not I tell you ? Mischief !
—

Cler. I would you had placed this benefit somewhere else.

True. Whyao?
Cler. 'Slight, you have done the most inconsiderate, rash, weak

thing, that ever man did to his friend.

Dau-p. Friend 1 if the most maUcious enemy I have, had studied

to inflict an injury upon me, it could not be a greater.
True. Wherein, for God's sake ? Gentlemen, come to yourselves

again.

Daup. But I presaged thus much afore to you.
Cler. Would my lips had been solder'd when I spake on'tl

Slight, what moved you to be thus impertinent ?

True. My masters, do not put on this strange face to pay my
courtesy; off with this vizor. Have good turns done you, and
thank 'em this way!
Daup. 'Fore heaven, you have undone me. That which I have

plotted for, and been maturing now these four montLs, you have
blasted in a minute: Now I am lost, I may speak. This gentle-
woman was lodged here by me o' purpose, and, to be put upon
my uncle, hath profest this obstinate silence for my sake ; being my
entire friend, and one that for the requital of such a fortune {is to

marry him, would have made me very ample conditions; where

now, all my hopes are utterly miscarried by this unlucky accident.

Cler. Thus 'tis when a man will be ignorantly officious, do ser-

vices, and not know his why ; I wonder what courteous itch possest

you. You never did absurder part in your life, nor a greater

trespass to friendship or humanity.
Daup. Faith, you may forgive it best; 'twas your cause princi-

pally.
Cler. I know it; would it had not.

Enter Cutbeard.

Daup. How now, Cutbeard! what news?
Cut. The best, the happiest that ever was, sir. There has been a

mad gentleman with your uncle this morning, [seeing Trueivit.]
—I

think this be the gentleman—that has almost talk'd him out of his

wita, with threatening him from marriage—
Daup. On, I prithee.
Cui. And your uncle, sir, he thinks 'twas done by your procure-

ment; therefore he will see the party you wot of presently; and
if he like her, he says, and that she be so inclining to dumb as I

have told him, he swears he will marry her to-day, instantly, and
not defer it a minute longer.

Daup. Excellent! beyond our expectation!
True. Beyond our expectation! By this light, I knew it would

be thus.

Daup. Nay, sweet Truewit, forgive me.
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True. No, I was ignorarUly officious, imperiinent; this was the

absurd, weak part.
Cler. Wilt thou ascribe that to merit now, was mere fortune !

True. Fortune! mere providence. Fortune had not a finger in' t.

I saw it must necessarily in nature fall out so: my genius is never

false to me in these things. Shew me how it could be otherwise.

Daup. Nay, gentlemen, contend not; 'tis well now.

True. Alas, I let him go on with inconsiderate, and rash, and
what he pleased.

Cler. Away, thou strange justiiier of thyself, to be wiser than

thou wert, by the event!

True. Event! by this light, thou shalt never persuade me, but

I foresaw it as well as the stars themselves.

Daup. Nay, gentlemen, 'tis well now. Do you two entertain

BU' John Daw with discourse, while I send her away with instructions.

True. I'll be acquainted with her first, by your favour.

Cler. jMaster Truewit, lady, a friend of ours.

True. I am sorry I have not known you sooner, lady, to celebrate

this rare virtue of your silence. [Exeunt Daup., Epi., and Cuibeard.

Cler. Faith, an you had come sooner, you should have seen and

heard her well celebrated in sir John Daw's madrigals.
True, [advances to Daw.] Jack Daw, God save you ! when saw you

La-Foole ?

Daw. Not since last night, master Truewit.

True. That's a miracle ! I thought you two had been inseparable.
Daw. He's gone to invite his guests.
True. 'Odso! 'tis true! What a false memory have I towards

that man! I am one: I met him even now, upon that he calls his

dehcate fine black horse, rid into foam, with posting from place to

place, and person to person, to give them the cue—
Cler. Lest they should forget ?

True. Yes: There was never poor captain took more pains at a

muster to shew men, than he, at tliis meal, to shew friends.

Daw. It is his quarter-feast, sir.

Cler. What ! do you say so, sir John ?

True. Nay, Jack Daw will not be out, at the best friends he has,

to the talent of his wit: Where's his mistress, to hear and applaud
him ? is she gone ?

Daw. Is mistress Epicoene gone?
Cler. Gone afore, with sir Dauphine, I warrant, to the place.

True. Gone afore! that were a manifest injury, a disgrace and a

half; to refuse him at such a festival-time as this, being a bravery,
and a wit too !

Cler. Tut, he'll swallow it like cream: he's better read in Jure

civili, than to esteem any thing a disgrace, is offer'd him from a

mistress.

Daw. Nay, let her e'en go; she shall sit alone, and be dumb in

her chamber a week together, for John Daw, I warrant her. Does
she refuse me?
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Cler. No, sir, do not take it so to heart; she does not refuse you,
but a little neglects you. Good fiiith, Truewit, you were to blame,
bo put it into his head, that she does refuse him.

True. Sir, she does refuse him palpably, however you mince it

An I were as he, I would swear to speak ne'er a word to her to-day
fort.

Daw. By this light, no more I will not.

True. Isor to any body else, sir.

Daw. Nay, I will not say so, gentlemen.
Cler. It had been an excellent happy condition for the company,

if you could have drawn him to it. lAside.
Daw. I'll be very melancholy, i'fait.h.

Cler. As a dog, if I were as you, sir John.
True. Or a snail, or a hog-louse: 1 would roll myself up for thia

day; in troth, they should not unwind me.
Daw. By this pick-tooth, so I will.

Cler. 'Tis well done: He begins already to be angry with his teeth.

Daw. Will you go, gentlemen ?

Cler. Nay, you must walk alone, if you be right melancholy, sir

John.
Trzie. Yes, sir, we'll dog you, we'll follow you afar off. [Exit Daw.
Cler. Was there ever such a two yards of knighthood measured

out by time, to be sold to laughter ?

True. A mere talking mole, hang him! no mushroom was ever

80 fresh. A fellow so utterly nothing, as he knows not what he
would be.

Cler. Let's follow him: but first let's go to Dauphine, he's

hovering about the house to hear what news.

True. Content. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—A Room in Morose's House.

Enter Morose and Mute, followed hy Cutbeabd with Epic(Exe.

Mot. Welcome, Cutbeard! draw near with your fair charge: and
in her ear softly entreat her to unmask. [Epi. takes off her mask.]—
Sol Is the door shut? [Mute makes a leg.]

—Enough. Now, Cut-

beard, with the same discipline I use to my family, I will question

you. As I conceive, Cutbeard. this gentlewoman is she you have

provided, and brought, in hope she will fit me in the place and

person of a wife? Answer me not but with your leg, unless it be
otherwise: [Cut. makes a leg.]

—Very well done, Cutbeard. I

conceive, besides, Cutbeard, you have been pre-acquainted with
her birth, education, and qualities, or else you would not prefer
her to my acceptance, in the weighty consequence of marriage.
[makes a leg.]

—This I conceive, Cutbeard. Answer me not but
with your leg, unless it be otherwise, [hows again.]

—Very well

done, Cutbeard. Give aside now a little, and leave me to examine
her condition, and aptitude to my affection, [goes about her and
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views her.]

—She is exceeding fair, and of a special good favour: a

sweet composition or harmony of limba; her temper of beauty has

the true height of my blood. The knave hath exceedingly well

fitted me without: I will now try her within.—Come near, fair

gentlewoman; let not my behaviour seem rude, though unto you,

being rare, it may haply appear strange. [Epicoene curtsies.] Nay,
lady, you may speak, though Cutbeard and my man might not;
for of all sounds, only the sweet voice of a fair lady has the just

length of mine ears. I beseech you, say, lady; out of the first fire

of meeting eyes, they say, love is stricken: do you feel any such

motion suddenly shot into you, from any part you see in me? ha.

lady ? [Epi. curtsies.]
—Alas, lady, these answers by silent curtsies

from you are too courtless and simple. I have ever had my breeding
in court; and she that shall be my wife, must be accomplished
with courtly and audacious ornaments. Can you speak, lady?

Epi. [softly.] Judge you, forsooth.

Mor. What say you, lady ? Speak out, I beseech you.

Epi. Judge you, forsooth.

Mor. On my judgment, a divine softness ! But can you naturally,

lady, as I enjoin these by doctrine and industry, refer yourself to

the search of my judgment, and, not taking pleasure in your tongue,
which is a woman's chiefest pleasure, think it plausible to answer
me by silent gestures, so long as my speeches jump right with what

you conceive ? [Epi. curtsies.]
— Excellent ! divine ! if it were

possible she should hold out thus !
—Peace, Cutbeard, thou art made

for ever, as thou hast made me, if this feUcity have lasting: but 1

will try her further. Dear lady, I am courtly, I tell you, and I

must have mine ears banqueted with pleasant and witty con-

ferences, pretty girls, scoffs, and dalUance in her that I mean to

choose for my bed-phere. The ladies in court think it a most

desperate impair to their quickness of wit, and good carriage, if

they cannot give occasion for a man to court 'em; and when an
amorous discourse is set on foot, minister as good matter to con-

tinue it, as himself: And do you alone so much differ from all them,
that what they, with so much circumstance, affect and toil for, to

Beem leam'd, to seem judicious, to seem sharp and conceited, you
can bury in yourself with silence, and rather trust your graces to

the fair conscience of virtue, than to the world's or your own
proclamation 7

Epi. [softly.] I should be sorry else.

Mor. What say you, lady ? good lady, speak out.

Epi. I should be sorry else.

Mor. That sorrow doth fill me with gladness. Morose, thou
art happy above mankind ! pray that thou mayest contain thyself.
I will only put her to it once more, and it shall be with the utmost
touch and test of their sex. But hear me, fair lady; I do also

love to see her whom I shall choose for my heifer, to be the first

and principal in all fashions, precede all the dames at court by a

fortnight, have council of tailors, lineners, lace-women, embroiderers:
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and sit with them sometimes twice a day upon French intelligences,
and then come forth varied like nature, or oftener than she, and
better by the help of art, her emulous servant. This do I affect:

and how will you be able, lady, with this frugality of speech, to

give the manifold but necessary instructions, for that bodice, these

sleeves, those skirts, this cut, that stitch, this embroidery, that

lace, this wire, those knots, that ruff, those roses, this girdle, that

fan, the t'other scarf, these gloves? Ha! what say you, lady ?

Epi. [softly.] I'll leave it to you, sir.

Mor. How, lady? pray you rise a note.

Epi. I leave it to wisdom and you, sir.

Mor. Admirable creature! I will trouble you no more: I will

not sin against so sweet a simpUcity. Let me now be bold to print
on those divine hps the seal of being mine.—Cutbeard, I give thee

the lease of thy house free: thank me not but with thy leg. [Cut-
heard shakes his head.]

—I know what thou wouldst say, she's poor,
and her friends deceased. She has brought a wealthy dowry in her

silence, Cutbeard; and in respect of her poverty, Cutbeard, I shall

have her more loving and obedient, Cutbeard. Go thy ways, and

gat me a minister presently, with a soft low voice, to marry us;

a-nd pray him he will not be impertinent, but brief as he can; away:
softly, Cutbeard. [Exit Cut.]—Sirrah, conduct your mistress into

the dining-room, your now mistress. [Exit Mute, followed by Epi.]
—

O my felicity! how shall I be revenged on mine insolent kinsman,
snd his plote to fright me from marrying! This night I will get

van heir, and thrust him out of my blood, hke a stranger. He would
^be knighted, forsooth, and thought by that means to reign over mo;

his title must do it: No, kinsman, I will now make you bring me
the tenth lord's and the sixteenth lady's letter, kinsman; and it

shall do you no good, kinsman. Your knighthood itself shall come
on its knees, and it shall be rejected; it shall be sued for its fees

to execution, and not be redeem'd; it shall cheat at the twelve-

penny ordinary, it knighthood, for its diet, all the term-time, and
tell tales for it in the vacation to the hostess; or it knighthood shall

do worse, take sanctuary in Cole-harbour, and fast. It shall fright
all it friends with borrowing letters; and when one of the fourscore

hath brought it knighthood ten shillings, it knighthood shall go to

the Cranes, or the Bear at the Bridge-foot, and be drunk in fear;

it shall not have money to discharge one tavern-reckoning, to

invite the old creditors to forbear it knighthood, or the new, that

should be, to trust it knighthood. It shall be the tenth name in

the bond to take up the commodity of pipkins and stone-jugs: and
the part thereof shall not furnish it knighthood forth for the attempt-

ing of a baker's widow, a brown baker's widow. It shall give it

knighthood's name for a stallion, to all gamesome citizens' wives, and
be refused, when the master of a dancing-school, or how do you
call him, the worst reveller in the town is taken: it shall want

clothes, and by reason of that, wit, to fool to lawyers. It shall not

have hope to repair itself by Constantinople, Ireland, or Virginia;

\
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but the best and last fortune to it knighthood shall be to make Dol

Tear-sheet, or Kate Common a lady, and so it knighthood may eat.

[Exit.

SCENE IV.—A Lane, near Mobose's House.

Enter Trxtewtt, Dattphtne, and Clerimont.

Ttuz. Are you sure he is not gone by ?

Daup. No, I staid in the shop ever since.

Cler. But he may take the other end of the lane,

Daup. No, I told him I would be here at this end: I appointed
him hither.

True. What a barbarian it is to stay then!

Daup. Yonder he comes.

Cler. And his charge left behind him, which is a very good sign,

Dauphine.
Enter CuTBEABD.

Daup. How now, Cutbeard ! succeeds it, or no ?

Cvi. Past imagination, sir, omnia secunda; you could not have

pray'd to have had it so well. Saltat senex, as it is in the proverb;
he does triumph in his feUcity, admires the party I he has given
me !.he lease of my house too! and I am now going for a silent

minister to marry them, and away.
True. 'Slight! get one of the silenced ministers; a zealous brother

would torment him purely.
Cut. Cum privilegio, sir.

Daup. O, by no means; let's do nothing to hinder it now: when
'tis done and finished, I am for you, for any device of vexation.

Cut. And that shall be within this half hour, upon my dexterity,

gentlemen. Contrive what you can in the mean time, bonis avihu.t.

[Exit.

Cler. How the slave doth Latin it!

True. It would be made a jest to posterity, sirs, this day's mirth,

if ye will.

Cler. Beshrew his heart that will not, I pronounce.

Daup. And for my part. What is it ?

Trtie. To translate all La-Foole's company, and his feast thither,

to-day, to celebrate this bride-ale.

Daup. Ay, marry; but how will't be done?
True. I'll undertake the directing of all the lady-guests thither,

and then the meat must follow.

Cler. For God's sake, let's effect it; it will be an excellent comedy
of affliction, so many several noises.

Daup. But are they not at the other place, already, think youT
Tru^. I'll warrant you for the college-honours: one of their faces

has not the priming colour laid on yet, nor the other her smock
Blsek'd

Cler. O, but they'll rise earlier than ordinary to a feast.

True. Best go see, and assure ourselves.
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Cler. Who knows the house ?

True. I'll lead you: Were you never there yet ?

Daup. Not I.

Cler. Nor I.

True. Where have you lived then ? not know Tom Otter 1

Cler. No: for God's sake, what is he?
True. An excellent animal, equal with your Daw or La-Foole, if

not transcendant ; and does Latin it as much as your barber: He
is his wife's subject; he calls her princess, and at such times aa

these follows her up and down the house like a page, with his hat

off, partly for heat, partly for reverence. At this instant he is

marshalUng of his bull, bear, and horse.

Daup. What be those, in the name of Sphynx ?

True. Why, sir, he has been a great man at the Bear-garden in

his time; and from that subtle sport has ta'en the witty denomina-
tion of his chief carousing cups. One he calls his bull, another his

bear, another his horse. And then he has his lesser glasses, that

he calls his deer and his ape ; and several degrees of them too ; and
never is well, nor thinks any entertaiimient perfect, till these be

brought out, and set on the cupboard.
Cler. For God's love!—we should miss this, if we should not go.
True. Nay, he has a thousand things as good, that will speak him

all day. He will rail on his wife, with certain common places,
behind her back ; and to her face—
Daup. No more of him. Let's go see him, I petition you.

[Exeuni.

ACT III

SCENE I.—A Room in Otter's House.

Enter Captain Otter with his cups, and Mistress Otter.

Ott. Nay, good princess, hear me pauca verba.

Mrs. Ott. By that Ught, I'll have you chain'd up, with your
bull-dogs and bear-dogs, if you be not civil the sooner. I'll send

you to kennel, i'faith. You were best bait me with your bull, bear,

and horse. Never a time that the courtiers or collegiates come
to the house, but you make it a Shrove-tuesday ! I would have you
get your Whitsuntide velvet cap, and your staff in your hand, to

entertain them: yes, in troth, do.

Ott. Not so, princess, neither; but under correction, sweet

princess, give me leave.—These things I am known to the courtiers

by: It is reported to them for my humour, and they receive it so,

and do expect it. Tom Otter's bull, bear, and horse is known all

over England, in rerum natura.

Mrs. Ott. 'Fore me, I will na-ture them over to Paris-garden, and
na-ture you thither too, if you pronounce them again. Is a heat

a fit beast, or a bull, to mix in society with great ladies 7 think in

your discretion, in any good policy.
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Ott. The horse then, good princess.
Mrs. Ott. Well, I am contented for the horse; they love to be

well horsed, I know: I love it myself.
Ott. And it is a delicate fine horse this: Poetarum Pegasus.

Under correction, princess, Jupiter did turn himself into a—taurus.

or bull, under correction, good princess.

Enter Tbuewit, Clebimont, and Dauthine, behind.

Mrs. Ott. By my integrity, I'll send you over to the Bank-side;
I'll commit you to the master of the Garden, if I hear but a syllable
more. Must my house or my roof be polluted with the scent of

bears and bulls, when it is perfumed for great ladies? Is this

according to the instrument, when I married you? that I would
be princess, and reign in mine own house; and you would be my
subject, and obey me? What did you bring me, should make you
thus peremptory ? do I allow you your half-crown a day, to spend
where you will, among your gamesters, to vex and torment me at

such times as these? Who gives you your maintenance, I pray
you? who allows you your horse-meat and man's meat? your
three suits of apparel a year ? your four pair of stockings, one silk,

three worsted? your clean linen, your bands and cuffs, when I can

get you to wear them?—'tis marie you have them on now.—Who
graces you with courtiers or great personages, to speak to you out
of their coaches, and come home to your house? Were you ever

Bo much as look'd upon by a lord or a lady, before I married you, but
on the Easter or Whitsun-hoUdays ? and then out at the banqueting-
house window, when Ned Wliiting or George Stone were at the

stake?
True. For God's sake, let's go stave her off him.

Mrs. Ott. Answer me to that. And did not I take you up from
thence, in an old greasy buff-doublet, with points, and green velvet

sleeves, out at the elbows? you forget this.

True. She'll worry him, if we help not in time.

[They come forward.
Mrs. Ott. 0, here are some of the gallants ! Go to, behave your-

self distinctly, and with good morality; or, I protest, I'll take away
your exhibition.

True. By your leave, fair mistress Otter, I'll be bold to enter

these gentlemen in your acquaintance.
Mrs. Ott. It shall not be obnoxious, or difficil, sir.

True. How does my noble captain? is the bull, bear, and horse
in rerum natura still ?

Ott. Sir, sic visum superis.
Mrs. Ott. I would you would but intimate them, do. Go your

ways in, and get toasts and butter made for the woodcocks: that's
a fit province for you. [Drives him off.

Cler. Alas, what a tyranny is this poor fellow married to !

True. 0, but the sport will be anon, when we get him loose.

Dawp. Dares he ever speak '
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True. No Anabaptist ever rail'd with the like license: but mark
her language in the mean time, I beseech you.

Mrs. Ott. Gentlemen, you are very aptly come. My cousin, sir

Amorous, will be here briefly.
True. In good time, lady. Was not sir John Daw here, to ask

for him, and the company ?

Mrs. Ott. I cannot assure you, master Truewit. Here waj» a

very melancholy knight in a ruff, that demanded my subject for

somebody, a gentleman, I think.

Cler. Ay, that was he, lady.
Mrs. Ott. But he departed straight, I can resolve you.

Daup. What an excellent choice phrase this lady expresses in.

True. O, sir, she is the only authentical courtier, that is not

naturally bred one, in the city.
Mrs. Ott. You have taken that report upon trust, gentlemen.
True. No, I assure you, the court governs it so, lady, in your

behalf.

Mrs. Ott. I am the servant of the court and courtiers, sir.

True. They are rather your idolaters.

Mrs. Ott. Not so, sir.

Enter Cotbeabd.

Daup. How now, Cutbeard! any cross?

Cui. O no, sir, omnia bene. 'Twas never better on the hinges;
aU's sure. I have so pleased him with a curate, that he's gone to't

almost with the delight he hopes for soon.

Daup. What is he for a vicar ?

Cut. One that has catch'd a cold, sir, and can scarce be heard

six inches off; as if he spoke out of a bulrush that were not pick'd,
or his throat were full of pith: a fine quick fellow, and an excellent

barber of prayers. I came to tell you, sir, that you might omnem
movere lapidem, as they say, be ready with your vexation.

Daup. Gramercy, honest Cutbeard! be thereabouts with thy

key, to let us in.

Cut. I will not fail you, sir; ad manum. [Exit.

True. Well, I'll go watch my coaches.

Cler. Do; and we'll send Daw to you, if you meet him not.

{Exit Trv^wit.

Mrs. Ott. Is master Truewit gone ?

Daup. Yes, lady, there ia some unfortunate business fallen out.

Mrs. Ott. So I adjudged by the physiognomy of the fellow that

came in; and I had a dream last night too of the new pageant, and

my lady mayoress, which is always very ominous to me. I told

it my lady Haughty t'other day, when her honour came hither to

Rce some China stuffs; and she expounded it out of Artemidorus,
and I have found it since very true. It has done me many affronts,

Cler. Your dream, lady?
Mrs. Ott. Yes, sir, any thing I do but dream of the city. It

tain'd me a damask table-cloth, cost me eighteen pound, at one
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time; and burnt me a black satin gown, aa I stood by the fire, at

my lady Centaure's chamber in the college, another time. A third

time, at the lords' masque, it dropt all my wire and my ruff with
wax candle, that I could not go up to the banquet. A fourth time,
as I was taking coach to go to Ware, to meet a friend, it dash'd
me a new suit all over (a crimson satin doublet, and black velvet

skirts) with a brewer's horse, that I was fain to go in and shift me,
and kept my chamber a leash of days for the anguish of it.

Dawp. These were dire mischances, lady.
Cler. I would not dwell in the city, an 'twere so fatal to me.
Mrs. Ott. Yes, sir; but I do take advice of my doctor to dream

of it as little as I can.

Damp, You do well, mistress Otter.

Enter Sir John Daw, and is taken aside by Clerimont.

Mrs. Ott. Will it please you to enter the house farther, gentlemen ?

Daup. And your favour, lady: but we stay to speak with a

knight, sir John Daw, who is here come. We shall follow you, lady.
Mrs. Ott. At your own time, sir. It is my cousin sir Amorous

his feast—
Daup. I know it, lady.
Mrs. Ott. And mine together. But it is for his honour, and

therefore I take no name of it, more than of the place.

Daup. You are a bounteous kinswoman.
Mrs. Ott. Your servant, sir. [Exit.
Cler. [coming forward with Daw.] Why, do not you know it, sir

John Daw ?

Daw. No, I am a rook if I do.

Cler. I'll tell you, then; she's married by this time. And, whereas

you were put in the head, that she was gone with sir Dauphine, I

assure you, sir Dauphine has been the noblest, honestest friend to

you, that ever gentleman of your quality could boast of. He has
discover'd the whole plot, and made your mistress so acknowledging,
and indeed so ashamed of her injury to you, that she desires you
to forgive her, and but grace her wedding with your presence to-day—
She is to be married to a very good fortune, she says, his uncle, old

Morose; and she will'd me in private to tell you, that she shall be able
to do you more favours, and with more security now than before.

Daw. Did she say so, i'faith ?

Cler. Why, what do you think of me, sir John ? ask sir Dauphine.
Daw. Nay, I beUeve you.—Good sir Dauphine, did she desire me

to forgive her ?

Daup. I assure you, sir John, she did.

Daiv. Nay, then, I do with all my heart, and I'll be jovial.
Cler. Yes, for look you, sir, this was the injury to you. La-Foole

intended this feast to honour her bridal day, and made you the

property to invite the college ladies, and promise to bring her;
and then at the time she would have appear' d, as his friend, to

have given you the dor. Whereas now, sir Dauphine has brought
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her to a feeling of it, with this kind of satisfaction, that you shall

bring all the ladies to the place where she is, and be very jovial;
and there, she will have a dinner, which shall be in your name: and
so disappoint La-Foole, to make you good again, and, as it were, a

saver in the main.
Daw. As I am a knight, I honour her; and forgive her heartily.
Cler. About it then presently. Truewit is gone before to con-

front the coaches, and to acquaint you with so much, if he meet

you. Join with him, and 'tis well.—
Enter Sir Amorous La-Foole.

See; here comes your antagonist; but take you no notice, but be

very jovial.
La-F. Are the ladies come, sir John Daw, and your mistress?

lExit Daw.'\—Sir Dauphine! you are exceeding welcome, and
honest master Clerimont. Where's my cousin ? did you see no

collegiates, gentlemen?
Daup. C!ollegiate3 ! do you not hear, sir Amorous, how you are

abused ?

La-F. How, sir!

Cler. Will you speak so kindly to sir John Daw, that has done

you such an affront?

La-F. Wherein, gentlemen? let me be a suitor to you to know,
I beseech you.

^ Cler. Why, sir, his mistress is married to-day to sir Dauphine's
uncle, your cousin's neighbour, and he has diverted all the ladies,

• and all your company thither, to frustrate j^our provision, and
stick a disgrace upon you. He was here now to have enticed \ia

away from you too: but we told him his own, I think.

La-F. Has sir John Daw wrong'd me so inhumanly ?

Daup. He has done it, sir Amorous, most maHciously and

treacherously: but^ if you'll be ruled by us, you shall quit him,
i'faith.

La-F. Good gentlemen, I'll make one, believe it. How, I pray?
Daup. Marry, sir, get me your pheasants, and your godwita, and

your best meat, and dish it in silver dishes of your cousin's presently;
and say nothing, but clap me a clean towel about you, like a sewer;

and, bare-headed, march afore it with a good confidence, ('tis but

over the way, hard by,) and we'll second you, where you shall set

it on the board, and bid them welcome to't, which shall shew 'tia

yours, and disgrace his preparation utterly: and for your cousin,

whereas she should be troubled here at home with care of making
and giving welcome, she shall transfer all that labour thither, and
be a principal guest herself; sit rank'd with the college-honours,
and be honour'd, and have her health drunk as often, as bare and as

loud as the best of them.
La-F. I'll go tell her presently. It shall be done, that's resolved.

[Exit.

Cler. I thought be would not hear it out, but 'twould take him.
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Dawp. Well, there be guests and meat now; how shall we do for

music ?

Cler. The smell of the venison, going through the street, will

invite one noise of fiddlers or other.

Dawp. I would it would call the trumpeters hither !

Cler. Faith, there is hope: they have intelhgence of all feasts.

There's good correspondence betwixt them and the London cooks:

"tis twenty to one but we have them.

Dawp. 'Twill be a most solemn day for my uncle, and an excellent

fit of mirth for us.

Cler. Ay, if we can hold up the emulation betwixt Foole and

Daw, and never bring them to expostulate.

Daup. Tut, flatter them both, as Truewit says, and you may
take their understandings in a purse-net. They'll beheve them-
selves to be just such men as we make them, neither more nor less.

They have nothing, not the use of their senses, but by tradition.

Re-enter La-Foolb, like a Sewer.

Cler. See! sir Amorous has his towel on already. Have you
persuaded your cousin ?

La-F. Yes, 'tis very feasible: she'll do any thing, she says, rather

than the La-Fooles shall be disgraced.

Daup. She is a noble kinswoman. It will be such a pestling

device, sir Amorous; it will pound all your enemy's practices to

powder, and blow him up with his own mine, his own train,

La-F. Nay, we'll give fiire, I warrant you.
Cler. But j'ou must carry it privately, without any noise, and

take no notice by any means—
Re-enter Captain Otter.

Ott. Gentlemen, my princess says j'ou shall have all her silver

dishes, festinate: and she's gone to alter her tire a little, and go
with you—

Cler. And yourself too, captain Otter ?

Daup. By any means, sir.

Oil. Yes, sir, I do mean it: but I would entreat my cousin sir

Amorous, and you, gentlemen, to be suitors to my princess, that I

may carry my bull and my bear, as well as my horse.

Cler. That you shall do, captain Otter.

La-F. My cousin will never consent, gentlemen.
Daup. She must consent, sir Amorous, to reason.

La-F. Why, she says they are no decorum among ladies.

Ott. But they are decora, and that's better, sir.

Cler. Ay, she must hear argument. Did not PasiphaG, who wae
a queen, love a bull? and was not Calisto, the mother of Areas,
turn'd into a bear, and made a star, mistress Ursula, in the heavens ?

Ott. O lord ! that I could have said as much ! I will have these

stories painted in the Bear-garden, ex Ovidii metamorphosi.
I S4«^
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Dawp. Where is your princess, captain ? pray, be our leader.

Ott. That I shall, sir.

CUr. Make haste, good sir Amorous. [Exeuni.

SCENE II.—A Room in Morose's House.

Enter Morose, Epiccene, Parson, and Ctjtbbabd.

Mor. Sir, there's an angel for yourself, and a brace of angels for

your cold. Muse not at this manage of my bounty. It is fit we
should thank fortune, double to nature, for any benefit she confers

upon us; besides, it is your imperfection, but my solace.

Par. [speaks as having a cold.] I thank your worship; so it is

mine, now.
Mor. What says he, Cutbeard ?

Cut. He says, prcesto, sir, whensoever your worship needs him, he
can be ready with the Uke. He got this cold with sitting up late,

and singing catches with cloth-workers.

Mor. No more. I thank him.
Par. God keep your worship, and give you much joy with your

fair spouse !
—uh I uh ! uh !

Mor. 0, 1 stay, Cutbeard 1 let him give me five shillings of my
money back. As it is bounty to reward benefits, so it is equity to

mulct injuries. I will have it. What says he?
Cler. He cannot change it, sir.

Mor. It must be changed.
Cut. Cough again. [Aside to Parson.
Mor. What says he ?

Cut. He will cough out the rest, sir.

Par. Uh, uh, uh!
Mor. Away, away with him! stop his mouth! away! I forgive

it.— [Exit Cut. thrusting out the Par.

Efi. Fie, master Morose, that you will use this violence to a man
of the church.

Mor. Howl
Epi. It does not become your gravity, or breeding, as you

pretend, in court, to have offer'd this outrage on a waterman, or

any more boisterous creature, much less on a man of his civil coat.

Mor. You can speak then!

Epi. Yes, sir.

Mor. Speak out, I mean.

Epi. Ay, sir. Why, did you think you had married a statue, or

a motion only ? one of the French puppets, vnt\\ the eyes turn'd

with a wire? or some innocent out of the hosi)ital, that would
stand with her hands thus, and a plaise mouth, and look upon you ?

Mor. mmod sty! a manifest woman! What, Cutbeard!

Epi. Nay, never quarrel with Cutbeard, sir; it is too late now.

I confess it doth bate somewhat of the modesty I had, when I writ

simply maid: but I hope I shall make it a stock still competent to

the estate and dignity of your wife.
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Mor. She can talk !

Epi. Yes, indeed, Bir.

Enter Mtttb.

Mor. What sirrah 1 None of my knaves there? where is this

impostor Cutbeard ? [Mute makes signs.

Bpi. Speak to him, fellow, speak to him! I'll have none of his

coacted, unnatural dumbness in my house, in a family where I

govern. [Exit Mute.
Mor. She is my regent already ! I have married a Penthesilea, a

Semiramis; sold my Uberty to a distaff.

Enter Truewit.

True. Where's master Morose?
Mor. Is he come again ! Lord have mercy upon me !

True. I wish you all joy, mistress Epicoene, with your grave and
honourable match.

Epi. I return you the thanks, master Truewit, so friendly a wish
deserves.

Mor. She has acquaintance, too!

Trtie. God save you, sir, and give you all contentment in your
feiir choice, here! Before, I was the bird of night to you, the owl;
but now I am the messenger of peace, a dove, and bring you the

glad wishes of many friends to the celebration of this good hour.

Mor. What hour, sir?

Trv£. Your marriage hour, sir. I commend your resolution,

that, notwithstanding all the dangers I laid afore you, in the voice
of a night-crow, would yet go on, and be yourself. It shews you
are a man constant to your own ends, and upright to your purposes,
that would not be put off with left-handed cries.

Mor. How should you arrive at the knowledge of so much ?

True. Why, did you ever hope, sir, committing the secrecy of it

to a barber, that less than the whole town should know it? you
might as well have told it the conduit, or the bake-house, or the

infantry that follow the court, and with more security. Could your
gravity forget so old and noted a remnant, as, lippis et tonsoribus

notum ? Well, sir, forgive it yourself now, the fault, and be com-
municable with your friends. Here will be three or four fashionable
ladies from the college to visit you presently, and their train of

minions and followers.

Mor. Bar my doors! bar my doors! Where are all my eaters?

my mouths, now ?—
Enter Servants.

Bar up my doors, you varlets!

Epi. He is a varlet that stirs to such an office. Let them stand

open. I would see him that dares move his eyes toward it. Shall I

have a barricado made against my friends, to be barr'd of any
pleasxire thsy can bring in to me with their honourable visitation?

[Exeunt Ser.
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Mor. O Amazonian impudence I

Trtie. Nay, faith, in this, sir, she speaks but reason: and. me-
thinkfl, is more continent than you. Would you go to bed so

presently, sir, afore noon? a man of your head and hair should
owe more to that reverend ceremony, and not mount the marriage-
bed like a town-bull, or a mountain-goat; but stay the due season;
and ascend it then with religion and fear. Those deUghts are to be

steeped in the humour and silence of the night ; and give the day to

other open pleasures, and jollities of feasting, of music, of revels, of

discourse: we'll have all, sir, that may make your Hymen high and

happy.
Mor. my torment, my torment I

Trtie. Nay, if you endure the first half hour, sir, so tediously, and
with this irksomeness; what comfort or hope can this fair gentle-
woman make to herself hereafter, in the consideration of so many
years aa are to come
Mor. Of my affliction. Good sir, depart, and let her do it alone.

True. I have done, sir.

Mor. That cursed barber.

True. Yes, faith, a cursed wretch indeed, sir.

Mor. I have married his cittern, that's common to all men.
Some plague above the plague

—
Trite. AH Egypt's ten plagues.
Mor. Revenge me on him!
True. 'Tis very well, sir. If you laid on a curse or two more, I'll

assure you he'll bear them. As, that he may get the pox with

seeking to cure it, sir; or. that while he is curling another man's

hair, his own may drop oflf; or, for burning some male-bawd's lock,

he may have his brain beat out with the curUng iron.

Mor. No, let the wretch live wretched. May he get the itcii,

and his shop so lousy, as no man dare come at him, nor he come
at no man!

True. Ay, and if he would swallow all his balls for pills, let not

them purge him.
Mor. Let his warming-pan be ever cold.

True. A perpetual frost underneath it, sir.

Mor. Let him never hope to see fire again.
True. But in hell, sir.

Mor. His chairs be al ways empty, his scissars rust, and his combs
mould in their cases.

True. Very dreadful that! And may he lose the invention, sir,

of carving lanterns in paper.
Mor. Let there be no bawd carted that year, to employ a bason

of his: but let him be glad to eat his sponge for bread.

True. And drink lotium to it, and much good do him.

Mor. Or, for want of bread

True. Eat ear-wax, sir. I'll help you. Or, draw his own teeth,

and add them to the lute-string.

Mor. No, beat the old ones to powder, and make bread of them.
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True. Yes, make meal of the mill-stones.

Mor. May all the botches and bums that he has cured on others

break out upon him.
True.. And he now forget the cure of them in himself, sir; or, if

he do remember it, let him have scraped all his linen into Unt for't,

and have not a rag left him for to set up with.

Mor. Let him never set up again, but have the gout in his hands
for ever!—Now, no more, sir.

True. O, that last wa,s too high set; you might go less with him,
i' faith, and be revenged enough: as, that he be never able to new-

paint his pole—
Mor. Good sir, no more, I forgot myself.
True. Or, want credit to take up with a comb-maker—
Mor. No more, sir.

True, Or, having broken his glass in a former despair, fall now
into a much greater, of ever getting another—

Mor. I beseech you, no more.
True, Or, that he never be trusted with trimming of any but

chimney-sweepers—
Mor. Sir-
True. Or, may he cut a collier's throat with his razor, by chance-

medley, and yet be hang'd for't.

Mor. I will forgive Mm, rather than hear any more. I beseech

you, sir.

Enter Daw, introducing Lady Haughty, Centaxtre, Mivis,
and Trusty.

Daw. This way, madam.
Mor. 0, the sea breaks in upon me! another flood! an inunda-

tion! I snail be overwhelmed with noise. It beats already at my
shores. I feel an earthquake in my self for't.

Daw. 'Give you joy, mistress.

Mor. Has she servants too!

Daw. I have brought some ladies here to see and know you. My
lady Haughty—[cw he presents them severally, Epi. kisses them.]
this my lady Centaure—mistress Del Mavis—mistress Trusty, my
lady Haughty's woman. Where's your husband? let's see him:
can he endure no noise ? let me come to him.

Mor. What nomenclator is this!

True. Sir John Daw, sir, your wife's servant, this.

Mor. A Daw, and her servant! 0, 'tis decreed, 'tis decreed of

me, an she have such servants. [Going.
True. Nay, sir, you must kiss the ladies; you must not go away,

now: they come toward you to seek you out.

Hau. I' faith, master Morose, would you steal a marriage thus, in

the midst of so many friends, and not acquaint us? Well, I'll kiss

you, notwithstanding the justice of my quarrel: you shall give me
leave, mistress, to use a becoming famiharity with your husband.

Epi. Your ladyship does me an honour in it, to let me know he
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is so worthy your favour: aa you have done both him and me grace
to visit so unprepared a pair to entertain you.
Mor. Compliment! compUment!
Epi. But I must lay the burden of that upon my servant here.

Hau. It shall not need, mistress Morose; we will all bear, rather

than one shall be opprest.
Mor. I know it: and you will teach her the faculty, if she be to

learn it. [
Walks aside while the rest talk apart.

Hau. Is this the silent woman ?

Cen. Nay, she haa found her tongue since she was married. Master

Truewit says.
Hau. 0, master Truewit! 'save you. What kind of creature ia

your bride here ? she speaks, methinks !

True. Yes, madam, behave it, she is a gentlewoman of very
absolute behaviour, and of a good race.

Hau. And Jack Daw told us she could not speak !

True. So it was carried in plot, madam, to put her upon this

old fellow, by sir Dauphine, his nephew, and one or two more of

us: but she is a woman of an excellent assurance, and an extra-

ordinary happy wit and tongue. You shall see her make rare sport
with Daw ere night.

Hau. And he brought us to laugh at her !

True. That falls out often, madam, that he that thinks himself

the master-wit, is the master-fool. I assure your ladyship, ye
cannot laugh at her.

Hau. No, we'll have her to the college: An she have wit, she shall

be one of us, shall she not, Centaure? we'll make her a collegiate.

Cen. Yes, faith, madam, and Mavis and she will set up a side.

True. Believe it, madam, and mistress Mavis she will sustain

her part.
Mav. I'll tell you that, when I have talk'd with her, and tried her.

Hau. Use her very civilly, Mavis.

Mav. So I will, madam. [ Whispers her.

Mor. Blessed minute! that they would whisper thus ever!

[Aside.

Trv£. In the mean time, madam, would but yoiu* ladyship help
to vex him a little: you know his disease, talk to him about the

wedding ceremonies, or call for your gloves, or—
Hau. Let me alone. Centaure, help me.—Master bridegroom,

where are you ?

Mor. 0, it was too miraculously good to last! [Aside.

Hau. We see no ensigns of a wedding here; no character of a

bride-ale: where be our scarves and our gloves? I pray you, give
them us. Let us know your bride's colours, and yours at least.

Cen. Alas, madam, he has provided none.

Mor. Had I known your ladyship's painter, I would.

Hau. He has given it you, Centaure, i'faith. But do you hear,

master Morose? a jest will not absolve you in this manner. You
that have suck'd the milk of the court, and from thence have been
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brought up tx) the very strong meats and wine of it; been a courtier

from the biggen to the night-cap, as we may say, and you to offend

in such a high point of ceremony as this, and let your nuptials
want all marks of solemnity ! How much plate have you lost to-day,

(if you had but regarded your profit,) what gifts, what friends,

through your mere rusticity !

Mor. Madam—
Hau. Pardon me, sir, I must insinuate your errors to you; no

gloves ? no garters ? no scarves ? no epithalamium ? no masque ?

Daw. Yes, madam, I'll make an epithalamium, I promise my
mistress ; I have begun it already : will your ladyship hear it ?

Hau. Ay, good Jack Daw.
Mor. Will it please your ladyship command a chamber, and be

private with your friend? you shall have your choice of rooms to

retire to after: my whole house is yours. I know it hath been

your ladyship's errand into the city at other times, however now

you have been unhappily diverted upon me; but I shall be loth

to break any honourable custom of your ladyship's. And therefore,

good madam—
Epi. (Dome, you are a rude bridegrooin, to entertain ladies of

honour in this fashion.

Cen. He is a rude groom indeed.

True. By that Ught you deserve to be grafted, and have your
horns reach from one side of the island to the other.—Do not mistake

me, sir; I but speak this to give the ladies some heart again, not
for any maUce to you.

Mor. Is this your bravo, ladies?

True. As God [shall] help me, if you utter such another word,
I'll take mistress bride in, and begin to you in a very sad cup; do

you see ? Go to, know your friends, and such as love you.

Enter Clerdiont, followed by a number of Musicians.

Cler. By your leave, ladies. Do you want any music? I have

brought you variety of noises. Play, sirs, all of you.
[Aside to the Musicians, who strike up all together.

Mor. O, a plot, a plot, a plot, a plot, upon me! this day I shall

be their anvil to work on, they will grate me asunder. 'Tis worse
than the noise of a saw.

Cler. No, they are hair, rosin, and guts: I can give you the receipt.
Trite. Peace, boys!
Cler. Play! I say.
True. Peace, rascals! You see who's your friend now, sir: take

courage, put on a martyr's resolution. Mock down all their

attemptings vrith patience: 'tis but a day, and I would suffer

heroically. Should an ass exceed me in fortitude? no. You
betray your infirmity with your hanging dull ears, and make them
insult: bear up bravely, and constantly. [La-Foole passes over the

stage as a Sewer, followed by Servants carrying dishes, and. Mistress

Otter.]
—Look you here, sir, what honour is done you unexpected.
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by your nephew; a wedding-dinner come, and a knight-sewer before

it, for the more reputation: and fine mistress Otter, your neighbour,
in the rump or tail of it.

Mor. Is that Gorgon, that Medusa come ! hide me, hide me.
True. I warrant you, sir, she will not transform you. Look upon

her with a good courage. Pray you entertain her, and conduct

your guests in. No !
—Mistress bride, ^rill you entreat in the ladies ?

your bridegroom is so shame-faced, here.

Epi. Will it please your ladyship, madam ?

Hau. With the benefit of your company, mistresa.

Epi. Servant, pray you perform your duties.

Daw. And glad to be commanded, mistress.

Cen. How like you her wit. Mavis ?

Mav. Very prettily, absolutely well.

Mrs. Ott. 'Tis my place.
Mav. You shall pardon me, mistress Otter. .

Mrs. Ott. Why, I am a collegiate.
Mav. But not in ordinary.
Mrs. Ott. But I am.
Mav. We'll dispute that within. [Exeunt Ladiea.

Cler. Would this had lasted a little lonc;er.

True. And that they had sent for the heralds.

Enter Captain Otter.

—Captain Otter ! what news ?

Ott. I have brought my bull, bear, and horse, in private, and

yonder are the trumpeters without, and the drum, gentlemen.
[The drum and trumpets sound tcithin.

Mor. 0, 0, O!
Ott. And we will have a rouse in each of them, anon, for bold

Britons, i' faith. [They sound again.
Mor. 0, O, O ! [Exit hastily.

Omnea. Follow, follow, follow! [Exeunt.

ACT IV

SCENE I.—A Room in ]\Iorose's House.

Enter Truewit ajid Clerewont.

True. Was there ever poor bridegroom so tormented ? or man.
indeed ?

Cler. I have not read of the like in the chronicles of the land.

True. Sure, he cannot but go to a place of rest, after all this

purgatory.
Cler. He may presume it, I think.

Triie. The spitting, the coughing, the laughter, the neezing, the

farting, dancing, noise of the music, and her meiscuhne and loud
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commanding, and urging the whole family, makes him think he

has married a fury.
Cler. And she carries it up braveh\
True. Ay, she takes any occasion to speak : that's the height on' t.

Cler. And how soberly Dauphine labours to satisfy him, that it

was none of his plot!
True. And has almost brought him to the faith, in the article.

Ffere he comes.—
Enter Sir Ijattphine.

Where is he now? what's become of him, Dauphine?
Daup. O, hold me up a little, I shall go away in the jest else.

He has got on his whole nest of night-caps, and lock'd himself up
in the top of the house, as high as ever he can chmb from the noise.

I peep'd in at a cranny, and saw him sitting over a cross-beam of

the roof, like him on the saddler's horse in Fleet-street, u{)right:

and he will sleep there.

Cler. But where are your collegiates ?

Dawp. Withdrawn with the bride in private.
True. 0, they are instructing her in the college-grammar. If

she have grace with them, she knows all their secrets instantly.
Cler. Methinks the lady Haughty looks well to-day, for all my

dispraise of her in the morning. I think, I shall come about to

thee again, Truewit.

True. Believe it, I told you right. Women ought to repair the

losses time and years have made in their features, with dressings.
And an intelUgent woman, if she know by herself the least defect,

will be most curious to hide it: and it becomes her. If she be

short, let her sit much, lest, when she stands, she be thought to

sit. If she have an ill foot, let her wear her gown the longer, and
her shoe the thinner. If a fat hand, and scald nails, let her carve
the less, and act in gloves. If a sour breath, let her never discourse

fasting, and always talk at her distance. If she have black and

rugged teeth, let her offer the less at laughter, especially if she

laugh wide and open.
Cler. 0, you shall have some women, when they laugh, you

would think they brayed, it is so rude and—
True. Ay, and others, that will stalk in their gait like an estrich,

and take huge strides. I cannot endure such a sight. I love

measure in the feet, and number in the voice : they are gentlenesses,
that oftentimes draw no less than the face.

Daup. How camest thou to study these creatures so exactly?
I would thou wouldst make me a proficient.

True. Yes, but you must leave to live in your chamber, then, a

month together upon Amadis de Gaul, or Don Quixote, as you are

wont; and come abroad where the matter is frequent, to court, to

tiltings, public shows and feasts, to plays, and church sometimes:
thither they come to shew their new tires too, to see, and to be seen.

In these places a man shall find whom to love, whom to play with.
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whom to touch once, whom to hold ever. The variety arrests his

judgment. A wench to please a man cornea not down dropping
from the ceiling, as he lies on his back droning a tobacco-pipe. He
must go where she is.

Dawp. Yes, and be never the nearer.

Triie. Out, heretic ! That diffidence makes thee worthy it

should be so.

Cler. He says true to you, Dauphine.
Daup. Whyl
True. A man should not doubt to overcome any woman. Think

he can vanquish them, and he shall: for though they deny, their

desire is to be tempted. Penelope herself cannot hold out long.
Ostend, you saw, was taken at last. You must pers6ver, and hold
to your purpose. They would sohcit us, but that they are afraid.

Howsoever, they wish in their hearts we should solicit them. Praise

them, flatter them, you shall never want eloquence or trust: even
the chastest dehght to feel themselves that way rubb'd. With

praises you must mix kisses too: if they take them, they'll take

more^though they strive, they would be overcome.
Cler. O, but a man must beware of force.

True. It is to them an acceptable violence, and has oft-times the

place of the greatest courtesy. She that might have been forced,

and you let her go free without touching, though then she seem to

thank j-ou, will ever hate you after; and glad in the face, is assuredly
sad at the heart.

Cler. But all women are not to be taken all ways.
True. 'Tis true; no more than all birds, or all fishes. If you

appear learned to an ignorant wench, or jocund to a sad, or witty
to a foolish, why she presently begins to mistrust herself. You
must approach them in their own height, their own Une; for the

contrary makes many, that fear to commit themselves to noble

and worthy fellows, run into the embraces of a rascal. If she love

wit, give verses, though you borrow them of a friend, or buy them,
to have good. If valour, talk of your sword, and be frequent in the

mention of quarrels, though you be staunch in fighting. If activity,
be seen on your barbary often, or leaping over stools, for the credit

of your back. If she love good clothes or dressing, have your
learned council about you every morning, your French tailor, barber,

linener, etc. Let your powder, your glass, and your comb be your
dearest acquaintance. Take more care for the ornament of your
head, than the safety; and wish the commonwealth rather troubled,

than a hair about you. That will take her. Then, if she be covetous

and craving, do you promise any thing, and perform sparingly; so

shall you keep her in appetite still. Seem as you would give, but be

like a barren field, that yields little; or unlucky dice to foolish and

hoping gamesters. Let your gifts be slight and dainty, rather than

precious. Let cunning be above cost. Give cherries at time of

year, or apricots; and say, they were sent you out of the countr5%

though you bought them in Cheapside. Admire her tires: like her
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in all fashions; compare her in every habit to some deity; invent

excellent dreams to flatter her, and riddles; or, if she be a great
one, perform always the second parts to her: like what she likes,

praise whom she praises, and faO not to make the household and
servants yours, yea the whole family, and salute them by their

names, ('tis but Ught cost, if you can purchase them so,) and make
her physician your pensioner, and her chief woman. Nor will it

be out of your gain to make love to her too, so she follow, not usher
her lady's pleasure. All blabbing is taken away, when she comes
to be a part of the crime.

Daup. On what courtly lap hast thou late slept, to come forth

so sudden and absolute a courtling?
True. Good faith, I should rather question you, that are so

hearkening after these mysteries. I begin to suspect your diligence,

Dauphine. Speak, art thou in love in earnest ?

Daup. Yes, by my troth, am I; 'twere ill dissembling before thee.

True. With which of them, I prithee ?

Daup. With all the coUegiates.
Cler. Out on thee! We'll keep you at home, believe it, in the

stable, an you be such a staUion.

True. No; I like him well Men should love wisely, and all

women; some one for the face, and let her please the eye; another
for the skin, and let her please the touch ; a third for the voice, and
let her please the ear; and where the objects mix, let the senses so

too. TTiou would' st think it strange, if I should make them all in

love with thee afore night!

Daup. I would say, thou hadst the best philtre in the world, and
couldst do more than madam Medea, or doctor Foreman.

True. If I do not, let me play the mountebank for my meat,
while I live, and the bawd for my drink.

Daup. So be it, T say.

Enter Otter, ivith Ms three Cups, Daw, and La Foole.

Ott. O lord, gentlemen, how my knights and I have mist you here !

Cler. Why, captain, what service, what service?

Ott. To see me bring up my bull, bear, and horse to fight.
Daw. Yes, faith, the captain says we shall be his dogs to bait them.

Daup. A good employment.
True. Come on, let's see your course, then.

La-F. I am afraid my cousin %vill be offended, if she come.
Ott. Be afraid of nothing.

—Gentlemen, I have placed the drum
and the trumpets, and one to give them the sign when you are

ready. Here's my bull for myself, and my bear for sir John Daw,
and my horse for sir Amorous. Now set your foot to mine, and

yours to his, and—
La-F. Pray God my cousin come not.

Olt. St. George, and St. Andrew, fear no cousins. Come, sound.
Bound! [Drum and trumpets sound.] Et rauco strepuerunt comua
cantu. [They drink.
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True. Well said, captain, i'faith; well fought at the bull.

Cler. Well held at the bear.

True, Low, low! captain.

Daup. O, the horse has kick'd off his dog already.
La-F. I cannot drink it, as I am a knight.
True. Odfl so ! off with his spurs, somebody.
La-F. It goes against my conscience. My cousin will be angry

with it.

Daw. I have done mine.

True. You fought high and fair, sir John.
Cler. At the head.

Daup. Like an excellent bear-dog.
Cler. You take no notice of the business, I hope 'I

Daw. Not a word, sir; you see we are jovial.
Ott. Sir Amorous, you must not equivocate.

It must be pull'd down, for aU my cousia.

Cler. 'Sfoot, if you take not your drink, they'll think you are

discontented with something; you'll betray all, if you take the

least notice.

La-F. Not I; I'll both drink and talk then.

Ott. You must pull the horse on his knees, su- Amorous; fear no
cousins. Jacta est alea.

True. O, now he's in his vein, and bold. The least hint given
him of his vdie now, will make him rail desperately.

Cler. Speak to him of her.

True. Do you, and I'll fetch her to the hearing of it. [Erit.

Daup. Captain He - Otter, your She - Otter is coming, your
wife.

Ott. Wife ! buz ? titivilitium ! There's no such thing in nature.

I confess, gentlemen, I have a cook, a laundress, a house-drudge,
that serves my necessary turns, and goes under that title; but he's

an ass that will be so uxorious to tie his affections to one circle.

Come, the name dulls appetite. Here, replenish again; another
bout. [Fills the cups again.] Wives are nasty, sluttish animals.

Daup. O, captain.
Ott. As ever the earth bare, trihus verbis.—Wliere's master

Truewit?
Daw. He's shpt aside, sir.

Cler. But you must drink and be jovial.

Daw. Yes, give it me.
La-F. And me too.

Daw. Let's be jovial.
La-F. As jovial as you will.

Ott. Agreed. Now you shall have the bear, cousin, and sir John
Daw the horse, and I'll have the bull still. Sound, Tritons of the

Thames! [Drum and trumpets i^uvd again.\ Nunc est hibendum,
nunc pede libera—

Mor. [above.] Villains, murderers, sons of the earth, and traitors,

what do you there ?
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Cler. O, now the trumpets have waked him, we shall have hia

company.
Ott. A wife is a scurvy clogdogdo, an unlucky thing, a very

foresaid bear-whelp, without any good fashion or breeding, mala

bestia.

Re-enter Tbuewtt behind, with Mistress Otter.

Daup. Why did you marry one then, captain ?

OU. A pox!
—I married with six thousand pound, I. I was in

love with that. I have not kissed my Fury these forty weeks.

Cler. The more to blame you, captain.
Trtie. Nay, mistress Otter, hear him a little first.

Ott. She has a breath worse than my grandmother's, profecto.

Mrs. Ott. treacherous liar ! kiss me, sweet master Truewit, and

prove him a slandering knave.

Trv^. I'll rather believe you, \adj.
Ott. And she has a peruke that's like a pound of hemp, made up

in shoe-threads.

Mrs. Ott. O viper, mandrake!
Ott. most vUe face ! and yet she spends me forty pound a year

in mercury and hogs-bones. All her teeth were made in the Black-

friars, both her eyebrows in the Strand, and her hair in Silver-

street. Every part of the town owns a piece of her.

Mrs. Ott. [comes forward.] I cannot hold.

Ott. She takes herself asunder still when she goes to bed, into

some twenty boxes ; and about next day noon is put together again,
like a great German clock: and so comes forth, and rings a tedious

larum to the whole house, and then is quiet again for an hour,
but for her quarters

—Have you done me right, gentlemen ?

Mrs. Ott. {falls upon him, and beats him.] No, sir, I'll do you
right with my quarters, with my quarters.

Ott. O, hold, good princess.
True. Sound, sound ! [Drum and trumpets sound.

Cler. A battle, a battle !

Mrs. Ott. You notorious stinkardly bearward, does my breath

smell ?

Ott. Under correction, dear princess.
—Look to my bear and my

horse, gentlemen.
Mrs. Ott. Do I want teeth, and eyebrows, thou bull-dog?
True. Sound, sound still. [They sound again.
Ott. No, I protest, under correction—
Mrs. Ott. Ay, now you are under correction, you protest: but

you did not protest before correction, sir. Thou Judas, to offer to

betray thy princess ! I'll make thee an example— [Beats him.

Enter Morose with his long sword.

Mor. I will have no such examples in my house, lady Otter.

Mrs. Ott. Ah !
— [Mrs. Otter, Daw, and La-Foole, run off.

Mor. Mistress Mary Ambree, your examples are dangerous.—
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Rogues, hell-honnds, Stentors! out of my doors, you sons of noise
and tumult, begot on an ill May-day, or when the galley-foist is

afloat to Westminster! [Drives ovi the miLsicians.] A trumpeter
could not be conceived but then.

Daup. What ails you, sir?

Mor. They have rent my roof, walls, and all my windows asunder,
with their brazen throats. [Exit.

True. Best follow him, Dauphine.
Daup. So I will. [Exit.
Cler. Where's Daw and La-Foole?
Ott. They are both run away, sir. Good gentlemen, help to

pacify my princess, and speak to the great ladies for me. Now
must I go lie with the bears this fortnight, and keep out of the way,
till my peace be made, for this scandal she has taken. Did you not
see my bull-head, gentlemen?

Cler. Is't not on, captain ?

True. No; but he may make a new one, by that is on.

Ott. O, here it is. An j^ou come over, gentlemen, and ask for

Tom Otter, we'll go down to Ratcliff, and have a course i'faith, for

all these disasters. There is bona spes left.

True. Away, captain, get oflf while you are well. [Exit Otter.

Gler. I am glad we are rid of him.
True. You had never been, unless we had put his wife upon him.

His humour is as tedious at last, as it was ridiculous at first.

[Exeunt,

SCENE n.—A long open Gallery in the same.

Enter Lady Haughty, Mistress Ottrr, Mavis, Daw, La-Foole,
Centaure, avd Epiccene.

Hau. We wonder'd why you shriek'd so, mistress Otter.

Mrs. Ott. O lord, madam, he came down with a huge long naked

weapon in both his hands, and look'd so dreadfully ! sure he's beside

himself.

Mav. Why, what made you there, mistress Otter ?

Mrs. Ott. Alas, mistress Mavis, I was chastising my subject, and

thought nothing of him.
Daw. Faith, mistress, you must do so too: learn to chastise.

Mistress Otter corrects her husband so, he dares not speak but
under correction.

La-F. And with his hat off to her: 'twould do you good to see.

Hau. In sadness, 'tis good and mature counsel; practise it.

Morose. I'll call you Morose still now, as I call Centaure and
Mavis; we four will be all one.

Cen. And you'll come to the college, and live with us?
Hau. Make him give milk and honey.
Mav. Look how you manage him at first, you shall have him

ever after.

Cen. Let him allow j'^ou your coach, and four horses, your woman,
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your chamber-maid, your page, your gentleman-usher, your French

cook, and four grooms.
Hau. And go with us to Bedlam, to the china-houses, and to the

Exchange.
Cen. It will open the gate to your fame.

Hau. Here's Centaure has immortalised herself, with taming of

her wild male.

Mav. Ay, she has done the miracle of the kingdom.

Enter Clerimont and Truewtt.

Epi. But, ladies, do you count it lawful to have such plurality of

servants, and do them all graces ?

Hau. Why not? why should women deny their favours to men?
are they the poorer or the worse ?

Daw. Is the Thames the less for the dyers' water, mistress?

La-F. Or a torch for Ughting many torches ?

True. Well said, La-Foole; what a new one he has got!
Cen. They are empty losses women fear in this kind.

Hau. Besides, ladies should be mindful of the approach of age,
and let no time want his due use. The best of our days pass first.

Mav. We are rivers, that cannot be call'd back, madam: she that

now excludes her lovers, may live to he a forsaken beldame, in a

frozen bed.

Cen. 'Tis true, Mavis: and who will wait on us to coach then ? or

write, or tell us the news then, make anagrams of our names, and
invite us to the Cockpit, and kiss our hands all the play-time, and
draw their weapons for our honours ?

Hau. Not one.

Daw. Nay, my mistress is not altogether unintelligent of these

things ;
here be in presence have tasted of her favoms.

Cler, What a neighing hobby-horse is this !

Epi. But not with intent to boast them again, servant.—And
have you those excellent receipts, madam, to keep yourselves from

bearing of children ?

Hau. yes, Morose: how should we maintain our youth and

beauty else ? Many births of a woman make her old, as many crops
make the earth barren.

Enter Morose and Dauphtne.

Mor. O my cursed angel, that instructed me to this fate !

Dawp. Why, sir?

Mor. That I should be seduced by so foolish a devil as a barber
will make!

Dawp. I would I had been worthy, sir, to have partaken your
counsel ; you should never have trusted it to such a minister.

Mor. Would I could redeem it with the loss of an eye, nephew,
a hand, or any other member.

Daup. Marry, God forbid, sir, that you should geld yourself, to

anger your wife.
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J/or. So it would rid me of her!—and, that I did supererogatory
penance in a belfry, at Westminster-hall, in the Cockpit, at the fall

of a stag, the Tower-wharf—what place is there else?—London-

bridge, Paris-garden, BilUnsgate, when the noises are at their height,
and loudest. Nay, I would sit out a play, that were nothing but

fights at sea, drum, trumpet, and target.

Daup. I hope there shall be no such need, sir. Take patience,

good uncle. This is but a day. and 'tis well worn too now.
Mor. O, 'twill be so for ever, nephew, I foresee it, for ever.

Strife and tumult are the dowry that comes with a vnie.

True. I told you so, sir, and you would not believe me.
Mor. Alas, do not rub those wounds, master Truewit, to blood

again: 'twas my negligence. Add not afHiction to affliction. I

have perceived the effect of it, too late, in madam Otter.

Epi. How do you, sir?

Mor. Did you ever hear a more unnecessary question ? as if she
did not see ! Why, I do as you see, empress, empress.

Epi. You are not well, sir; you look very ill: something has

distemper'd you.
Mor. horrible, monstrous impertinencies ! would not one of

these have served, do you think, sir? would not one of these have
served ?

True. Yes, sir; but these are but notes of female kindness, sir;

certain tokens that she has a voice, sir.

Mor. O, is it so ! Come, an't be no otherwise What say you ?

Epi. How do you feel yourself, sir ?

Mor. Again that!

True. Nay, look you, sir, you would be friends with your wife

upon unconscionable terms; her silence.

Epi. They say you are run mad, sir.

Mor. Not for love, I assure you, of you ; do you see ?

Epi. lord, gentlemen! lay hold on him, for God's sake. What
shall I do? who's his physician, can you tell, that knows the state

of his body best, that I might send for him ? Good sir, speak ;

I'll send for one of my doctors else.

Mor. What, to poison me, that I might die intestate, and leave

you possest of all!

Epi. Lord, how idly he talks, and how his eyes sparkle! he
looks green about the temples ! do you see what blue spots he ha."? !

Cler. Ay, 'tis melancholy.

Epi. Gentlemen, for Heaven's sake, counsel me. Ladies:—
servant, you have read PUny and Paracelsus; ne'er a word now to

comfort a poor gentlewoman? Ay me, what fortune had T. ^o

marry a distracted man I

Daw. I'll tell you, mistress—
True. How rarelj' she holds it up! [Aside to Cler.

Mor. What mean you. gentlemen?
Epi. What will you tell me, servant ?

Daw. The disease in Greek is called navia, in Latin inaania, furor.
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vel ecstasis mdancholica, that is, egressio, when a man ex mdanchoUco

evadit fanaticus.
Mar. Shall I have a lecture read upon me aUve ?

Daw. But he may be but phreneiicus yet, mistress; and phrenetis

it only delirium, or so.

Epi. Ay, that is for the disease, servant; but what is this to the

cure ? We are sure enough of the disease.

Mor. Let me go.
True. Why, we'll entreat her to hold her peace, sir.

Mor. O no, labour not to stop her. She is like a coaduit-pipe,

that will gush out with more force when she opens again.

Hau. I'll tell you, Morose, you must talk divinity to him alto-

gether, or moral philosophy.
La-F. Ay, and there's an excellent book of moral philosophy,

madam, of Reynard the Fox, and all the beasts, called Doni'a

Philosophy.
Cen. There is indeed, sir Amoroiis La-Foole.

Mor. misery!
La-F. I have read it, my lady Centaure, all over, to my cousin

here.

Mrs. Ott. Ay, and 'tis a very good book as any is, of the moderns.

Daw. Tut, he must have Seneca read to him, and Plutarch, and

the ancients; the moderns are not for this disease.

Cler. Why, you discommended them too, to-day, sir John.

Daw. Ay, in some cases: but in these they are best, and Aris-

totle's ethics.

Mav. Say you so, sir John? I think you are deceived; you
took it upon trust.

Hau. Where's Trusty, my woman? I'll end this difference. I

prithee. Otter, call her. Her father and mother were both mad,
when they put her to me.

Mor. I think so.—Nay, gentlemen, I am tame. This is but an

exercise, I know, a marriage ceremony, which I must endure.

Hau. And one of them, I know not which, was cured with the

Sick Man's Salve, and the other with Green's Groat's-worth of Wit.

True. A very cheap cure, madam.

Erder Trusty.

Hau. Ay, 'tis very feasible.

Mrs. Ott. My lady call'd for you, mistress Trusty: you must
decide a controversy.

Hau. 0, Trusty, which was it you said, your father, or your
mother, that was cured with the Sick Man's Salve ?

Trus. My mother, madam, with the Salve.

True. Then it was the sick woman's salve ?

Trus. And my father with the Groat's-worth of Wit. But there

was other means used: we had a preacher that would preach folk

asleep still; and so they were prescribed to go to church, by an old

woman that was their physician, thrice a week—
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Epi. To sleep 7 .

Trv^. Yes, forsooth: and every night they read themselves

asleep on those books.

Epi. Good faith, it stands with great reason. I would I knew
where to procure those books.

Mor. Oh!
La-F. I can help you with one of them, mistress Morose, the

Groat's-worth of Wit.

Epi. But I shall disfumish you, sir Amorous: can you spare it?

La-F. O yes, for a week, or so; I'll read it myself to him.

Epi. No, I must do that, sir; that must be my office.

Mor. Oh, oh!

Epi. Sure he would do well enough, if he could sleep.
Mor. No, I should do well enough, if you could sleep. Have I

no friend that will make her drunk, or give her a Uttle laudanum,
or opium?

Trv^. Why, sir, she talks ten times worse in her sleep.
Mor. How!
Cler. Do you not know that, sir ? never ceases all night.
True. And snores like a porpoise.
Mor. O redeem me, fate; redeem me, fate! For how many

causes may a man be divorced, nephew ?

Daup. I know not, truly, sir.

True. Some divine must resolve you in that, sir, or canon-lawyer.
Mor. I will not rest, I will not think of any other hope or comfort,

till I know. [Exit with Dauphine.
Cler. Alas, poor man !

True. You'll make him mad indeed, ladies, if you pursue this.

Hau. No, we'll let him breathe now, a quarter of an hour or so.

Cler. By my faith, a large truce!

Hau. Is that his keeper, that is gone with him ?

Daw. It is his nephew, madam.
La-F. Sir Dauphine Eugenie.
Cen. He looks like a very pitiful knight—
Daw. As can be. This marriage has put him out of all.

La-F. He haa not a penny in his purse, madam.
Daw. He is ready to cry all this day.
La-F. A very shark; he set me in the nick t'other night at

Primero.
Tru£. How these swabbers talk!

Cler. Ay, Otter's wine has swell'd their humours above a spring-
tide.

Hau. Good Morose, let's go in again. I like your couches

exceeding well; we'll go lie and talk there.

[Exeunt Hau., Cen., Mav., Trus., La-Foole, and Daw.

Epi. [followinij them.'\ I wait on you, madam.
True, {stopping her.] 'Slight, I will have them as silent as signs,

and their post too, ere I have done. Do you hear, lady-bride?
I pray thee now, as thou art a noble wench, continue this discourse
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of Dauphine within; but praise him exceedingly: magnify him
with all the height of affection thou canst;—I have some purpose
in't: and but beat off these two rooks, Jack Daw and his fellow,

with any discontentment, hither, and I'll honour thee for ever.

E'pi. I was about it here. It angered me to the soul, to hear

them begin to talk so malepert.
True. Pray thee perform it, and thou winn'st me an idolater to

thee everlasting.

Epi. Will you go in and hear me do't ?

True. No, I'll stay here. Drive them out of your company, 'tis

all I ask; which cannot be any way better done, than by extolling

Dauphine, whom they have so slighted.

Epi. I warrant you; you shall expect one of them presentlv.

[Exit.

Cler. What a cast of kestrils are these, to hawk after ladies, thus 1

True. Ay, and strike at such an eagle as Dauphine.
Cler. He will be mad when we tell him. Here he comes.

Re-enter Dauphtne.

Cler. sir, you are welcome.
True. Where's thine uncle ?

Daup. Run out of doors in his night-caps, to talk with a casuist

about his divorce. It works admirably.
True. Thou wouldst have said so, an thou hadst been here!

The ladies have laugh'd at thee most comically, since thou went'st,

Dauphine.
Cler. And ask'd, if thou wert thine uncle's keeper.
True. And the brace of baboons answer'd, Yes; and said thou

wOTt a pitiful poor fellow, and didst live upon posts, and hadst

nothing but three suits of apparel, and some few benevolences that

the lords gave thee to fool to them, and swagger.

Daup. Let me not live, I'll beat them: I'll bind them both to

grand-madam's bed-posts, and have them baited with monkies.

True. Thou shalt not need, they shall be beaten to thy hand,

DaupMne. I have an execution to serve upon them, I warrant thee,

shall serve; trust my plot.

Daup. Ay, you have many plots ! so you had one to make all the

wenches in love with me.
True. Why, if I do it not yet afore night, as near as 'tis, and

that they do not every one invite thee, and be ready to scratch for

thee, take the mortgage of my wit.

Cler. 'Fore God, I'll be his witness thou shalt have it, Dauphine:
thou shalt be his fool for ever, if thou dost not.

True. Agreed. Perhaps 'twill be the better estate. Do you
observe thjs gallery, or rather lobby, indeed? Here are a couple
of studies, at each end one: here will I act such a tragi-comedy
between the Guelphs and the Ghibellines, Daw and La-Foole—
which of them comes out first, will I seize on;—you two shall be.

the chorus behind the arras, and whip out between the acts and speak
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—If I do not make them keep the peace for this remnant of the day,
if not of the year, I have failed once 1 hear Daw coming: hide,

[they withdraw] and do not laugh, for God's sake.

Re-enter Daw.

Daw. Which is the way into the garden, trow ?

Triie. 0, Jack Daw! I am glad I have met with you. In good
faith, I must have this matter go no further between you: I must
have it taken up.
Daw. What matter, sir ? between whom ?

True. Come, you disguise it: sir Amorous and you. If you love

me, Jack, you shall make use of your philosophy now, for this once,
and deUver me your sword. Thas is not the wedding the Centaurs
were at, though there be a she one here. [Takes his sword.] The
bride has entreated me I will see no blood shed at her bridal: you
saw her whisper me erewhile.

Daw. As I hope to finish Tacitus, I intend no murder.
True. Do you not wait for sir Amorous ?

Daw. Not I, by my knighthood.
True. And your scholarship too ?

Daw. And my scholarship too.

True. Go to, then I return you your sword, and ask you mercy;
but put it not up, for you will be assaulted. I understood that you
had apprehended it, and walked here to brave him; and that you
had held your life contemptible, in regard of your honour.
Daw. No, no; no such thing, I assure you. He and I parted

now, as good friends as could be.

True. Trust not you to that visor. I saw him since dinner with

another face: I have known many men in my time vex'd with

losses, with deaths, and with abuses; but so offended a wight as

sir Amorous, did I never see or read of. For taking away his

guests, sir, to-day, that's the cause; and he declares it behind your
back with such threatenings and contempts He said to Dau-

phine, you were the arrant'st ass—
Daw. Ay, he may say his pleasure.
True. And sm ears you are so protested a coward, that he knows

you will never do liim any manly or single right; and therefore he
will take his course.

Daw. I'll give him any satisfaction, sii'—but fighting.
True. Ay, sir: but who knows what satisfaction he'll take:

blood he thirsts for, and blood he will have; and whereabouts
on you he \\ill have it, who knows but himself ?

Daw. I pray you, master Truewit, be you a mediator.

True. Well, sir, conceal yourself then in this study till I return.

[Puts him into the study.] Nay, you must be content to be lock'd in;

for, for mine own reputation, I would not have you seen to receive

a public disgrace, while I have the matter in managing. Ods so,

here he comes; keep your breath close, that he do not hear you
sigh

—In good faith, sir Amorous, he is not this way; I pray j'ou
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be merciful, do not murder him; he is a Christian, as good as you:

you are arm'd as if you sought revenge on all his race. Good

Dauphine, get him away from this place. I never knew a man's

choler so high, but he would speak to his friends, he would hear

reason.—Jack Daw, Jack I asleep!
Daw. {within.'\ Is he gone, master Truewit?

True. Ay; did you hear him?
Daw. lord! yes.
True. What a quick ear fear has !

Daw. [pomes out of the closest] But is he so arm'd, as you say?
True. Arm'd ! did you ever see a fellow set out to take possession ?

Daw. Ay, sir.

True. That may give you some hght to conceive of him; but 'tis

nothing to the principal. Some false brother in the house has

furnish'd him strangely; or, if it were out of the house, it was Tom
Otter.

Daw. Indeed he's a captain, and his wife is his kinswoman.

True. He has got some body's old two-hand sword, to mow you
off at the knees; and that sword hath spawn'd such a dagger !

—But
then he is so hung with pikes, halberds, petronels, cahvers and

muskets, that he looks like a justice of peace's hall; a man of two

thousand a-year is not cess'd at so many weapons as he has on.

There was never fencer challenged at so many several foils. You
would think he meant to murder all St. Pulchre parish. If he

could but victual himself for half a-year in his breeches, he ia

sufficiently arm'd to over-run a country.
Daw. Good lord! what means he, sir? I pray you, master

Truewit, be you a mediator.

True. Well, I'll try if he will be appeased with a leg or an arm;
if not you must die once.

Daw. I would be loth to lose my right arm, for writing madrigals.
True. Why, if he will be satisfied with a thumb or a httle finger,

all's one to me. You must think, I'll do my best.

[Shuts him up again.

Daw. Good sir, do. [Clerimont and Dawphine come forvxird.

Cler. What hast thou done ?

True. He will let me do nothing, he does all afore; he offers bis

left arm.
Cler. His left wing for a Jack Daw.

Dawp. Take it by all means.

True. How ! maim a man for ever, for a jest ? What a conscience

hast thou!

Dawp. 'Tis no loss to him; he has no employment for his arms,
but to eat spoon-meat. Beside, as good maim his body as his

reputation.
Tr%ie. He is a scholar and a wit, and yet he does not think so.

But he loses no reputation with us; for we all resolved him an asa

before. To your places again.
Cler. I pray thee, let be me in at the other a little.
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True. Look, you'll spoil all; these be ever your tricks.

Cler. No, but 1 could hit of some things that thou wilt miss, and
thou wilt say are good ones.

True. I warrant you. I pray forbear, I'll leave it off, else.

Dawp. Come away, Clerimont.

[^Dauf. and Cler. withdraw as before.

Enter La-Foole.

True. Sir Amorous!
La-F. Master Truewit.
True. Whither were you going ?

La-F. Down into the court to make water.

TrTie. Bv no means, sir; you shall rather tempt your breeches.

La-F. Why, sir ?

True. Enter here, if you love your Ufe.

[Opening the door of th"^ other study.
La-F. Why? why?
Trv^. Question till your throat be cut, do; dally till the enraged

soul find vou.

La-F. Who is that?
True. Daw it is : will you in ?

La-F. Ay, ay, I'll in: what's the matter?
True. Nay, if he had been cool enough to tell us that, there had

been some hope to atone you; but he seems so implacably enraged!
La-F. 'Shght, let him rage! I'll hide myself.
Triie. Do, good sir. But what have you done to him within,

that should provoke him thus? You have broke some jest upon
him afore the ladies.

La-F. Not I, never in my life, broke jest upon any man. The
bride was praising sir Dauphine, and he went away in snuff, and I

followed him; unless he took offence at me in his drink erewhile,
that I would not pledge all the horse full.

True. By my faith, and that may be; you remember well: but
he walks the round up and down, through every room o' the house,
with a towel in his hand, crying, Where's La-Foole ? Who saw
La-Foole ? And when Dauphine and I demanded the cause, we
can force no answer from him, but— revenge, how sioeet art thou !

I will strangle him in this toivel—which leads us to conjecture that

the main cause of his fury is, for bringing your meat to-day, with
a towel about you, to his discredit.

La-F. Like enough. Why, an he be angry for that, Fll stay here

till his anger be blown over.

Trv£. A good becoming resolution, sir; if you can put it on o'

the sudden.

La-F. Yes, I can put it on: or, I'll away into the countrj'

presently.
True. How will you go out of the house, sir ? he knows you are in

the house, and he'll watch this se'ennight, but he'll have you: he'll

outwait a serjeant for you.



The Silent Woman 539
La-F. Why, then I'll stay here.

True. You must think how to victual yourself in time then.

La-F. Why, sweet master Truewit, will you entreat my cousin

Otter to send me a cold venison pasty, a bottle or two of wine,

and a chamber-pot?
True. A stool were better, sir, of sir Ajax his invention.

La-F. Ay, that will be better, indeed; and a pallat to he on.

True. 0, I would not advise you to sleep by any means.

La-F. Would you not, sir ? Why, then I will not.

True. Yet, there's another fear—
La-F. Is there! what is't?

True. No, he cannot break open this door with his foot, sure.

La-F. I'll set my back against it, sir. I have a good back.

True. But then if he should batter.

La-F. Batter! if he dare, I'll have an action of battery against
him.

True. Cast you the worst. He has sent for powder already, and
what he will do with it, no man knows: perhaps blow up the corner

of the house where he suspects you are. Here he comes ; in quickly.

[Thrasts in La-Foole and shuts the door.]
—I protest, sir John Daw,

he is not this way: what will you do? Before God, you shall

hang no petard here: I'll die rather. Will you not take my word?
I never knew one but would be satisfied.—Sir Amorous, [speaks

through the key-hole,] there's no standing out: he has made a petard
of an old brass pot, to force your door. Think upon some satisfac-

tion, or terms to offer him.

La-F. [within.] Sir, I'll give him any satisfaction: I dare give

any terms.

Trxie. You'll leave it to me then?
La-F. Ay, sir: I'll stand to any conditions.

True, [beckoning forward Cler. and Daup.] How now, what
think you, sirs ? were't not a difficult thing to determine which of

these two fear'd most?
Cler. Yes, but this fears the bravest: the other a whiniling

dastard. Jack Daw ! But La-Foole, a brave heroic coward ! and is

afraid in a great look and a stout accent; I like him rarely.

True. Had it not been pity these two should have been concealed ?

Cler. Shall I make a motion ?

True. Briefly: for I must stiike while 'tis hot.

Cler. Shall I go fetch the ladies to the catastrophe ?

True. Umph! ay, by my troth.

Daup. By no mortal means. Let them continue in the state of

ignorance, and err still; think them wits and fine fellows, as they
have done. 'Twere sin to reform them.

True. Well, I will have thpm fetch'd, now I think on't, for a

private purpose of mine: do, Clerimont, fetch them, and discourse

to them all that's past, and bring them into the gallery here.

Daup. This is thy extreme vanity, now: thou think'st thou

wcrt undone, if every jest thou mak'st were not published.
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True. Thou shalt see how unjust thou art presently. Clerimont,

?ay it was Daupliine's plot. {Exit Cleritnont.] Trust me not, if the

whole drift be not for thy good. There is a carpet in the next

room, put it on, with this scarf over thy face, and a cushion on thy
head, and be ready when I call Amorous. Away! [Exit Daup.]
John Daw! [Goes to Daw's dnsd and hrinijs hitn ovi.

Daw. What good news, sir?

True. Faith, I have followed and argued with him hard for you.
I told him you were a knight, and a scholar, and that you knew
fortitude did consist magis patiendo quam faciendo, magis fereri'io

qiiam feriendo.
Daw. It doth so indeed, sir.

True. And that you would suffer, I told him: so at first he

demanded by my troth, in my conceit, too much.
Daw. What was it, sir?

True. Your upper lip, and six of your fore-teetk.

Daw. 'Twas unreasonable.

True. Nay, I told him plainly, you could not spare them all. So
after long argument pro et con. as you know, I brought him down
to your two butter-teeth, and them he would have.

Daw. O, did you so ? Why, he shall have them.

True. But he shall not, sir, by your leave. The conclusion is this,

sir: because you shall be very good friends hereafter, and this

never to be remembered or upbraided; besides, that he may not

boast he has done any such thing to you in his own person; he is

to come here in disguise, give you five kicks in private, sir, take

your sword from you, and lock you up in that study during pleasure:
which will be but a Uttle while, we'll get it released presently.
Daw. Five kicks ! he shall have six, sir, to be friends.

True. Believe me, you shall not over-shoot yourself, to send him
that word by me.
Daw. Deliver it, sir; he shall have it with all my heart, to be

friends.

True. Friends! Nay, an he should not be so, and heartily too,

upon these terms, he shall have me to enemy while 1 Uve. Come,
sir, bear it bravely.
Daw. lord, sir, 'tis nothing.
True. True: what's six kicks to a man that reads Seneca?
Daw. I have had a hundred, sir.

True. Sir Amorous!

Re-enter Dauphxne, disguised.

No speaking one to another, or rehearsing old matters.

Daw. \as Daup. kicks him.] One, two, three, four, five. I protest,
sir Amorous, you shall have six.

True. Nay, I told you, you should not talk. Come give him six,

an he will needs. [Dauphine kicks him again.]
—Your sword. [Takes

his sux/rd.] Now return to your safe custody: you shall presently
meet afore the ladies, and be the dearest friends one to another.
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[Puts Daw into the study.]
—Give me the scarf now, thou shalt beat

the other bare-faced. Stand by: [Dmiphine retires, and Truewit

goes to the other closet, and releases La-Foole.]—Sir Amorous !

La-F. What's here! A sword?
True. I cannot help it, without I should take the quarrel upon

myself. Here he has sent you his sword—
La-F. I'll receive none on't.

True. And he wills you to fasten it against a wall, and break your
head in some few several places against the hilts.

La-F. I will not: tell him roundly. I cannot endure to shed my
own blood.

True. Will you not ?

La-F. No. I'll beat it against a fair flat wall, if that will satisfy

him: if not, he shall beat it himself, for Amorous.
True. Why, this is strange starting off, when a man undertakes

for you! I offer'd him another condition; will you stand to that?

La-F. Ay, what is't?

True. That you will be beaten in private.
La-F. Yes, I am content, at the blunt.

Enter, above, HAuaHTT, Centatjee, Mavis, Mistress Otter,
Epiccene, and Teusty.

True. Then you must submit yourself to be hoodwinked in this

scarf, and be led to him, where he will take your sword from you,
and make you bear a blow over the mouth, gtdes, and tweaks by
the nose san,$ nombre.

La-F. I am content. But why must I be blinded?

True. That's for yoiu- good, sir; because, if he should grow
insolent upon this, and pubUsh it hereafter to your disgrace, (which
I hope he will not do,) you might swear safely, and protest, he

never beat you, to your knowledge.
La-F. 0, I conceive.

True. 1 do not doubt but you'll be perfect good friends upon't,
and not dare to utter an ill thought one of another in future.

La-F. Not I, as God help me, of him.

True. Nor he of you, sir. Tf he should, [binds his eyes.}
—Come.

sir. [leads him forward.]
—All hid, sir John!

Enter Datjphine, and tweaks him by the nose.

La-F. 0, sir John, six John! Oh, o-o-o-o-o-Oh—
Trij^. Good sir John, leave tweaking, you'll blow his nose off.—

'Tis sir John's pleasure, you should retire into the study. [Puis
him up again.]

—Why, now you are friends. All bitterness between

you, I hope, is buried; you shall come forth by and by, Damon and

Pythias upon't, and embrace with all the rankness of friendship
that can be.—I trust, we shall have them tamer in their language
here-after. Dauphine, I worship thee.—God's will, the ladies have

surprised us!
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Enter Haughty, Centattrb, Mavis, Mistress Otter, Epiccbni!,
and Trusty, behind.

Uau. Centaure, how our judgments were imposed on by these

adulterate knights I

Cen. Nay, madam. Mavis was more deceived than we; 'twas

her commendation utter'd them in the college.
Mav. I commended but their wits, madam, and their braveries.

I never look'd toward their valours.

Hau. Sir Dauphine is vaUant, and a wit too, it seema.

Mav. And a bravery too.

Hau. Was this his project?
Mrs. Ott. So master Clerimont intimates, madam.
Hau. Good Morose, when you come to the college, will you bring

him with you ? he seems a very perfect gentleman.
Epi. He is so, madam, believe it.

Cen. But when will you come. Morose?

Epi. Three or four days hence, madam, when I have got me a

coach and horses.

Hau. No, to-morrow, good Morose; Centaure shall send you her

coach.

Mav. Yea faith, do, and bring sir Dauphine with you.
Hau. She has promised that. Mavis.

Mav. He is a very worthy gentleman in his exteriors, madam.
Hau. Ay, he shews he is judicial in hia clothes.

Cen. And yet not so superlatively neat as some, madam, that

have their faces set in a brake.

Hau. Ay, and have every hair in form.

Mav. That wear purer linen than ourselves, and profess more
neatness than the French hermaphrodite!

Epi. Ay, ladies, they, what they tell one of us, have told a thou-

sand; and are the only thieves of our fame, but think to take us

with that perfume, or with that lace, and laugh at us unconscionably
when they have done.

Hau. But sir Dauphine's carelessness becomes him.

Cen. I could love a man for such a nose.

Mav. Or such a leg.

Cen. He has an exceeding good eye, madam.
Mav. And a very good lock.

Cen. Good Morose, bring him to my chamber first.

Mrs. Ott. Please your honours to meet at my house, madam.
True. See how they eye thee, man! they are taken, I warrant

thee. [Haughty corner forward.
Hau. You have unbraced our brace of knights here, master

Truewit.

True. Not I, madam; it was sir Dauphine's ingine: who, if he

have disfurnish'd your ladyship of ny guard or service by it, is

able to make the place good again in himself.

Hau. There is no suspicion of that, sir.
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Cen. Ood so, Mavis, Haughty is kissing.

Mav. Let us go too, and take part. [They come forward.
Hau. But I am glad of the fortune (beside the discovery of two

such empty caskets) to gain the knowledge of so rich a mine of

virtue as sir Dauphine.
Cen. We would be all glad to style him of our friendship, and

see him at the college.
Mav. He cannot mix with a sweeter society, I'll prophesy; and

I hope he himself will think so.

Dawp. I should be rude to imagine otherwise, lady.
True. Did not I tell thee, Dauphine! Why, all their actions are

governed by crude opinion, without reason or cause; they know
not why they do any thing; but, as they are inform'd, believe,

judge, praise, condemn, love, hate, and in emulation one of another,
do all these things alike. Only they have a natural inclination

sways them generally to the worst, when they are left to them-

selves. But pursue it, now thou hast them.

Eau. Shall we go in again. Morose?

Efi. Yes, madam.
Cen. We'll entreat sir Dauphine's company.
True. Stay, good madam, the interview of the two friends,

Pylades and Orestes: I'll fetch them out to you straight.
Hmi. Will you, master Truewit ?

Daup. Ay, but noble ladies, do not confess in your countenance,
or outward bearing to them, any discovery of their follies, that we

may see how they will bear up again, with what assurance and
erection.

Hau. We will not, sir Dauphine.
Cen. Mav. Upon our honours, sir Dauphine.
True, [goes to the first closet.] Sir Amorous, sir Amorous! The

ladies are here.

La-F. [vnthin.] Are they?
True. Yes; but slip out by and by, as their backs are turn'd,

and meet sir John here, as by chance, when I call you. [Goes to

the other.]
—Jack Daw.

Daw. [vrithin.] What say you, sir ?

True. Whip out behind me suddenly, and no anger in your looks

to your adversary. Now, now!

[La-Foole and Daw slip out of their respective closets, and sahte

each other.

La-F. Noble sir John Daw, where have you been ?

Daw. To seek you, sir Amorous.
La-F. Me! I honour you.
Daw. I prevent you, sir.

Cler. They have forgot their rapiers.
True. 0, thfey meet in peace, man.

Daup. Where's your sword, sir John?
Cler. And yours, sir Amorous ?

Daw. Mine! my boy had it forth to mend the handle, e'en now.



544 ^^^ Jonson's Plays

La-F. And my gold handle was broke too, and my boy had it

forth.

Daup. Indeed, sir!—How their excuses meet!
Cler. What a consent there ia in the handles !

True. Nay, there is so in the points too, I warrant you.

Enter Morose, tcith the two swords, draum in his hanrJ.^.

Mrs. Ott. me! madam, he comes again, the madman! Away!
[Ladies, Daw, and La-Foole, run off.

Mot. What make these naked weapons here, gentlemen?
True. sir! here hath like to have been murder since you went;

a couple of knights fallen out about the bride's favours! We were
fain to take away their weapons; your house had been begg'd by
this time else.

Mor. For what?
Cler. For manslaughter, sir, as being accessary.
Mor. And for her favours ?

True.. Ay, sir, heretofore, not present—Clerimont, carry them
their swords now. They have done all the hurt they will do.

[Exit Cler. with the two swords.

Daup. Have you spoke with the lawyer, sir ?

Mor. no! there is such a noise in the court, that they have

frighted me home with more violence than I went! such speaking
and counter-speaking, with their several voices of citations, appella-
tions, allegations, certificates, attachments, intergatories, references,

convictions, and afflictions indeed, among the doctors and proctors,
that the noise here is silence to't, a kind of calm midnight!

True. Why, sir, if you would be resolved indeed. I can bring

you hither a very sufficient lawyer, and a learned divine, that shall

enquire into every least scruple for you.
Mor. Can you, master Tniewit?
Tru,e. Yes, and are very sober, grave persons, that will dispatch

it rn a chamber, with a whisper or two.

Mor. Good sir, shall I hope this benefit from you, and trust

myself into your hands ?

True. Alas, sir! your nephew and I have been ashamed and
oft-times mad, since you went, to think how you are abused. Go
in, good sir, and lock yourself up till we call you; we'll tell you
more anon, sir.

Mor. Do your pleasure with me gentlemen; I believe in you.
and that deserves no delusion. [Exit.

True. You shall find none, sir;—but heap'd, heap'd plenty of

vexation.

Daup. What wilt thou do now, Wit ?

True. Recover me hither Otter and the barber, if you can, by
any means, presently.

Daup. Why? to what purpose?
True. O, I'll make the deepest divine, and gravest lawyer, out of

them two for him—
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Dawp. Thou canst not, man; these are waking dreams.
True. Do not fear me. Clap but a civil gown with a welt on the

one, and a canonical cloke with sleeves on the other, and give them
a few terms in their mouths, if there come not forth as able a

doctor and complete a parson, for this turn, as may be wish'd, trust

not my election : and I hope, without wronging the dignity of either

profession, since they are but persons put on, and for mirth's sake,
to torment him. The barber smatters Latin, I remember.

Daup. Yes, and Otter too.

True. Well then, if I make them not wrangle out this case to

his no comfort, let me be thought a Jack Daw or La-Foole or

anything worse. Go you to your ladies, but first send for them.

Daup. I will. [Exeunt.

ACT V
SCENE I.—A Room in Morose's House.

Enter La-Foole, Cleeimont, and Daw.

La-F. Where had you our swords, master Clerimont?
CUr. Why, Dauphine took them from the madman.
La-F. And he took them from our boys, I warrant you.
Cler. Very like, sir.

La-F. Thank you, good master Clerimont. Sir John Daw and I

are both beholden to you.
Cler. Would I knew how to make you so, gentlemen!
Daw. Sir Amorous and I are your servants, sir.

Enter Mavis.

Mav. Gentlemen, have any of you a pen and ink ? I would fain

write out a riddle in Italian, for sir Dauphine to translate.

Cler. Not I, in troth, lady; I am no scrivener.

Daw. I can furnish you, I think, lady. \_Exeunt Daw and Mavis.
Cler. He has it in the haft of a knife, I believe.

La-F. No, he has his box of instruments.

Cler. Like a surgeon I

La-F. For the mathematics: his square, his compasses, his

brass pens, and black-lead, to draw maps of every place and person
where he comes.

Cler. How, maps of persons'.
La-F. Yes, sir, of Nomentack when he was here, and of the

prince of Moldavia, and of his mistress, mistress Epicoene.

Re-enter Daw.

Cler. Away 1 he hath not found out her latitude, I hope.
La-F. You are a pleasant gentleman, sir.

Cler. Faith, now we are in privafee, let's wanton it a little, and
talk waggishly.

—Sir John, I am telhng sir Amorous here, that you
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two govern the ladies wherever you come; you carry the feminine

gender afore you.
Daw. They shall rather carry us afore them, if they will, sir.

Cler. Nay, I believe that they do, withal—but that you are the

prime men in their alTections, and direct all their actions—
Daw. Not I; sir Amorous is.

La-F. I protest, sir John is.

Daw. As I hope to rise in the state, sir Amorous, you have the

pei-son.
La-F. Sir John, you have the person, and the discourse too.

Daw. Not 1, sir. I have no discourse—and then you have

activity beside.

La-F. I protest, sir John, you come as high from Tripoly as I do,

every whit: and lift as many join'd stools, and leap over them, if

you would use it.

Cler. Well, agree on't together, knights; for between you, you
divide the kingdom or commonwealth of ladies' affections: I see

it, and can perceive a little how they observe you, and fear you,
indeed. You could tell strange stories, my masters, if you would,
I know.
Daw. Faith, we have seen somewhat, sir.

La-F. That we have—velvet petticoats, and wrought smocks, or

SI).

Dato. Ay, and—
Cler. Nay, out with it, sir John; do not envy your friend the

pleasure of hearing, when you have had the delight of tasting.
Daw. Why—a Do you speak, sir Amorous.
La-F. No, do you, sir John Daw.
Daw I' faith, you shall.

La-F. r faith, you shall.

Daw. Why, we have been—
La-F. In the great bed at Ware together in our time. On, sir

John.
Daw. Nay, do you, sir Amorous.
Cler. And these ladies with you, knights T

La-F. No, excuse us, sir.

Daw. We must not wound reputation.
La-F. No matter—they were these, or others. Our bath cost

us fifteen pound when we came home.
Cler. Do you hear, sir John? You shall tell me but one thing

truly, as you love me.
Daw. If I can, I will, sir.

Cler. You lay in the same house with the bride here?

Daw. Yes, and conversed with her hourly, sir.

Cler. And what humour is she of? Is she coming and open, free?

Daw. O, exceeding open, sir. I was her servant, and sir Amorous
was to bo.

Cler. C!ome, you have both had favours from her: I know, and
have heard so much.
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Daw. O no, sir.

La-F. You shall excuse us, sir; we must not wound reputation.
Cler. Tut, she is married now, and you cannot hurt her with any

report; and therefore speak plainly: how many times, i'faith?

which of you led first ? ha !

La-F. Sir John had her maidenhead, indeed.

Daw. O, it pleases him to say so, sir; but sir Amorous knows
what's what, as well.

Cler. Dost thou, i'faith. Amorous ?

La-F. In a manner, sir.

Cler. Why, I commend you, lads. Little knows don Bridegroom
of this; nor shall he, for me.
Daw. Hang him, mad ox!

Cler. Speak softly; here comes his nephew, with the lady

Haughty: he'll get the ladies from you, sirs, if you look not to

him in time.

La-F. Why, if he do, we'll fetch them home again, I warrant you.
[Exit with Daw. Cler. walks aside.

Enter Daxjphine and Haughty.

Hau. I assure you, sir Dauphine, it is the price and estimation of

your virtue only, that hath embark'd me to this adventure; and
I could not but make out to tell you so: nor can I repent me of

the act, since it is always an argument of some virtue in our selves,

that we love and affect it so in others.

Dawp. Your ladyship sets too high a price on my weakness.

Hau. Sir, I can distinguish gems from pebbles
—

Dawp. Are you so skilful in stones? [Aside.
Hau. And howsoever I may suffer in such a judgment as yours,

by admitting equality of rank or society with Centaure or Mavis—
Dawp. You do not, madam; I perceive they are your mere foils.

Hau. Then, are you a friend to truth, sir; it makes me love you
the more. It is not the outward, but the inward man that I affect.

They are not apprehensive of an eminent perfection, but love flat

and dully.
Cen. [within.l Where are you, my lady Haughty?
Hau. I come presently, Centatire.—My chamber, sir, my page

shall shew you; and Trusty, my woman, shall be ever awake for

you: you need not fear to communicate any thing with her, for she

is a Fidelia. I pray you wear this jewel for my sake, sir Dauphine—

Enier Centaxtre.

Where's Mavis, Centaure?
Cen. Within, madam, a writing. I'll follow you presently:

[Exit Hau.'\ I'll but speak a word with sir Dauphine.

Daup. With me, madam?
Cen. Good sir Dauphine, do not trust Haughty, nor make any

credit to her whatever you do besides. Sir Daupliine, I give you
t his caution, she is a perfect courtier, and loves nobody but for her
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uses; and for her uses she loves all. BesidevS. her physicians give
her out to be none o' the clearest, whether she pay them or no,
heaven knows; and she's above fifty too, and pargets! See her in

a forenoon. Here comes Mavis, a worse face than she! you would
not like this by candle-light.

Re-enter Mavis.

If you'll come to my chamber one o' these mornings early, or late

in an evening, I'll tell you more. Where's Haughty, Mavis?
Mav. Within, Centaure.

Cen. What have you there ?

Mav. An Italian riddle for sir Dauphine,—you shall not see it,

i'faith, Centaure.—[Exit Cen.] Good sir Dauphine, solve it for

me: I'll call for it anon. [Exit.
Cler. [coming forioard.] How now, Dauphine! how dost thou

quit thyself of these females ?

Daup. 'Slight, they haunt me like fairies, and give me jewels
here; I cannot be rid of them.

Cler. O, you must not tell though.
Daup. Mass, I forgot that: I was never so assaulted. One loves

for virtue, and bribes me with tliis; [shews the jewel.]
—another loves

me with caution, and so would possess me: a third brings me a

riddle here: and all are jealous, and rail each at other.

Cler. A riddle ! pray let me see it. [Reads.

Sir Dauphine, I chose this way of intimation for privacy. The ladies

here, I know, have both hope and purpose to make a collegiate and servjtnt

of you. If I might be so honoured, as to appear at any end of so noble
a work, I would enter into a fame of taking physic to-morrow, and continue
it four or five days, or longer, for your visitation. Mavis.

By my faith, a subtle one ! Call you this a riddle ? what's their

plain-deaUng, trow?

Daup. We lack Truewit to tell us that.

Cler. We lack him for somewhat else too: his knights reformadoes
are wound up as high and insolent as ever they were.

Daup. You jest.

Cler. No drunkards, either with wine or vanity, ever confessd
such stories of themselves. I would not give a fly's leg in balance

against all the women's reputations here, if they could be but

thought to speak truth: and for the bride, they have made their

affidavit again.st her directly
—

Daup. What, that they have lain with her?

Cler. Yes; and tell times and circumstances, with the cause why,
and the place where. I had almost brought thera to affirm that

they had done it to-day.

Daup. Not both of them ?

Cler. Yes, faith; with a sooth or two more I had effected it.

They would have set it down under their hands.

Daup. Why, they will be our sport, I see, still, whether we will

or no.
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Enter Tbuewtt.

True. O, are you here? Come, Dauphine; go call your uncle

presently: I have fitted my divine and my canonist, dyed their

beards and all. The knaves do not know themselves, they are so

exalted and altered. Preferment changes any man. Thou shalt

keep one door and I another, and then Clerimont in the midst, that

he may have no means of escape from their cavilhng, when they

grow hot once again. And then the women, as I have given the

bride her instructions, to break in upon him in the 1' envoy. O,

'twiU be full and twanging ! Away ! fetch him. [Exit Dauphine.

Enter Otter disguised as a divine, and Cutbeard as a canon

latvyer.

Come, master doctor, and master parson, look to your parts now,

and discharge them bravely; you are well set forth, perform it as

well. If you chance to be out, do not confess it with standing still,

or humming, or gaping one at another; but go on, and talk aloud

and eagerly; use vehement action, and only remember your terms,

and you are safe. Let the matter go where it will : you have many
will do so. But at first be very solemn and grave, Uke your gar-

ments, though you loose your selves after, and skip out like a

brace of jugglers on a table. Here he come-: set your faces, and

look superciliously, while I present you.

Re-enter DAUPHrsE unth Moeose.

Mor. Are these the two learned men ?

True. Yes, sir; please you salute them.

Mor. Salute them! I had rather do any thing, than wear out

time so unfruitfully, sir. I wonder how these common forms, as

God save you, and You are welcome, are come to be a habit in our

lives: or, / am glad to see you ! when I cannot see what the profit

can be of these words, so long as it is no whit better with him whose

affairs are sad and grievous, that he hears this salutation.

True. 'Tis true, sir; we'll go to the matter then.—Gentlemen,

master doctor, and master parson, I have acquainted you suffi-

ciently with the business for which you are come hither; and you
are not now to inform yourselves in the state of the question, I

know. This is the gentleman who expects your resolution, and

therefore, when you please, begin.

Ott. Please you, master doctor.

CtU. Please you, good master parson.
Ott. I would hear the canon-law speak first.

Cvi. It must give place to positive divinity, sir.

Mor. Nay. good gentlemen, do not throw me into circumstances.

Let your comforts arrive quickly at me, those that are. Be swift

in affording me my peace, if so I shall hope any. I love not your

disputations, or your court-tumults. And that it be not strange
to you. I will tell you: My father, in my education, was wont to
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advise me, that I should always collect and contain my mind, aot

suHering it to flow loosely; that I should look to what things were

necessary to the carriage of my life, and what not; embracing the

one and eschewing the other: in short, that I should endear myself
to rest, and avoid turmoil; which now is grown to be another
nature to me. So that I come not to your puhUc pleadings, or your
places of noise; not that I neglect those things that make for the

dignity of the commonwealth; but for the mere avoiding of clamours
and impertinences of orators, that know not how to be silent.

And for the cause of noise, am I now a suitor to you. You do not
know in what a misery I have been exercised this day, what a

torrent of evil! my very house turns round with the tumult! I

dwell in a windmill: the perpetual motion is here, and not at

Eltham.
True. Well, good master doctor, will you break the ice? master

parson will wade after.

Cut. Sir, though unworthy, and the weaker, I will presume.
Ott. 'Tis no presumption, domine doctor.

Mor. Yet again !

CtU. Your question is. For how many causes a man may have
divortium legitimum, a lawful divorce? First, you must understand
the nature of the word, divorce, a divertendo—
Mor. No excursions upon words, good doctor; to the question

briefly.
Cut. I answer then, the canon law affords divorce but in few

cases; and the principal is in the common case, the adulterous case:

But there are duodecim impedimenta, twelve impediments, as we
call them, all which do not dirimere contractum, but irritum redder

matrimonium, as we say in the canon law, not take away the bond,
but cati^e a nullity therein.

Mor. I understood you before: good sir, avoid your impertinency
of translation.

Ott. He cannot open this too much, sir, by your favour.

Mor. Yet more!
True. O, you must give the learned men leave, sir.—To your

impediments, master doctor.

Cut. The first is impedimentum error is.

Ott. Of which there are several species.
Cui. Ay, as error personce.
Ott. If you contract yourself to one person, thinking her another.

Cut. Then, error fortunce.
Ott. If she be a beggar, and you thought her rich.

CiU. Tlien, error qualitatis.

Ott. If she prove stubborn or head-strong, that you thought
obedient.

Mor. How! is that, sir, a lawful impediment? One at once, I

pray you, gentlemen.
Ott. Ay, ante copulam, but not post copulam, sir.

Cut. Master parson says right. Nee post nuptiarum benedirtinnrm.
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It doth indeed but irrita reddere ajx)nsalia, annul the contract; after

marriage it is of no obstancy.
True. Alas, sir, what a hope are we fallen from by this time 1

Cut. The next is conditio: if you thought her free born, and she

prove a bond-woman, there is impediment of estate and condition.

Ott. Ay, but, master doctor, those servitudes are sublatce now,

among us Christians.

Cvi. By your favour, master parson
—

Ott. You shall give me leave, master doctor.

Mor. Nay, gentlemen, quarrel not in that question; it concerns

not my case: pass to the third.

CiU. Well then, the third is votum: if either party have made a

vow of chastity. But that practice, as master parson said of the

other, is taken away among us, thanks be to discipline. The fourth

is cognatio; if the persons be of kin within the degrees.

Ott. Ay: do you know what the degrees are, sir?

Mor. No, nor I care not, sir; they offer me no comfort in the

question, I am sure.

Cut. But there is a branch of this impediment may, which is

cognatio spiritualis : if you were her godfather, sir, then the marriage
is incestuous.

Ott. That comment is absurd and superstitious, master doctor:

I cannot endure it. Are we not all brothers and sisters, and as

much akin in that, as godfathers and god-daughters ?

Mor. me! to end the controversy, I never was a godfather, I

never was a godfather in my life, sir. Pass to the next.

Cui. The fifth is crimen adulterit; the known case. The sixth,

cidtus dis-paritas, difference of religion: Have you ever examined

her, what reUgion she is of ?

Mor. No, I would rather she were of none, than be put to the

trouble of it.

Ott. You may have it done for you, sir.

Mor. By no means, good sir; on to the rest: shall you ever come
to an end, think you ?

True. Yes, he has done half, sir. On to the rest.—Be patient,

and expect, sir.

Cvi. The seventh is, vw; if it were upon compulsion or force.

Mor. no, it was too voluntary, mine; too voluntary.
Cut. The eighth is, ord^o; if ever she have taken holy orders.

Ott. That's superstitious too.

Mor. No matter, master parson; Would she would go into a

nunnery yet.
Cvi. The ninth is, ligamen; if you were bound, sir, to any other

before.

Mor. I thrust myself too soon into these fetters.

Cvi. The tenth \b, pvilica honestas; which is inchoata quaedam

affinitas.

Ott. Ay, or affinilas orta ex sponsaiibus ; and is but leve impedi-
mentum.
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Mor. I feel no air of comfort blowing to me, in all this.

OmI. The eleventh is, affinitas ex fornicatione.
OU. Which is no less vera affinitas, than the other, master doctor
Cut. True, qiLce oritur ex legitimo matrimonio.
Ott. You say right, venerable doctor: and, nascitur ex eo, quod

per conjugium duce personce efficiuntur una caro—
Triu. Hey-day, now they begin!
Cvi. I conceive you, master parson: ita per fornicaiionem aeque

est verua pater, qui sic general
—

Ott. Et vere filius qui sic general ur
—

Mor. What's all this to me?
Cler. Now it grows warm.
Cut. The twelfth and last is, si forte coire nequihis.
Ott. Ay, that is impedimentum gravissimum: it doth utterly

annul, and annihilate, that. If you have manifestam frigiditatem,

you are well, sir.

True. Why, there is comfort come at length, sir. Confess

yourself but a man unable, and she will sue to be divorced first.

Ott. Ay, or if there be morbus perpetuus, et insavabilis: a? paraly-
gis, elephantiasis, or so—
Daup. 0, hnt frigiditas is the fairer way, gentlemen.
Ott. You say troth, sir, and as it is in the canon, master doctor—
Cut. I conceive you, sir.

Cler. Before he speaks !

Ott. That a boy, or child, under years, is not fit for marriage,
because he cannot reddere dehitum. So your omnipotentes—

True. Your tmpoteni&s, you whoreson lobster ! [Aside to Oti.

Ott. Your impotentes, I should say, are minime apti ad contra-

henda matrimonium.
True. Matrimonium/ we shall have most unmatrimonial Latin

with you: matrimonia, and be hang'd.

Daup. You put them out, man.
Cut. But then there will arise a doubt, master parson, in our

case, post matrimonium: that frigiditate prceditus
—do you conceive

me, sir?

Ott. Verj' well, sir.

Cui. Who cannot uii uxore pro uxore, may habere earn pro sorore.

Ott. Absurd, absurd, absurd, and merely apostatical !

Cut. You shall pardon me, master parson, I can prove it.

Ott. You can prqve a will, master doctor; you can prove nothing
else. Does not the verse of your own canon say,

Hcee socianda vetant connubia, facta retractant ?

Cut. I grant you ;

'

but how do they retractare, master parson ?

Mor. 0, this was it I feared.

Ott. In ceternum, sir.

Cut. That's false in divinity, by your favour.

Ott. 'Tis false in humanity to say so. Is he not prorsua iniUilis

ad thorum ? Can he proestare fidem datam ? I would fain know.
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Cut. Yes; how if he do convcdere ?

Ott. He cannot convalere, it is impossible.
True. Nay, good sir, attend the learned men; they'll think you

neglect them else.

Cid. Or, if he do sirmdare himaeU frigidum, odio uxoria, or bo?

Ott. I say, he is advlier manifestus then.

Dauf. They dispute it very learnedly, i'faith,

Ott. And prostitutor uxoris; and tliis is positive.

Mor. Good sir, let me escape.
True. You will not do me that wrong, sir ?

Ott. And, therefore, if he be manifeste frigidus, sir—
Cvi. Ay, if he be manifeste frigidus, I grant you—
Ott. Why, that was my conclusion.

Cut. And mine too.

True. Nay, hear the conclusion, sir.

Ott. Then, frigiditatis causa—
Cvi. Yes, causa frigiditatis

—
Mor. 0, mine ears !

Ott. She may have libellum di7x>rtii against you.
Cut. Ay, divortii libellum she will sure have.

Mor. Good echoes, forbear.

Ott. If you confess it.—
Cut. Which I would do, sir—
Mor. I will do any thing.
Ott. And clear myself in foro conscientice—
Cvi. Because you want indeed—
Mor. Yet morel
Ott. Exercendi potestate.

Epiccbnb rushes in, followed hy Haughty, CJentattbe, Mavt8,
Mistress Ottek, Daw, and La-Foole.

Epi. I will not endure it any longer. Ladies, I beseech you,

help me. This is such a wrong aa never was offered to poor bride

before: upon her marriage-day to have her husband conspire against

her, and a couple of mercenary companions to be brought in for

form's sake, to persuade a separation ! If you had blood or virtue

in you, gentlemen, you would not suffer such earwigs about a

husband, or scorpions to creep between man and wife.

Mor. the variety and changes of my torment!

Hau. Let them be cudgell'd out of doors by our grooms.
Cen. I'll lend you my footman.

Mav. We'll have our men blanket them in the hall.

Mrs. Ott. As there was one at our house, madam, for peeping m
at the door.

Daw. Content, i'faith.

True. Stay, ladies and gentlemen; you'll hear before you proceed T

Mav. I'd have the bridegroom blanketted too.

Cen. Begin with him tirst.

Ilau. Yes, by my troth.
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Mor. O mankind generation!

Damp. Ladies, for my sake forbear.

Hau. Yes, for sir Dauphine'a sake.

Cen. He shall command us.

La-F. He is as fine a gentleman of his inches, madam, as any is

about the town, and wears as good colours when he lists.

True. Be brief, sir, and confess your infirmity; she'll be a-fire to

be quit of you, if she but hear that named once, you shall not

entreat hw to stay: she'll fly you like one that had the marks upon
him.

Mor. Ladies, I must crave all your pardons—
TVwe. Silence, ladies.

Mor. For a wrong I have done to your whole sex, in marrying
this fair and virtuous gentlewoman—

Cler. Hear him, good ladies.

Mor. Being guilty of an infirmity, which, before I conferred with

these learned men, I thought I might have concealed—
True. But now being better informed in his conscience by them,

he is to declare it, and give satisfaction, by asking your public

forgiveness.
Mor. I am no man, ladies.

Att. How!
Mor. Utterly unabled in nature, by reason of frigidity, to perform

the duties, or any the least office of a husband.
Mav. Now out upon him, prodigious creature!

Cen. Bridegroom uncarnate!
Hau. And would you offer it to a young gentlewoman ?

Mrs. Ott. A lady of her longings?

Epi, Tut, a device, a device, this! it smells rankly, ladies. A
mere comment of his own.

True. Why, if you suspect that, ladies, you may have him
search'd—
Daw. As the custom is, by a jury of physicians.
La-F. Yes, faith, 'twill be brave.

Mor. O me, must I undergo that ?

Mrs. Ott. No, let women search him, madam; we can do it

ourselves.

Mor. Out on me ! worse.

Efii. No, ladies, you shall not need, I'll take him with all his

faults.

Mor. Worst of all !

Cler. Why then, 'tis no divorce, doctor, if she consent not ?

Gut. No, if the man hefrigidus, it is de parte uxoris, that we grant
libellum divoitii, in the law.

Ott. Ay, it ia the same in theology.
Mor. Worse, worse than worst!

True. Nay, sir, be not utterly disheartened ; we have yet a small

relic of hope left, as near as our comfort is blown out. Clerimont,

produce your brace of knights. What was that, master parson,
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you told me in errore qualitatis, e'en now?—Dauphine, whisper the

bride, that she carry it as if she were guilty, and ashamed. {Aside.
Ott. Marry, sir, in errore qualitatis, (which master doctor did

forbear to urge,) if she be found corrupta, that is, vitiated or broken

up, that was pro virgine desponsa, espoused for a maid—
Mor. What then, sir?

Ott. It doth dirirnere contractum, and irritum reddere too.

True. If this be true, we are happy again, sir, once more. Here
are an honourable brace of knights, that shall affirm so much.
Daw. Pardon us, good master Clerimont.

La-F. You shall excuse us, master Clerimont.

Cler. Nay, you must make it good now, knights, there is no

remedy; I'll eat no words for you, nor no men: you know you
spoke it to me.
Daw. Is this gentleman-like, sir?

Triie. Jack Daw, he's worse than sir Amorous; fiercer a great
deal. [Aside to Daw.]—Sir Amorous, beware, there be ten Daws in

this Clerimont. [Asid^e to La-Foole.
La-F. I'll confess it, sir.

Daw. Will you, sir Amoroiis, will you wound reputation ?

La-F. 1 am resolved.

True. So should you be too, Ja<;k Daw: what should keep you
off? she's but a woman, and in disgrace: he'll be glad on' t.

Daw. Will he ? I thought he would have been angry.
Cler. You will dispatch, knights; it must be done, i' faith.

True. Why, an it must, it shall, sir, they say: they'll ne'er go
back.-—-Do not tempt his patience. [Aside to them.

Daw. Is it true indeed, sir ?

La-F. Yes, I assure you, sir.

Mor. What is true, gentlemen ? what do you assure me ?

Daw. That we have known your bride, sir—
La-F. In good fashion. She was our mistress, or so—
Cler. Nay, you must be plain, knights, as you were to me.
Ott. Ay, the question is, if you have carnaliter, or no ?

La-F. Carnaliter/ what else, sir ?

Ott. It is enough; a plain nullity.

Epi. I am undone, I am undone!
Mor. let me worship and adore you, gentlemen!
Epi. I am undone. [Weeps.
Mor. Yes, to my hand, I thank these knights. Master parson,

let me thank you otherwise. [Gives him money.
Cen. And have they confess'd?

Mav. Now out upon them, informers!
True. You see what creatures you may bestow your favours on,

madams.
Hau. I would except against them as beaten knights, wench, and

not good witnesses in law.

Mrs. Ott. Poor gentlewoman, how she takes it!

Hau. Be comforted. Morose, I love you the better for't.
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Cen. So do I, I protest.
Cvi. But, gentlemen, you have not known her since matrimonium ?

Daw. Not to-day, master doctor.

La-F. No, sir, not to-day.
Cvi. Why, then I say, for any act before, the matrimonium is

good and perfect; unless the worshipful bridegroom did precisely,
before witness, demand, if she were virgo ante nuptias.

Epi. No, that he did not, I assure you, master doctor.

CtU. If he cannot prove that, it is ratum conjugium, notwith-

standing the premissas; and they do no way impedire. And this

is my sentence, this I pronounce.
Ott. I am of master doctor's resolution too, sir; if you made not

that demand ante nuptias.
Mor. O my heart! wilt thou break? wilt thou break? this is

worst of all worst worsts that hell could have devised! Marry a

whore, and so much noise!

Daup. Come, I see now plain confederacy in this doctor and this

parson, to abuse a gentleman. You study his affliction. I pray
be gone, companions.—And, gentlemen, I begin to suspect you for

having parts with them.—Sir, will it please you hear me?
Mot. do not talk to me; take not from me the pleasure of

dying in silence, nephew.
Daup. Sir, 1 must spealc to you. I have been long your poor

despised kinsman, and many a hard thought has strengthened you
against me: but now it shall appear if either I love you or your

peace, and prefer them to all the world beside. 1 will not be long
or grievous to you, sir. If I free you of this unhappy match abso-

lutely, and instantly, after all this trouble, and almost in yonr

despair, now—
Mor. It cannot be.

Daup. Sir, that you be never troubled with a murmur of it more,
what shall I hope for, or deserve of you ?

Mor. O, what thou wilt, nephew! thou shalt deserve me, and
have me.

Daup. Shall I have your favour perfect to me, and love hereafter ?

Mor. That, and any thing beside. Make thine own conditions.

.My whole estate is thine; manage it, I will become thy ward.

Daup. Nay, sir, I will not be so unreasonable.

Epi. Will sir Dauphitie be mine enemy too?

Daup. You know I have been long a suitor to you, uncle, tha'«

out of your estate, which is fifteen hundred a-year, you would allow

me but five hundred during life, and assure the rest upon me after;

to which I have often, by myself and friends, tendered you a writing
to sign, which you would never consent or incline to. If you please
but to effect it now—

Mor. Thou shalt have it, nephew: 1 will do it, and more.

Daup. If I quit you not presently, and for ever, of this cumbrr,

you shall have power instantly, afore all these, to revoke your act,

and I will become whose slave you will give me to, for ever.
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Mor. Where is the writing ? I will seal to it, that, or to a blank,

and write thine own conditions.

Epi. O me, most unfortunate, wretched gentlewoman I

Hau. Will sir Dauphine do this ?

Epi. Good sir, have some compassion on me.

Mor. O, my nephew knows you, belike; away, crocodile 1

Cen. He does it not sure without good ground.

Daup. Here, sir. [Gives him the parchments.
Mor. Come, nephew, give me the pen; I will subscribe to any

thing, and seal to what thou wilt, for my deUverance. Thou art

my restorer. Here, I deliver it thee as my deed. If there be a

word in it lacking, or writ with false orthography, I protest before

[heaven] I will not take the advantage. [Returns the toritings.

Daup. Then here is your release, sir. [takes off Epicosne's peruke
and other disguises.] You have married a boy, a gentleman's son,

that I have brought up this half year at my great charges, and for

this composition, which I have now made with you.
—What say

you, master doctor? This ia justum im,pedimentum, I hope, error

personcB ?

Ott. Yes, sir, in prima gradu.
Cut. In prima gradu.

Daup. I thank you, good doctor Cutbeard, and parson Otter.

[pulls theirfalse beards and gaums off.] You are beholden to them, sir,

that have taken this pains for you ; and my friend, master Truewit,
who enabled them for the business. Now you may go in and rest;

be as private as you will, sir. [Exit Morose.] I'll not trouble you,
till you trouble me with your funeral, which I care not how soon.it

come.—Cutbeard, I'll make your lease good. Thank me not, but

with your leg, Cutbeard. And Tom Otter, your princess shall be

reconciled to you.—How now, gentlemen, do you look at me ?

Cler. A boy!
Daup. Yes, mistress Epiccen*.
True. Well, Dauphine, you have lurch'd your friends of the better

half of the garland, by concealing this part of the plot: but much

good do it thee, thou deserv'st it, lad. And, Clerimont, for thy

unexpected bringing these two to confession, wear my part of it

freely. Nay, sir Daw and sir La-Foole, you see the gentlewoman
that has done you the favours ! we are all thankful to you, and so

should the woman-kind here, specially for lying on her, though
not with her ! you meant so, I am sure. But that we have stuck it

upon you to-day, in your own imagined persons, and so lately, this

Amazon, the champion of the sex, should beat you now thriftily,

for the common slanders which ladies receive from such cuckoos
as you are. You are they that, when no merit or fortune can make

you hope to enjoy their bodies, will yet lie with their reputations,
and make their fame suffer. Away, you common moths of these,

and all ladies' honours. Go, travel to make legs and faces, and
come home with some new matter to be laugh'd at; you deserve

to hve in an air as corrupted as that wherewith you feed rumour.

I—*T 4'jy
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[ExeuTil Date and La-Foole.]—Madams, you are mute, upon this

new metamorphosis ! But here stands she that has vindicated your
fames. Take heed of such insectae hereafter. And let it not trouble

you, that you have discovered any mysteries t/O this young gentle-
man: he is almost of years, and will make a good visitant within

this twelvemonth. In the mean time, we'll all undertake for his

secrecy, that can speak so well of his silence. [Coming forward.]
—

Spectators, if you like this comedy, rise cheerfully, and now Morose is

gone in, dap your hands. It may be, tJiat noise will cure him. at

le/jM please him. [Exeunt,



EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR
TO THE MOST LEARNED, AND MY HONOURED FRIEND

MASTER CAMDEN
CLARENCIEUX

Sir,—There are, no doubt, a supercilious race in the world, who will

esteem all office, done you in this kind, an injury; so solemn a vice it is

with them to use the authority of their ignorance, to the crying down of

Poetry, or the professors: but my gratitude must not leave to correct

their error ; since I am none of those that can suffer the benefits conferred

upon my youth to perish with my age. It is a frail memory that

remembers but present things: and, had the favour of the times so con-

spired with my disposition, as it could have brought forth other, or better,

you had had the same proportion, and number of the fruits, the first.

Now I prav you to accept this; such wherein neither the confession of my
manners shall make you blush; nor of my studies, repent you to have

been the instructer: and for the profession of my thankfulness, I am
sure it will, with good men, find either praise or excuse. Your true

lover,
Ben Jonson.

DRAMATIS PERSONS

Knowell, an old Gentleman. ' Oliver Cob, a Waier-hearer.

Edward Knowell, his Son.
\

Justice Clement, an old merry

Brainworm, the Father's Man.
George Downright, a plain Squire.

Wellbred, his Half-Bmther.
Kitely, a Merchaiij,.

Captain Bobadill, a Paul's Man.
Master Stephen, a Country Gull.

Master Mathew, the Town Gull.

Thomas Cash, Kitely's Cashier.

Magistrate.
Roger Formal, his Clerk.

Wellbred's Servant

Dame Kitely, Kitely's Wife,
Mrs. Bridget, his Sister.

Tib, Cob's Wife

Servants, etc.

SCENE.—London

PROLOGUE.

Though need make many 'poets, and some stick

As art and nature have not better'd much;
Yet ours for want hath not so loved the stage.

As he dare serve the ill customs of the age.

Or jturcliase your delight at such a rate.

As, for it, he himself must justly hate:

To make a child now sivaddled, to proceed
Man. and then shoot up, in one beard and weed.

Past thrte-fcore years; or, with three rusty aworda.

559
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And help of some few foot and lialf-foot words,

Fijiil over York and Lancaster's long jars.

And in the tyring-house bring wounds to scars.

He rather prays you will he pleas''d to see

One such to-day. as other plays should he;

Where neither chorus wafts you o'er the seas.

Nor creaking throne comes down the hoys to please;
Nor nimble squib is seen to make afeard
The gentlewomen; nor roU'd bullet heard

To say, it thunders; nor tempestuous drum
Rumbles, to tell you when the storm doth come;
But deeds, and language, such as men do use.

And persons, such as comedy tvould choose.

When she would shew an image of the times.

And sport with human follies, not with crimes.

Except we make them such, by loving still

Our popular errors, when we know they're ill.

I mean such errors as you'll all confess.

By laughing at them, they deserve no less:

Which when you heartily do, there's hope left then.

You, that liave so grac'd monsters, may like men.

ACT I

SCENE I.—A Street.

Enter Kndwell, at the door of his house.

Know. A goodly day toward, and a fresh morning.—Brainworm !

Enter BrainWOKM.

Call up your young master: bid him rise, sir.

Tell him
,
I have some business to employ him.

Brai. I will, sir, presently.
Know. But hear you, sirrah,

If he be at his book, disturb him not.

Brai. Very good, sir. [Exit.
Know. How happy yet should I esteem myself,

Could I, by any practice, wean the boy
From one vain course of study he aflfecta.

He is a scholar, if a man may trust

The liberal voice of fame in her report.
Of good account in both our Universities,
Either of which hath favoured him with graces:
But their indulgence must not spring in me
A fond opinion that he cannot err.

Mj'self was once a student, and indeed.
Fed with the self-same humour he is now.
Dreaming on nought but idle poetry,
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Thnt fruitlesa and unprofitable art,

Good unto none, but least to the professors:

Which then I thought the mistress of all knowledge:
But since, time and the truth have waked my judgment.
And reason taught me better to distinguish

The vain from the useful learnings.

Enter Master Stephen.

Cousin Stephen,
What news with you, that you are here so early '!

Step. Nothing, but e'en come to see how you do, uncle.

Know. That's kindly done; you are welcome, coz.

Step. Ay, I know that, sir; I would not have come else.

How does my cousin Edward, uncle ?

Know. O, well, coz; go in and see; I doubt he be scarce stirring yet.

Step. Uncle, afore I go in, can you tell me, an he have e'er a

book of the science of hawking and hunting; I would fain borrow it.

Know. Why, I hope you will not a hawking now, will you ?

Step. No, wusse; but I'll practise against next year, uncle. I

have bought me a hawk, and a hood, and bells, and all; I lack

nothing but a book to keep it by.
Know. Oh, most ridiculous!

Step. Nay, look you now, you are angry, uncle:—Wl\y, you know
an a man have not skill in the hawking and hunting languages

now-a-days, I'll not give a rush for him: they are more studied

than the Greek, or the Latin. He is for no gallant's company with-

out them; and by gadslid I scorn it, I, so I do, to be a consort for

every humdrum: hang them, scroyles! there's nothing in them i'

the world. What do you talk on it ? Because I dwell at Hogsden,
I shall keep company with none but the archers of Finsbury, or

the citizens that come a ducking to Islington ponds! A fine jest,

i' faith! 'Slid, a gentleman mun shew himself like a gentleman.

Uncle, I pray you be not angry ;
I know what I have to do, I trow,

I am no novice.

Know. You are a prodigal, absurd coxcomb, go to I

Nay, never look at me, 'tis I that speak;
Take't as you will, sir, I'll not flatter you.
Have you not yet found means enow to waste

That which your friends have left you, but you must
Go cast away your money on a buzzard,
And know not how to keep it, when you have done ?

O, it is comely ! this will make you a gentleman !

Well, cousin, well, I see you are e'en past hope
Of all reclaim:—ay, so; now you are told on't.

You look another way.

Step. What would you ha' me do ?

Know. What would I have you do? I'll tell you, kinsman;
Learn to be wise, and practise how to thrive;

That would I have you do: and not to spend
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Your coin on every bauble that you fancy.
Or every foolish brain that humours you.
I would not have you to invade each place,
Nor thrust yourself on all societies.

Till men's affections, or your own desert,
Should worthily invite you to your rank.
He that is so respectless in his courses.
Oft sells his reputation at cheap market.
Nor would I, you should melt away yourself
In flashing bravery, lest, while you affect

To make a blaze of gentry to the world,
A little puff of scorn extinguish it;

And you be left like an unsavoury snuff,
WTiose property is only to offend.

I'd have you sober, and contain yourself.
Not that your sail be bigger than your boat;
But moderate your expenses now, at first.

As you may keep the same proportion still:

Nor stand so much on your gentility.
Which is an airy and mere borrow'd thino;.

From dead men's dust and bones; and none of yours.

Except you make, or hold it.

Enter a Servant.

Who comes here ?

Serv. Save you, gentlemen !

Step. Nay, we do not stand much on our gentility, friend; yet

you are welcome: and I assure you mine uncle here is a man of a

thousand a year, Middlesex land. He has but one son in all the

world, I am his next heir, at the common law, master Stephen, as

simple as I stand here, if my cousin die, as there's hope he will: 1

have a pretty living o' mine own too, beside, hard by here.

Serv. In good time, sir.

Step. In good time, sir! why, and in very good time, sirl You
do not flout, friend, do you ?

Serv. Not I, sir.

Step. Not you, sir! you were best not, sir; an you should, here

be them can perceive it, and that quickly too; go to: and they can

give it again soundly too, an need be.

Serv. Why, sir, let this satisfy you ; good faith, I had no such intent.

Step. Sir, an I thought you had, I would talk with you, and that

presently.
Serv. Good master Stephen, so you may, sir, at your pleasure.

Step. And so I would, sir, good my saucy companion! an you
were out o' mine uncle's ground, I can tell you; though I do not

stand upon my gentihty neither, in't.

Know. Cousin, cousin, Avill this ne'er be left?

Step. Whoreson, base fellow! a mechanical serving-man! By
this cudgel, an 'twere not for shame, I would—
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Know. What would you do, you peremptory gull t

If you cannot be quiet, get you hence.

You see the honest man demeans himself

Modestly tow' ids you, giving no reply
To your unseason'd, quarrelling, rude fashion;

And still you huff it, with a kind of carriage
As void of wit, as of humanity.
Go, get you in; 'fore heaven, I am ashamed
Thou hast a kinsman's interest in me. {Exit Mastet Stephen.

Serv. I pray, sir, is this master Knowell's house?
Know. Yes, marry is it, sir.

Serv. I should inquire for a gentleman here, one master Edward
JLnowell; do you know any such, sir, I pray you ?

Know. I should forget myself else, sir.

Serv. Are you the gentleman ? cry you mercy, sir: I was required

by a gentleman in the city, as I rode out at this end o' the town,
to deUver you this letter, sir.

Know. To me, sir! What do you mean? pray you remember

your court' sy. [Beads.] To his most selected friend, master Edward
Knowell. What might the gentleman's name be, sir, that sent it?

Nay, pray you be covered.

Serv. One master Wellbred, sir.

Know. Master Wellbred! a young gentleman, is he not?
Serv. The same, sir; master Kitely married his sister; the rich

merchant in the Old Jewry.
Know. You say very true.—Brainworm!

Enter Brainworm.
Brat. Sir.

Know. Make this honest friend drink here: pray you, go in.

[Exeunt Bniinworm and Servant.

This letter is directed to my son;
Yet I am Edward Knowell too, and may.
With the safe conscience of good manners, use

The fellow's error to my satisfaction.

Well, I will break it ope (old men are curious).
Be it but for the style's sake and the phrase;
To see if both do answer my son's praises,
Who is almost grown the idolater

Of this young Wellbred. What have we here ? What's this ?

[Reads] Why, Ned, I beseech thee, hast thou forsworu all thy friends
in the Old Jewry? or dost thou think us all Jews that inhabit there? yet,
if thou dost, come over, and but see our frippery; change an old shirt
for a whole smock with us: do not conceive that antipathy between us
and Hogsden, as was between Jews and hogs-flesh. Leave thy vigilant
father alone, to number over his green apricots, evening and morning, on
the north-west wall: an I had been his son, I had saved him the labour
loug since, if taking in all the young wenches that pass by at the back-
door, and codling every kernel of the fruit for them, would have served.

But, pr'ythe«, come over to me quickly this morning; I have such a

present for thpe!—our Turkey company never sent the like to the Grand



564 Ben Jonson's Plays

Signior. Oue is a rhymer, sir, of your own batch, your owa leaven; but
doth think himself poet-major of the town, willing to be shewn, and
worthy to be seen. The other—I will not venture his description' with
you, till you come, because I would have you make hither with an appetite
If the worst of 'em be not worth your journey, draw your bill of charges,
as unconscionable as any Guildhall verdict will give it you, and you shall
be allowed your viaticum. From the Windmill.

From the Bordello it might come as well,
The Spittle, or Pict-hatch. Is this the man
My son hath sung so, for the happiest wit,
The choicest brain, the times have sent us forth !

I know not what he may be in the arts.

Nor what in schools; but, surely, for his manners,
I judge him a profane and dissolute wretch;
Worse by possession of such great good gifts,

Being the master of so loose a spirit.

Why, what unhallowed ruffian would have writ
In such a scurrilous manner to a friend !

Why should he think I tell ray apricots.
Or play the Hesperian dragon with my fruit.

To watch it ? Well, my .son, I had thought you
Had had more judgmeul to have made election

Of your companions, than t' have ta'en on tnist

Such petulant, jeering gamesters, that can spare
No argument or subject from their jest.
But I perceive affection makes a fool

Of any man too much the father.—Brainworm !

Enter Brainworm.
Brai. Sir.

Know. Is the fellow gone that brought this letter?

Brai. Yes, sir, a pretty while since.

Know. And where is your young master T

Brai. In his chamber, sir.

Know. He spake not with the fellow, did he?
Brai. No, sir, he saw him not.

Know. Take you this letter, and deliver it my son; but with no
notice that I have opened it, on your life.

Brai. Lord, sir! that were a jest indeed. {Exit.
Know. I am resolved I will not stop his journey,

Nor practise any violent means to stay
The unbridled course of youth in him ; for that

Restrain'd, grows more impatient; and in kind
Like to the eager, but tlie generous greyhound.
Who ne'er so little from his game withheld.
Turns head, and leaps up at his holder's throat.

There is a way of winning more by love,

And urging of the modesty, than fear:

Force works on servile natures, not the free.

He that's compell'd to goodness, may be good.



Every Man in His Humour 565

But 'tis but for that fit; where others, diawn

By softness and example, get a habit.

Then, if they stray, but warn them, and the same

They should for virtue have done, they'll do for ahame. [Exit.

SCENE II.—A Room in Kkoweix's House.

Enter E. K>'0WELT,, with a letter in his hand, followed by
Brainworm.

E. Know. Did he open it, say'st thou?

Brai. Yes, o' my word, sir, and read the contents.

E. Know. That scarce contents me. What countenance, prithee,
made he in the reading of it ? was he angry, or pleased ?

Brai. Nay, sir, I saw him not read it, nor open it, I assure your
worship.

E. Know. No ! how know'st thou then that he did either ?

Brai. Marry, sir, because he charged me, on my life, to tell

nobody that he open'd it; which, unless he had done, he would
never fear to have it revealed.

E. Know. That's true: well, I thank thee, Brainworm.

Enter Stephen.

Step. O, Brainworm, didst thou not see a fellow here in what-
sha-cali-him doublet? he brought mine uncle a letter e'en now.

Brai. Yes, master Stephen; what of him?

Step. O, I have such a mind to beat him where is he, canst

thou tell ?

Brai. Faith, he is not of that mind: he is gone, master Stephen.

Step. Gone ! which way ? when went he ? how long since ?

Brai. He is rid hence; he took horse at the street-door.

Step. And I staid in the fields! Whoreson scanderbag rogue!
that I had but a horse to fetch him back again !

Brai. Why, you may have my master's gelding, to save your
longing, sir.

Step. But I have no boots, that's the spite on't.

Brai. Why, a fine wisp of hay, roll'd hard, master Stephen.

Step. No, faith, it's no boot to follow him now: let him e'en go
and hang. Prithee, help to truss me a little: he does so vex me—

Brai. You'll be worse vexed when you are trussed, master

Stephen. Best keep unbraced, and walk yourself till you be cold;

your choler may founder you else.

Step. By my faith, and so I will, now thou tell'st me on't: how
dost thou like my leg, Brainworm ?

Brai. A very good leg, master Stephen; but the woollen stocking
does not commend it so well.

Step. Foh ! the stockings be good enough, now summer is coming
on, fo^r the dust: I'll have a pair of silk against winter, that I go
t<3 dwell in the town. I think my leg would shew in a silk hose—

Srai. Believe me, master Stephen, rarely well.
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Step. In sadness, I tliink it would: I have a reasonable good leg.
Brai. You have an excellent good leg, master Stephen ; but I can-

not stay to praise it longer now, and I am very sorry for it. {Exit.

Step. Another time will serve, Brainworm. Gramercy for this.

E. Know. Ha, ha, ha!

Step. 'Shd, I hope he laughs not at me; an he do—
E. Know. Here was a letter indeed, to be intercepted by a man's

father, and do him good with him! He cannot but think most

virtuously, both of me, and the sender, sure, that make the careful

costermonger of him in our familiar epistles. Well, if he read this

with patience I'll be gelt, and troll ballads for master John Trundle

yonder, the rest of my mortality. It is true, and likely, my father

may have as much patience as another man, for he takes much
physic; and oft taking physic makes a man very patient. But
would your packet, master Wellbred, had arrived at him in such a
minute of his patience! then we had known the end of it, which
now is doubtful, and threatens [Sees Master Stephen.] What, my
wise cousin ! nay, then I'll furnish our feast vrith one gull more
toward the mess. He writes to me of a brace, and here's one, that's

three: oh, for a fourth, Fortune, if ever thou' It use thine eyes, I

entreat thee-^

Step. Oh, now I see who he laughed at: he laughed at somebody
in that letter. By this good Ught, an he had laughed at me—

E. Know. How now, cousin Stephen, melancholy ?

Step. Yes, a Uttle: I thought you had laughed at me, cousin.

E. Know. Why, what an I had, coz ? what would you have done ?

Step. By this light, I would have told mine uncle.

E. Know. Nay, if you would have told your uncle, I did laugh
at you, coz.

Step. Did you, indeed ?

E. Know. Yes, indeed.

Step. Why then—
E. Know. What then ?

Step. I am satisfied; it is suflBcient.

E. Know. Why, be so, gentle coz: and, I pray you, let me entreat

a courtesy of you. I am sent for this morning by a friend in the

Old Jewrj', to come to him; it is but crossing over the fields to

Moorgate: Will you bear me company? I protest it is not to

draw you into bond or any plot against the state, coz.

Step. Sir, that's all one an it were; you shall command me twice

30 far as Moorgate, to do you good in such a matter. Do you think

I would leave you ? I protest
—

E. Know. No, no, you shall not protest, coz.

Step. By my fackings, but I will, by your leave:— I'll protest
more to m}' friend, than I'll speak of at this time.

E. Know. You speak very well, coz.

Step. Nay, not so neither, you shall pardon me: but I speak to

.serve my turn.

E. Know. Your turn, coz! do you know what you say? A
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gentleman of your sorts, parts, carriage, and estimation, to talk of

your turn in this company, and to me alone, like a tankard-bearer

at a conduit ! fie ! A wight that, hitherto, his every step hath left

the stamp of a great foot behind him, as every word the savour of

a strong spirit, and he! this man! so graced, gilded, or, to use a

more fit metaphor, so tinfoiled by nature, as not ten housewives'

pewter, again a good time, shews more bright to the world than he !

and he! (as I said last, so I say again, and still shall say it) this

man ! to conceal such real ornaments as these, and shadow their

glory, as a milhner's wife does her wrought stomacher, with a

smoaky lawn, or a black cyprus! O, coz! it cannot be answered;

go not about it: Drake's old ship at Deptford may sooner circle

the world again. Come, wrong not the quality of your desert, with

looking downward, coz; but hold up your head, so: and let the

idea of what you are be portrayed in your face, that men may read

in your physnomy, here within this place is to be seen the true, rare,

and accomplished monster, or miracle of nature, which is all one.

What think you of this, coz ?

Step. Why, I do think of it: and I will be more proud, and

melancholy, and gentlemanlike, than I have been, I'll insure you.
E. Know. Why, that's resolute, master Stephen!—Now, if I can

but hold him up to his height, as it is happily begun, it will do well

for a suburb humour: we may hap have a match with the city,

and play him for forty pound.
—Come, coz.

Step. I'll follow you.
E. Know. Follow me! you must go before.

Step. Nay, an I must, I will. Pray you shew me, good cousin.

[Exeuni.

SCENE III.—The Lane before Cob's House.

Enter ]Master I\Iathew.

Mat. I think this be the house: what ho!

Enter Cob.

Cob. Who's there ? O, master Mathew ! give your worship good
morrow.

Mat. What, Cob ! how dost thou, good Cob ? dost thou inhabit

here. Cob?
Cob. Ay, sir, I and my Uneage have kept a poor house here, in our

days.
Mat. Thy lineage, monsieur Cob ! what lineage, what Uneage ?

Cob. Why, sir, an ancient Uneage, and a princely. Aline ance'try
came from a king's belly, no worse man; and yet no man either,

by your worship's leave, I did Ue in that, but herring, the king of

fish (from his belly I proceed), one of the monarchs of the world, I

assure you. The first red herring that was broiled in Adam and
Eve's kitchen, do I fetch my pedigree from, by the harrot's book.

His cob was my great, great, mighty great grandfather.
Mat. Why mighty, why mighty, I pray thee ?
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Cob. O, it was a mighty while ago. sir, and a mighty great cob.

Mat. How know'st thou that ?

Cob. How know I ! why, I smell his ghost ever and anon.
Mat. Smell a ghost! unsavoury jest! and the ghost of a

herring cob?
Cob. Ay, sir: With favour of your worship's nose, master

Mathew, why not the ghost of a herring cob, as well as the ghost
of Rasher Bacon ?

Mat. Roger Bacon, thou would'st say.
Cob. I say Rasher Bacon. They were both broiled on the coals;

and a man may smell broiled meat, I hope! you are a scholar,

iipsolve me that now.
Mat. O raw ignorance !

—Cob, canst thou shew me of a gentleman,
one captain Bobadill, where his lodging is ?

Cob. O, my guest, sir, you mean.
Mat. Thy guest ! alas, ha, ha, ha !

Cob. Why do you laugh, sir ? do you not mean captain Bobadill ?

Mat. Cob, pray thee advise thyself well; do not wrong the

gentleman, and thyself too. I dare be sworn, he scorns thy house;
he! he lodge in such a base obscure place as thy house! Tut, I

know his deposition so well, he would not lie in thy bed if thou'dst

give it him.

Cob. I will not give it him though, sir. Mass, I thought some-
what was in it, we could not get him to bed all night: Well, sir,

though he lie not on my bed, he Hes on my bench: an't please you
to go up, sir. you shall find liim with two cushions under his head,
and his cloak wrapped about him, as though he had neither won
nor lost, and yet, I warrant, he ne'er cast better in his life, than he

has done to-night.
Mat. Why, was he drunk ?

Cob. Drunk, sir! you hear not me say so: perhaps he swalloweiJ

a tavern-token, or some such device, sir, I have nothing to do
withal. I deal with water and not with wine—Give me my tankard

there, ho!—God be wi' you, sir. It's six o'clock: I should have
carried two turns by this. What ho ! my stopple ! come.

Enter Teb with a water-tankard.

Mat. Lie in a water-bearer's house ! a gentleman of his havings !

Well, I'll tell him my mind.
Cob. What, Tib; shew this gentleman up to the captain. [Exit

Tib with MaMer Mathew.] Oh, an my house were the Brazen-head

now ! faith it would e'en speak Moe fools yet. You should have
some now would take this master Mathew to be a gentleman, at the

least. His father's an honest man, a worshipful fishmonger, and
so forth; and now does he creep and %vriggle into acquaintance with

all the brave gallants about the town, such as my guest is (0, my
guest is a fine man!), and they flout him invincibly. He useth

every day to a merchant's house where I serve water, one master

Kitely'fl, in the Old JewTy; and here's the jest, he is in love with
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my master's sister, Mrs. Bridget, and calls her mistress; and there

he will sit you a whole afternoon sometimes, reading of these same

abominable, vile (a pox on 'em! I cannot abide them), rascally

verses, poetrie, poetrie, and speaking of interludes; 'twill make a

man burst to hear him. And the wenches, they do so jeer, and
ti-he at him—Well, should they do so much to me, I'd forswear

them all, by the foot of Pharaoh! There's an oath! How many
water-bearers shaU you hear swear such an oath? O, I have a

guest—he teaches me—he does swear the legiblest of any man
christened: By St. Oeorge ! the foot of Pharaoh ! the body of me ! as

I am a gentleman and a soldier ! such dainty oaths ! and withal he
does take this same filthy roguish tobacco, the finest and clean-

liest! it would do a man good to see the fumes come forth at'a

tonnels.—Well, he owes me forty shillings, my wife lent him out of

her pirrse, by sixpence at a time, besides his lodging: I would I

had it! I shall have it, he says, the next action. Helter skelter,

hang sorrow, care'll kill a cat, up-tails all, and a louse for the

hangman. \Exit.

SCENE IV.—A Room in Cob's House. Bobadill discovered

lying on a bench.

Bob. Hostess, hostess!

Enter TiB,

Tib. What say you, sir ?

Boh. A cup of thy small beer, sweet hostess.

Tib. Sir, there's a gentleman below would speak with you.
Bob. A gentleman! 'odso, I am not within.

Tib. My husband told hisn you were, sir.

Bob. W^hat a plague—what meant he?
Mat. {below.'] Captain Bobadill !

Bob. Who's there!—Take away the bason, good hostess:—Come
up, sir.

Tib. He would desire you to come up, sir. You come into a

cleanly house, here!

Enter Mathew.

Mai. Save you, sir; save you, captain!
Bob. Gentle master Mathew! Is it you, sir? please you to sit

down.
Mat. Thank you, good captain; you may see I am somewhat

audacious.

Bob. Not so, sir. I was requested to supper last night by a sort

of gallants, where you were wished for, and drunk to, I assure you.
Mat. Vouchsafe me, by whom, good captain ?

Bob. Marry, by young Wellbred, and others.—Wh.y, hostess, a

etool here for this gentleman.
Mat. No haste, sir. 'tis verv well.
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Bob. Body o' me! it was so late ere we parted last night, I can
scarce open my eyes yet; I was but new risen, as yon came; how
passes the day abroad, sir ? you can tell.

Mat. Faith, some half hour to seven; Now, trust me, you have
an exceeding fine lodging here, very neat, and private.

Bob. Ay, sir: sit down, I pray you. Master Mathew, in any
case possess no gentlemen of our acquaintance with notice of my
lodging.

Alat. Who? I, sir; no.

Bob. Not that I need to care who know it, for the cabin is con-

venient; but in regard I would not be too popular, and generally
visited, as some are.

Mat. True, captain, I conceive you.
Bob. For, do you see, sir, by the heart of valour in me, except it

be to some peculiar and choice spirits, to whom I am extraordinarily

engaged, as yourself, or so, I could not extend thus far.

Mat. O Lord, sir ! I resolve so.

Bob. I confess I love a cleanly and quiet privacy, above all the

tumult and roar of fortune. What new book have you there?

What! Go by, Hieronymo?
Mat. Ay: did you ever see it acted? Is't not well penned?
Bob. Well penned ! I would fain see all the poets of these times

pen such another play as that was: they'll prate and swagger, and

keep a stir of art and devices, when, as I am a gentleman, read 'em,

they are the most shallow, pitiful, barren fellows, that live upon the

face of the earth again.

[ While Master Mathew reads, Bobadill makes himself ready.
Mat. Indeed here are a number of fine speeches in this book.

O eyes, no eyes, but fountains fraivght with tears! there's a conceit!

fountains fraught with tears ! life, no life, but lively form of death !

another. O world, no world, but mass of public wrongs ! a third.

Confused and filVd tvith murder and misdeeds ! a fourth. 0, the

muses! Is't not excellent? Is't not simply the best that ever you
heard, captain ? Ha ! how do you like it ?

Bob. "Tis good.
Mat. To thee, the purest object to my senie.

The most re/ined essence heaven covers.

Send I these lines, wherein I do commence
The happy state of turtle-hilling lovers.

If they prove rough, unpolish'd, harsh, and rude.

Haste made the icaste: thus mildly I conclude.

Bob. Nay, proceed, proceed. Where's this?

Mat. Thas, sir! a toy of mine own, in my non-age; the infancy
of my muses. But when will you come and see my study? good
faith, I can shew you some very good things I have done of late.—
That boot becomes your leg passing well, captain, methinks.

Bob. So, so; it's the fashion gentlemen now use.

Mat. Troth, captain, and now you speak of the fashion, master

Wellbred's elder brother and I are fallen out exceedingly: This
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other day, I happened to enter into some discourse of a hanger,

which, I assure you, both for fashion and workmanship, was most

peremptory beautiful and gentlemanlike: yet he condemned, and

cried it down for the most pied and ridiculous that ever he saw.

Bob. Squire Downright, the half-brother, was't not?

Mat. Ay, sir, he.

Bob. Hang him, rook! he! why he has no more judgment than

a malt-horse: By St. George, I wonder you'd lose a thought upon
such an animal ; the most peremptory absurd clown of Christendom,
this day, he is holden. I protest to you, as I am a gentleman and

a soldier, I ne'er changed with his like. By his discourse, he should

eat nothing but hay; he was born for the manger, pannier, or pack-
saddle. He has not so much as a good phrase in his belly, but all

old iron and rusty proverbs: a good commodity for some smith to

make hob-nails of.

Mat. Ay, and he thinks to carry it away with his manhood still,

where he comes: he brags he will give me the bastinado, as I hear.

Bob. How ! he the bastinado ! how came he by that word, trow ?

Mat. Nay, indeed, he said cudgel me; I termed it so, for my
more grace.

Bob. That may be: for I was sure it was none of his word; but

when, when said he so ?

Mat. Faith, yesterday, they say; a young gallant, a friend of

mine, told me so.

Bob. By the foot of Pharaoh, an 'twere my case now, I should

send him a chartel presently. The bastinado! a most proper and
sufficient dependence, warranted by the great Caranza. Come
hither, you shall chartel him; I'll shew you a trick or two you
shall kill him with at pleasure; the first stoccata, if you will, by
this air.

Mat. Indeed, you have absolute knowledge in the mystery, I

have heard, sir.

Bob. Of whom, of whom, have you heard it, I beseech you ?

Mat. Troth, I have heard it spoken of divers, that you have very
rare, and un-in-one-breath-utterable skill, sir.

Bob. By heaven, no, not I; no skill in the earth; some small

rudiments in the science, as to know my time, distance, or so. I

have professed it more for noblemen and gentlemen's use, than
mine own practice, I assure you.—Hostess, accommodate us with

another bed-staff here quickly. Lend us another bed-statT—the"

woman does not understand the words of action.—Look you, sir:

exalt not your point above this state, at any hand, and let your
poniard maintain your defence, thus:—give it the gentleman, and
leave us. [Exit Tib.] So, sir. Come on: O, twine your body more

about, that you may fall to a more sweet, comely, gentlemanlike

guard; so! indifferent: hollow your body more, sir, thus: now,
stand fast o' your left leg, note your distance, keep your due pro-

portion of time—oh, you disorder your point most irregularly.
Mat. How is the bearing of it now, sir ?
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Bob. O, out of measure ill: a well-experienced hand wiuld pass

upon you at pleasure.
Mat. How mean you, sir, pass upon me?
Bob. Why, thus, sir,

—make a thrust at me—[Master Mathew
pushes at BobadilT] come in upon the answer, control your point,
and make a full career at the body: The best-practised gallants of

the time name it the passado; a most desperate thrust, believe it.

Mat. Well, come, sir.

Bob. Why, you do not manage your weapon with any facility
or grace to invite me. I have no spirit to play with you ; your
dearth of judgment renders you tedious.

Mat. But one venue, sir.

Bob. Venue! fie; the most gross denomination as ever I heard:

O, the stoccata, while you Uve, sir; note that.—Come, put on your
cloke, and we'll go to some private place where you are acquainted;
some tavern, or so—and have a bit. I'll send for one of these

fencers, and he shall breathe you, by my direction; and then I will

teach you your trick: you shall kill him with it at the first, if you
please. Why, I will learn you, by the true judgment of the eye,

hand, and foot, to control any enemy's point in the world. Should

your adversary confront you with a pistol, 'twere nothing, by this

hand! you should, by the same rule, control his bullet, in a line,

except it were hail shot, and spread. What money have you about

you, master Mathew?
Mai. Faith, I have not past a two shilling or so.

Bob. 'Tis somewhat with the least; but come; we will have a

bunch of raxiish and salt to taste our wine, and a pipe of tobacco to

close the orifice of the stomach: and then we'll call upon young
Wellbred: perhaps we shall meet the Corydon his brother there,

and put him to the question.

ACT II

SCENE I.—The Old Jewry. A Hall in Kitelt's Bouse.

Enter Kjtely, Cash, arid Downright.

Kit. Thomas, come hither.

There lies a note within upon my desk;
Here take my key: it is no matter neither.—
Where is the boy ?

Cash. Within, sir, in the warehouse.

Kit. Let him tell over straight that Spanish gold.
And weigh it, with the pieces of eight. Do you
See the dehvery of those silver stuffs

To Master Lucar: tell him, if he will.

He shall have the grograns, at the rate I told him,
And I will meet him on the Exchange anon.

Cash. Good, sir. [Exit.
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Kit. Do you see that fellow, brother Downright ?

Dow. Ay, what of him ?

Kit. He is a Jewel, brother.

I took him of a child up at my door.
And christen'd him, gave him mine own name, Thomas:
Since bred him at the Hospital; where proving
A toward imp, I call'd him home, and taught him
So much, as I have made him my cashier.

And giv'n him, who had none, a surname. Cash:
And find him in his place so full of faith.

That I durst trust my life into his hands.

Dow. So would not I in any bastard's, brother.
As it is like he is, although I knew

Myself his father. But you said you had somewhat
To tell me, gentle brother: what is't, what is't?

Ku. Faith, I am very loath to utter it.

As fearing it may hurt your patience:
But that I know your judgment is of strength.

Against the nearness of affection—
Dow. What need this circumstance ? pray you, be direct.

Kit. I will not say how much I do ascribe

Unto your friendship, nor in what regard
I hold your love; but let my past behaviour.
And usage of your sister, [both] confirm

How well I have been affected to your—
Dow. You are too tedious; come to the matter, the matter.
Kit. Then, witliout further ceremony, thus.

My brother Wellbred, sir, I know not how,
Of late is much declined in what he was,
And greatly alter'd in his disposition.
When he came first to lodge here in my house,
Ne'er trust me if I were not proud of him:

Methought he bare himself in such a fashion,
So full of man, and sweetness in his carriage.
And what was chief, it shew'd not borrow'd in him.
But all he did became him as his own,
And seem'd as perfect, proper, and possest.
As breath with life, or colour with the blood.
But now, his covu-se is so irregular,
So loose, afl^ected, and deprived of grace,
.A.nd he himself withal so far fallen oft"

From that first place, as scarce no note remains.
To tell men's judgments where he lately stood.

He's grown a stranger to all due respect.

Forgetful of his friends; and not content
To stale himself in all societies.

He makes my house here common as a mart,
A theatre, a pubhc receptacle
For giddy humour, and deceased riot;
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And here, as in a tavern or a stews.
He and his vnld associates spend their hours.
In repetition of lascivious jests.

Swear, leap, drink, dance, and revel night by night.
Control my servants

; and, indeed, what not ?

Dow. 'Sdeins, I know not what I should say to him, in the whole
world! He values me at a crack'd three-farthings, for aught I see.

It will never out of the flesh that's bred in the bone. I have told

him enough, one would think, if that would serve; but counsel to

him is as good as a shoulder of mutton to a sick horse. Weill he
knows what to trust to, for George: let him spend, and spend, and
domineer, till his heart ake

; an he think to be relieved by me, when
he is got into one o' your city pounds, the counters, he has' the

wrong sow by the ear, i'faith; and claps his dish at the wrong man's
door: I'll lay my hand on my halfpenhy, ere I part with it to fetch

him out, I'll assure him.
Kit. Nay, good brother, let it not trouble you thus.

Dow. 'Sdeath! he mads me; I could eat my very spur-leathers
for anger! But, why are you so tame? why do you not speak to

him, and tell him how he disquiets your house ?

Kit. 0, there are divers reasons to dissuade me.

But, would yourself vouchsafe to travail in it

(Though but with plain and easy circumstance),
It would both come much better to his sense.
And savour less of stomach, or of passion.
You are his elder brother, and that title

Both gives and warrants your authority,
Which, by your presence seconded, must breed
A kind of duty in him, and regard:
Whereas, if I should intimate the least.

It would but add contempt to his neglect.

Heap worse on Ul, make up a pile of hatred.
That in the rearing would come tottering down.
And in the ruin bury all our love.

Nay, more than this, brother; if I should speak.
He would be ready, from his heat of humour.
And overflowing of the vapour in him,
To blow the ears of his familiars

With the false breath of telling what disgraces.
And low disparagements, I had put upon him.

Whilst they, sir, to relieve him in the fable,

Make their loose comments upon every word.
Gesture, or look, I use; mock me all over.
From my flat cap unto my shining shoes;

And, out of their impetuous rioting phant'sies.

Beget some slander that shall dwell with me.
And what would that be, think you? marry, this:

They would give out, because my wife is fair,

Myself but lately married, and my sister
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Here sojourning a virgin in my house.
That I were jealous !

—nay, as sure as death.
That they would say: and, how that I had quarrell'd

My brother purposely, thereby to find

An apt pretext to banish them my house.

Dow. Mass, perhaps so; they're like enough to do it.

Kit. Brother, they would, believe it; so should I,

Like one of these penurious quack-salvers,
But set the bills up to mine own disgrace,
And try experiments upon myself;
Lend scorn and envy opportunity
To stab my reputation and good name—

Enter Master Mathew struggling with Bobadill.

Mat. I will speak to him.

Boh. Speak to him! away! By the foot of Pharaoh, you shall

not! you shall not do him that grace.
—The time of day to you,

gentleman o' the house. Is master Wellbred stirring ?

Dow. How then ? what should he do ?

Boh. Gentleman of the house, it is to you : is he within, sir ?

Kit. He came not to his lodging to-night, sir, I assure you.
Dow. Why, do you hear ? you !

Boh. The gentleman citizen hath satisfied me;
I'll talk to no scavenger. [Exeunt Bob. and Mat.
Dow. How ! scavenger ! stay, sir, stay !

Kit. Nay, brother Downright.
Dow. 'Heart ! stand you away, an you love me.
Kit. You shall not follow him now, I pray you, brother, good

faith you shall not ; I will overrule you.
Dow. Ha! scavenger! well, go to, I say little: but, by this good

day (God forgive me I should swear), if I put it up so, say I am the

rankest cow that ever pist. 'Sdeins, an I swallow this, I'll ne'er

draw my sword in the sight of Fleet-street again while I live; I'U

sit in a barn with madge-howlet, and catch mice first. Scavenger!
heart!—and I'll go near to fill that huge tumbrel-slop of yours with

somewhat, an I have good luck: your Garagantua breech cannot

carry it away so.

Kit. Oh, do not fret yourself thus: never think on't.

Dow. These are my brother's consorts, these! these are his

camerades, his walking mates! he's a gallant, a cavaliero too, right

hangman cut! Let me not live, an I could not find in my heart to

swinge the whole gang of 'em, one after another, and begin with
him first. I am grieved it should be said he is my brother, and
take these courses: Well, as he brews, so shall he drink, for George,
again. Yet he shall hear on't, and that tightly too, an I live, i'faith.

Kit. But, brother, let your reprehension, then,
Run in an easy current, not o'er high
Carried with rashness, or devouring choler;
But rather use the soft persuading way,
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Whose powers \7ill work more gently, and compose
The imperfect thoughts you labour to reclaim;
More winning, than enforcing the consent.

Dow. Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant you.
Kit. How now! [Bell rings.] Oh, the bell rings to breakfast.

Brother, I pray you go in, and bear my wife company till I come;
I'll but give order for some despatch of business to my servants.

{Exit Downright.

Enter Cob, toith his tankard.

Kit. What, Cob! our maids will have you by the back, i'faith,

for coming so late this morning.
Cob. Perhaps so, sir: take heed somebody have not them by the

belly, for walking so late in the evening. [Exit.

Kit. Well; yet my troubled spirit's somewhat eased.

Though not reposed in tliat security
As I could wish: but I must be content,
Howe'er I set a face on't to the world.

Would I had lost this linger at a venture,
So Wellbred had ne'er lodged within my house.

Why't cannot be, where there is such resort

Of wanton gallants, and young revellers.

That any woman should be honest long.

Is't like, that factious beauty will preserve
The public weal of chastity unshaken,
When such strong motives muster, and make head

Against her single peace? No, no: beware.

When mutual appetite doth meet to treat,

And spirits of one kind and quaUty
Come once to parley in the pride of blood.

It is no slow conspiracy that follows.

Well, to be plain, if I but thought the time

Had answer'd their affections, alJ the world

Should not persuade me but I were a cuckold-

Marry, I hope they have not got that start;

For opportunity hath balk'd them yet,
And shall do still, while I have eyes and ears

To attend the impositions of my heart.

My presence shall be as an iron bar,

'Twixt the conspiring motions of desire:

Yea, every look or glance mine eye ejects

Shall check occasion, as one doth his slave,

WTien ho forgets the limits of prescription.

Enter Dame Kitely and Bridget.

Dame K. Sister Bridget, pray you fetch dow u the rose-water,

above in the closet. [Exit Bridget.—Sweet-heart, \vill you come in to breakfast T

Kit. An she have overheard me now!—
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Dame K. I pray thee, good muss, we stay for you.
Kit. By heaven, I would not for a thousand angels.

Dame K. What ail you, sweet-heart ? are you not well ? speak,

good muss.
Kit. Troth my head akes extremely on a sudden.

Dame K. [putting her hand to his forehead.] 0, the Lord!

Kit. How now ! What ?

Dame K. Alas, how it burns ! Muss, keep you warm ; good truth

it is this new disease, there's a number are troubled withal. For

love's sake, sweet-heart, come in, out of the air.

Kit. How simple, and how subtle are her answers!

A new disease, and many troubled with it ?

Why true; she heard me, all the world to nothing.
Dame K. I pray thee, good sweet heart, come in ; the air will do

you harm, in troth.

Kit. The air! she has me in the wind.—Sweet-heart, I'll come to

you presently; 'twill away, I hope.
Dame K. Pray Heaven it do. [Exit.

Kit. A new disease ! I know not, new or old,

But it may well be call'd poor mortals' plague;
For, like a pestilence, it doth infect

The houses of the brain. First it begins

Solely to work upon the phantasy.

Filling her seat with such pestiferous air,

As soon corrupts the judgment; and from thence.

Sends like contagion to the memory :

Still each to other giving the infection.

Which as a subtle vapour spreads itself

Confusedly through every sensive part.
Till not a thought or motion in the mind
Be free from the black poison of suspect.
Ah ! but what misery is it to know this ?

Or, knowing it, to want the mind's erection

In such extremes ? Well, I will once more strive,

In spite of this black cloud, myself to be,

And shake the fever off that thus shakes me. [Exit.

SCENE II.—Moorfields.

Enter Bralnwoem disguised like a rruiimed Soldier.

Brat. 'Slid, I cannot choose but laugh to see myself translated

thus, from a poor creature to a creator; for now must I create an
intolerable sort of lies, or my present profession loses the grace: and

yet the lie, to a man of my coat, is as ominous a fruit as the fico.

O, sir, it holds for good poUty ever, to have that outwardly in vilest

estimation, that inwardly is most dear to us: so much for my
borrowed shape. Well, the troth is, my old master intends to follow

my young master, dry-foot, over Moorfields to London, this morn-

ing; now, I knowing of this hunting-match, or rather conspiracy.
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and to insinuate with my young master (for so must we that are blue

waiters, and men of hope and service do, or perhaps we may wear

motley at the year's end, and who wears motley, you know), have

got me afore in this disguise, determining here to lie in ambuscado,
and intercept him in the mid-way. If I can but get his cloke, his

purse, and his hat, nay, any thing to cut him oflf, that is, to stay
his journey, Veyii, vidi, vici, I may say with captain Caesar, I am
made for ever, i' faith. Well, now I must practise to get the true

garb of one of these lance-knights, my arm here, and my Odso !

my young master, and his cousin, master Stephen, as I am true

counterfeit man of war, and no soldier !

Enter E. EInowell and Stephen.

E. Know. So, sir! and how then, coz?

Step. 'Sfoot! I have lost my purse, I think.

E. Know. How ! lost your purse ? where ? when had you it ?

Step. I cannot tell; stay.
Brai. 'SUd, I am afraid they will know me: would I could get

by them!
E. Know. What, have you it ?

Step. No; I think I was bemtched, I— \One«.
E. Know. Nay, do not weep the loss: hang it, let it go.

Step. Oh, it's here: No, an it had been lost, I had not cared, but
for a jet ring mistress Mary sent me.

E. Know. A jet ring! the poesie, the poesie?

Step. Pine, i'faith.—
Though Fancy sleep,

My love is deep.

Meaning, that though I did not fancy her, yet she loved me dearly.
E. Know. Most excellent!

Step. And then I sent her another, and my poesie was.

The deeper the sweeter,
rU be judg'd by St. Peter.

E. Know. How, by St. Peter? I do not conceive that.

Step. Marry, St. Peter, to make up the metre.

E. Know. Well, there the saint was your good patron, he help'd

you at your need
;
thank him, thank him.

Brai. I cannot take leave on 'em so; I will venture, come
what will. [Comes forward.'\ Gentlemen, pleaise you change a few
crowns for a very excellent blade here ? I am a poor gentleman, a

soldier, one that, in the better state of my fortunes, scorned so mean
a refuge; but now it is the humour of necessity to have it so. You
seem to be gentlemen well affected to martial men, else I should

rather die with silence, than live with shame: however, vouchsafe

to remember it is my want speaks, not myself; this condition agrees
not with my spirit

—
E. Know. Where hast thou served?
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Brat. May it please you, sir, in all the late wars of Bohemia,

Hungary, Dalmatia, Poland, where not, sir? I have been a poor
servitor by sea and land any time this fourteen years, and followed

the fortunes of the best commanders in Qiristendom. I was twice

shot at the taking of Aleppo, once at the relief of Vienna; I have

been at Marseilles, Naples, and the Adriatic gulf, a gentleman-slave
in the galhes, thrice; where I was most dangerously shot in the

head, through both the thighs; and yet, being thus maimed, I am
void of maintenance, nothing left me but my scars, the noted marks

of my resolution.

Step. How will you sell this rapier, friend ?

Brat. Generous sir, I refer it to your own judgment; you are a

gentleman, give me what you please.

Step. True, I am a gentleman, I know that, friend; but what

though ! I pray you say, what would you ask ?

Brai. I assure you, the blade may become the side or thigh of

the best prince in Europe.
E. Know. Ay, with a velvet scabbard, I think.

Step. Nay, an't be mine, it shall have a velvet scabbard, coz,

that's flat; I'd not wear it, as it is, an you would give me an angel.

Brai. At your worship's pleasure, sir; nay, 'tis a most pure
Toledo.

Step. I had rather it were a Spaniard. But tell me, what shall I

give you tor it ? An it had a silver hilt—
E. Know. Come, come, you shall not buy it: hold, there's a

shilling, fellow; take thy rapier.

Step. Why, but I will buy it now, because you say so; and there's

another shilling, fellow; I scorn to be out-bidden. What, shall I

walk with a cudgel, like Higginbottom, and may have a rapier for

money! .

E. Know. You may buy one in the city.

Step. Tut! I'll buy this i' the field, so I will: I have a mind to't,

because 'tis a field rapier. Tell me your lowest price.

E. Know. You shall not buy it, I say.

Step. By this money, but I will, though I give more than 'tis

worth.
E. Know. Come away, you are a fool.

Step. Friend, I am a fool, that's granted; but I'll have it, for

that word's sake. Follow me for your money.
Brai. At your service, sir. [Exeunt.

SCENE 111.—Another PaH of 3Ioorfields.

Enter KL?^dwell.

Know. I cannot lose the thought yet of this letter.

Sent to my son; nor leave t' admire the change
Of manners, and the breeding of our youth
Within the kingdom, since mj'self was one.—
When I was young, he lived not in the stews
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Durst have conceived a scorn, and utter'd it.

On a gray head; age was authority

Against a buffoon, and a man had then

A certain reverence paid unto his years,
That had none due unto his life: so much
The sanctity of some prevail'd for others.

But now we all are fallen; youth, from their fear,

And age, from that which bred it, good exr.mpie.

Nay, would ourselves were not the first, even parents.
That did destroy the hopes in our own children ;

Or they not learn'd our vices in their cradles.

And suck'd in our ill customs with their milk;
Ere all their teeth be born, or they can speak.
We make their palates cunning; the first words
We form theu' tongues with, are licentious jests:

Can it call whore ? cry bastard ? 0, then, kiss it I

A witty child! can't swear? the father's darling!
Give it two plums. Nay, rather than't shall learn

No bawdy song, the mother herself will teach it !
—

But this is in the infancy, the days
Of the long coat; when it puts on the breeches,

It will put off all this: Ay, it is like.

When it is gone into the bone already !

No, no; this dye goes deeper than the coat,

Or shirt, or skin; it stains into the liver.

And heart, in some: and, rather than it should not.

Note what we fathers do! look how we live!

What mistresses we keep ! at what expense.
In our sons' eyes! where they may handle our gifts,

Hear our lascivious courtships, see our dalliance,

Taste of the same provoking meats with us.

To ruin of our states ! Nay, when our own
Portion ia fled, to prey on the remainder.
We call them into fellowship of vice;

Bait 'em with the young chamber-maid, to seal.

And teach 'em all bad ways to buy affliction.

This is one path: but there are millions more,
In which we spoil our own, with leading them.

Well, I thank heaven, I never yet was he

That travell'd with my son, before sixteen.

To shew him the Venetian courtezans;

Nor read the grammar of cheating I had made.
To my sharp boy, at twelve; repeating still

The rule, Oei money; stilL get numey, boy;
No matter by what meaTis; money will do

More, boy, than my lord's letter. Neither have 1

Drest snails or mushrooms curiously before him.

Perfumed my sauces, and taught him how to make them ;

Preceding still, with my gray gluttony.
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At all the ord'naries, and only fear'd

His palate should degenerate, not his manners.

These are the trade of fathers now ; however,

My son, I hope, hath met within my threshold

None of these household precedents, which are strong.

And swift, to rape youth to their precipice.

But let the house at home be ne'er so clean

Swept, or kept sweet from filth, nay dust and cobwebs,

K he will hve abroad with his companions.
In dung and leystals, it is worth a fear;

Nor is the danger of conversing less

Than all that I have mention'd of example.

Enter Bbatnworm, disguised as before.

Brai. My master! nay, faith, have at you; I am flesh'd now, I

have sped so well. [Aside.] Worshipful sir, I beseech you, respect the

estate of a poor soldier; I am ashamed of this base course of life,
—

God's my comfort—but extremity provokes me to't: what remedy ?

Know. I have not for you, now.

Brai. By the faith I bear unto truth, gentleman, it is no ordinary

custom in me, but only to preserve manhood. I protest to you, a

man I have been : a man I may be, by yotur sweet bounty.
Know. Pray thee, good friend, be satisfied.

Brai. Good sir, by that hand, you may do the part of a kind

gentleman, in lending a poor soldier the price of two cans of beer,

a matter of small value: the king of heaven shall pay you, and I

shall rest thankful: Sweet worship
—

Knoxa. Nay, an you be so importunate
—

Brai. Oh, tender sir! need will have its course: I was not made
to this vile use. Well, the edge of the enemy could not have abated

me so much: it's hard when a man hath served in his prince's cause,

and be thus. [ Weeps.] Honourable worship, let me derive a small

piece of silver from you, it shall not be given in the course of time.

By this good ground, I was fain to pawn my rapier last night for

a poor supper; I had suck'd the hilts long before, I am a pagan else:

Sweet honour—
Know. Beheve me, 1 am taken with some wonder.

To think a fellow of thy outward presence.

Should, in the frame and fashion of his mind.

Be so degenerate, and sordid-base.

Art thou a man ? and sham'st thou not to beg,

To practise such a servile kind of life ?

Why, were thy education ne'er so mean.

Having thy limbs, a thousand fairer courses

Offer themselves to thy election.

Either the wars might still supply thy wants,

Or service of some virtuous gentleman.
Or honest labour; nay, what can I name.
But would become thee better than to beg:

I
—u -w
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But men of thy condition feed on sloth,

As doth the beetle on the dung she breeds in;
Nor caring how the metal of your minds
la eaten with the rust of idleness.

Now, afore me, whate'er he be, that should
Relieve a person of thy quaUty,
While thou insist'st in this loose desperate course,
I would esteem the sin not thine, but his.

Brai. Faith, sir, I would gladly find some other course, if so—
Know. Ay,

You'd gladly find it, but you will not seek it.

Brai. Alas, sir, where should a man seek ? in the wars, there's no
ascent by desert in these days ; but and for service, would it were
as soon purchased, as wished for! the air's my comfort.—[Sighs.]

—1

know what I would say.
Know. What's thy name?
Brai. Please you, Fitz-Sword, sir.

Know. Fitz-Sword !

Say that a man should entertain thee now,
Wouldst thou be honest, humble, just, and true ?

Brai. Sir, by the place and honour of a soldier—
Know. Nay, nay, I like not these affected oaths; speak plainly,

man, what think'st thou of my words ?

Brai. Nothing, sir, but ^ish my fortunes were as happy as my
service should be honest.

Know. Well, follow me; I'll prove thee, if thy deeds

Will carry a proportion to thy words. [Exit.
Brai. Yes, sir, straight; I'll but garter my hose. Oh that my

belly were hoop'd now, for I am ready to burst with laughing! never
was bottle or bagpipe fuller. 'Slid, was there ever seen a fox in

years to betray himself thus! now shall I be possest of all hi5

counsels; and, by that conduit, my young master. Well, he is

resolved to prove my honesty; faith, and I'm resolved to prove his

patience: Oh, I shall abuse him intolerably. This small pieo" of

service will bring him clean out of love with the soldier for ever.

He will never come within the sign of it, the sight of a cassock, or

a musket-rest again. He will hate the musters at Mile-end for it,

to his dying day. It's no matter, let the world think me a bad

counterfeit, if I cannot give him the slip at an instant: why, this

is better than to have staid his journey: well, I'll follow him. Oh,
how I long to be employed! [Exit.
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ACT III

SCENE I.—The Old Jewry. A Room in the Windmill Tavern.

Enier Master Mathbw, Wellbbed, and Bobadlll.

Mat. Yea, faith, sir, we were at your lodging to seek you too.

Wei. Oh, I came not there to-night.
Bob. Your brother dehvered us as much.
Wei. Who, my brother Downright?
Bob. He. Mr. Wellbred, I know not in what kind you hold me;

but let me say to you this: as sure as honour, I esteem it so much
out of the sunshine of reputation, to throw the least beam of regard

upon such &—
Wd. Sir, I must hear no ill words of my brother.

Bob. I protest to you, as I have a thing to be saved about ma, I

never saw any gentlemanlike part—
Wei. Good captain, faces about to some other discourse.

Bob. With your leave, sir, an there were no more men Uving upon
the face of the earth, I should not fancy him, by St. George!

Mat. Troth, nor I; he is of a rustical cut, I know not how: he
doth not carry himself Uke a gentleman of fashion.

Wei. Oh, master Mathew, that's a grace peculiar but to a few,

quos (sqrnis amavit Jupiter.
Mat. I understand you, sir.

Wei. No question, you do,—or do you not, sir.

Enter E. KxowEtx and Master Stephen.

Ned Knowelll by my soul, welcome: how dost thou, sweet spirit,

my genius? 'Shd, I shall love Apollo and the mad Thespian girls
the better, while I Uve, for this, my dear Fury; now, I see there's

some love in theek Sirrah, these be the two I writ to thee of: nay,
what a drowsy humour is this now ! why dost thou not speak ?

E. Know. Oh, you are a fine gallant; you sent me a rare letter.

Wei. Why, was't not rare?

E. Know. Yes, I'll be sworn, I was ne'er guilty of reading the

like; match it in all Phny, or Symmachus's epistles, and I'll have

my judgment burn'd in the ear for a rogue: make much of thy vein,
for it is inimitable. But I marie what camel it was, that had
the carriage of it; for, doubtless, he was no ordinary beast that

brought it.

Wei. Why?
E. Know. Why, say'st thou! why, dost thou think that any

reasonable creature, especially in the morning, the sober time of

the day too, could have mistaken my father for me ?

Wei. 'SUd, you jest, I hope.
E. Know. Indeed, the best use we can turn it to, is to make »

jest on't, now: but I'll assure you, my father had the full view of

youi' flourishing style some hour before I saw it.
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Wd. 'What a dull slave was this ! but, sirrah, what said he to it,

i'faith?

E. Know. Nay, I know not what he said; but I have a shrewd

guess what he thought.
Wd. What, what?
E. Know. Marry, that thou art some strange, dissolute young

fellow, and I—a grain or two better, for keeping thee company.
Wd. Tut! that thought is like the moon in her last quarter,

'twill change shortly: but, sirrah, 1 pray thee be acquainted with

my two hang-by's here; thou wilt take exceeding pleasure in them
if thou hear'st 'em once go; my wind-instruments; I'll wind them

up But what strange piece of silence is this, the sign of the

Dumb Man ?

E. Know. Oh, sir, a kinsman of mine, one that may make your
music the fuller, an he please: he has his humour, sir.

Wd. Oh, what is't, what is't?

E. Know. Nay, I'll neither do your judgment nor his folly that

wrong, as to prepare your apprehension: I'll leave him to the

mercy of your search ; if you can take him, so !

Wd. Well, captain Bobadill, master Mathew, pray you know
this gentleman here; he is a friend of mine, and one that will

deserve your affection. I know not your name, sir, [to Stephen.^
but I shall be glad of any occasion to render me more famihar

to you.
Step. My name is master Stephen, sir; I am tiiis gentleman's

own cousin, sir; his father is mine uncle, sir: I am somewhat

melancholy, but you shall command me, sir, in whatsoever is incident

to a gentleman.
Bob. Sir, I must tell you this, I am no general man; but for

master Wellbred's sake, (you may embrace it at what height of

favour you please,) I do communicate with you, and conceive you
to be a gentleman of some parts; I love few words.

E. Know. And I fewer, sir; I have scarce enough to thank you.
Mat. But axe you, indeed, sir, so given to it ?

Step. Ay, truly, sir, I am mightily given to melancholy.
Mat. oil, it's yovu- only fine humour, sir: your true melancholy

breeds your perfect fine wit, sir. I am melancholy myself, diver

times, sir, and then do I no more but take pen and paper, presently,
and overflow you half a score, or a dozen of sonnets at a sitting.

E. Know. Sure he utters them then by the gross. [Aside.

Step. Truly, sir, and I love such things out of measure.

E. Know. I'faith, better than in measure, I'll undertake.

Mat. Why, I pray you, sir, make use of my study, it's at your
service.

Step. I thank you, sir, I shall be bold I warrant you; have you
a Btool there to be melancholy upon 7

Mat. That I have, sir, and some papers there of mine own doing,
at idle hours, that you'll say there's some sparks of wit in 'em,

when you see them.
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Wel. Would the sparka would kindle once, and become a fire

amongst them! I might see self-love burnt for her heresy. [Aside.

Step. Cousin, is it well ? am I melancholy enough ?

E. Know. Oh ay, excellent.

Wel. Captain Bobadill, why muse you so T

E. Know. He is melancholy too.

Bob. Faith, sir, I was thinking of a most honourable piece of

service, was performed to-morrow, being St. Mark's day, shall be
some ten years now.

E. Know. In what place, captain?
Bob. Why, at the beleaguering of Strigonium, where, in less than

two hours, seven hundred resolute gentlemen, as any were in

Europe, lost their lives upon the breach. I'll tell you, gentlemen,
it was the first, but the best leaguer that ever I beheld with these

eyes, except the taking in of—what do you call it? last year, by
the Genoways; but that, of all other, was the most fatal and dan-

gerous exploit that ever I was ranged in, since I fii'st bore arms
before the face of the enemy, as I am a gentleman and a soldier !

Step, So! I had as Uef as an angel I could swear as well as that

gentleman.
E. Know. Then, you were a servitor at both, it seems; at Stri-

gonium, and what do you call't?

Bob. lord, sir ! By St. George, I was the first man that entered

the breach; and had I not effected it with resolution, I had been
slain if I had had a milUon of lives.

E. Know. 'Twas pity you had not ten; a cat's and your own,
i'faith. But, was it possible?

3Iat. Pray you mark this discourse, dr.

Step. So I do.

Bob. I assure you, upon my reputation, 'tis true, and yourself
shall confess.

E. Know. You ni'ist bring me to the rack, first. [Aside.
Bob. Observe me judicially, sweet sir; they had planted me three

demi-culverins just in the mouth of the breach; now, sir, as we
were to give on, their master-gunner (a man of no mean skill and
mark, you must think,) confronts me with his hnstock, ready to

give fire; I, spying his intendment, discharged my petronel in his

bosom, and with these single arms, my poor rapier, ran violently

upon the Moors that guarded the ordnance, and put them pell-mell
to the sword.

Wel. To the sword ! To the rapier, captain.
E. Know. Oh, it was a good figure observed, sir: but did you all

this, captain, without hurting your blade ?

Bob. Without any impeach o' the earth: you shall perceive, sir.

[Shews hie rapier.] It is the most fortunate weapon that ever rid

on poor gentleman's thigh. Shall I tell you, sir? You talk of

Morglay, ExcaUbur, Durindana, or so; tut! I lend no credit to
that Ls fabled of 'em: I know the virtue of mine own, and therefore
I dare the boldUer maintain it.
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Step. I marie whether it be a Toledo or no.

Bob. A most perfect Toledo, I assure you, sir.

Step. I have a countryman of his here.

Mat. Pray vou, let's see, sir; ves, faith, it is.

Bob. This a' Toledo ! Pish!

Step. Why do you pish, captain ?

Bob. A Fleming, by heaven! I'll buy them for a guilder a-piece,
».a I would have a thousand of them.

E. Know. How say you, cousin ? I told you thus much.
Wd. Where bought you it, master Stephen ?

Step. Of a scurvy rogue soldier: a hundred of lice go with him!
He swore it was a Toledo.

Bob. A poor provant rapier, no better.

Mat. Mass, I think it be indeed, now I look on't better.

E. Know. Nay, the longer you look on't, the worse. Put it up,

put it up.

Step. Well, I will put it up; but by—I have forgot the captain's

oath, I thought to have sworn by it—an e'er I meet him—
Wd. O, it is past help now, sir; you must have patience.

Step. Whoreson, coney-hatching rascal! I could eat the very
hilts for anger.

E. Know. A sign of good digestion; you have an ostrich stomach,
cousin.

Step. A stomach ! would I had him here, you should see an I had
a stomach.
Wd. It's better as it is.—Come, gentlemen, shall we go ?

Enter Beainwokm, disguised as before.

E. Know. A miracle, cousin; look here, look here!

Step. Oh—'Od's lid. By your leave, do you know me, sir?

Brai. Ay, sir, I know you by sight.

Step. You sold me a rapier, did you not 7

Brai. Yes, marry did I, sir.

Step. You said it was a Toledo, ha ?

Brai. True, I did so.

Step. But it is none.

Brai. No, sir, I confess it; it is none.

Step. Do you confess it? Gentlemen, bear witness, be hss

oonfest it:—'Od's will, an you had not confest it—
E. Know. Oh, cousin, forbear, forbear!

Step. Nay, I have done, cousin.

Wd, Why, you have done like a gentleman; he has confest it,

what would you more ?

Steji. Yet, by his leave, he is a rascal, under his favour, do you see.

E. Know. Ay, by his leave, he is, and under favour: a pretty

piece of civility! Sirrah, how dost thou like him?
Wd. Oh, it's a most precious fool, make much on him: I can

compare him to nothing more happily than a drum; for every one

may play upon him.
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E. Know. No, no, a child's whistle were far the fitter.

Brat. Shall I intreat a word with you ?

E. Know. With me, sir? you have not another Toledo to sell,

have you ?

Brai. You are conceited, sir: Your name is Master Knowell, as I

take it?

E. Know. You are in the right; you mean not to proceed in the

catechism, do you ?

Brai. No, sir; I am none of that coat.

E. Know. Of as bare a coat, though: well, say, sir.

Brai. [taking E. Know, aside.] Faith, sir, I am but servant to the

drum extraordinary, and indeed, this smoky varnish being washed
ofi, and three or four patches removed, I appear your worship's in

reversion, after the decease of your good father, Brainworm.
E. Know. Brainworm! 'Slight, what breath of a conjurer hath

blown thee hither in this shape?
Brai. The breath of your letter, sir, this morning ; the same that

blew you to the Windmill, and your father after you.
E. Know. My father !

Brai. Nay, never start, 'tis true; he has followed you over the

fields by the foot, as you would do a hare in the snow.
E. Know. Sirrah Wellbred, what shall we do, sirrah? my father

is come over after me.
PFcZ. Thy father! Where is he?
Brai. At justice Clement's house, in Coleman-street, where he but

stays my return; and then—
Wei. Who's this? Brainworm!
Brai. The same, sir.

Wei. Why how, in the name of wit, com'st thou transmuted thus ?

Brai. Faith, a device, a device; nay, for the love of reason,

gentlemen, and avoiding the danger, stand not here; withdraw,
and I'll tell you all.

Wei. But art thou sure he will stay thy return ?

Brai. Do I live, sir? what a question is that!

Wei. We'll prorogue his expectation, then, a Uttle: Brainworm,
thou shalt go with us.—Come on, gentlemen.—Nay, I pray thee,
sweet Ned, droop not; 'heart, an our wits be so wretchedly dull,
that one old plodding brain can outstrip us all, would we were e'en

prest to make porters of, and serve out the remnant of our days
in Thames-street, or at Custom-house key, in a civil war against
the carmen !

Brai. Amen, amen, amen, say I. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—The Old Jetory. Kttely's Warehouse,

Enter Kitely and Cash.

Kit. What says he, Thomas ? did you speak with him ?

Cash. He will expect you, sir, within this half hour.

Kit. Has he the money ready, can you tell ?
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Cash. Yes, sir, the money was brought in last night.
Kit. O, that is well ; fetch me my cloak, my cloak !

—
{Exit Cash.

Stay, let me see, an hour to go and come
;

Ay, that will be the least; and then 'twill be
Ad horn' before I can dispatch with him.
Or very near; well, I will say two hours.

Two hours ! ha ! things never dreamt of yet.

May be contrived, ay, and effected too.
In two hours' absence; well, I will not go.
Two hours ! No, fleering Opportunity,
I will not give your subtilty that scope.
Who will not judge him worthy to be robb'd.
That sets his doors wide open to a thief.

And shews the felon where his treasure lies ?

Again, what earthly spirit but will attempt
To taste the fruit of beauty's golden tree.

When leaden sleep seals up the dragon's eyes ?

I will not go. Business, go by for once.

No, beauty, no; you are of too good caract.

To be left so, without a guard, or open.
Your lustre, too, '11 inflame at any distance,
Draw courtship to you, as a jet doth straws;
Put motion in a stone, strike fire from ice.

Nay, make a porter leap you with his burden.
You must be then kept up, close, and well watch'd.

For, give you opportunity, no quick-sand
Devours or swallows swifter ! He that lends

His wife, if she be fair, or time or place.

Compels her to be false. I will not go !

The dangers are too many;—and then the dressing
Is a most main attractive ! Our great heads
Within this city never were in safety
Since our wives wore these little caps: I'll change 'em;
I'll change 'em straight in mine: mine shall no more
Wear three-piled acorns, to make my horns ake.

Nor will I go; I am resolved for that.

Re-enter Cash with a cloak.

Carry in my cloak again. Yet stay. Yet do, too:

I will defer going, on all occasions.

Cash. Sir, Snare, your scrivener, will be there with the bonds.

Kit. That's true: fool on me! I had clean forgot it;

I must go. What's a clock ?

Caih. Exchange-time, sir.

Kit. 'Heart, then will Wellbred presently be here too.

With one or other of his loose consorts.

I am a knave, if I know what to say,
What course to take, or which way to resolve.
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My brain, methinks, is like an hour-glass,
Wherein my imaginations run like sands,

Filling up time; but then are turn'd and tum'd:
So that I know not what to stay upon.
And less, to put in act.—It shall be so.

Nay, I dare build upon his secrecy.
He knows not to deceive me.—Thomas !

Cash. Sir.

Kit. Yet now I have bethought me too, I will not.—
Thomas, is Cob within ?

Cash. I think he be, sir.

Kit. But he'll prate too, there is no speech of him.

No, there were no man on the earth to Thomas,
If I durst trust him; there is all the doubt.
But should he have a clink in him, I were gone.
Lost in my fame for ever, talk for th' Exchange !

The manner he hath stood with, till this present.
Doth promise no such change: what should I fear then?
Well, come what will, I'll tempt my fortune once.

Thomas—you may deceive me, but, I hope—
Your love to me is more—

Cash. Sir, if a servant's

Duty, with faith, may be calFd love, you are

More than in hope, you are possess'd of it.

Kit. I thank you heartily, Thomas: give me your hand:
With all my heart, good Thomas. 1 have, Thomas,
A secret to impart unto you—but.
When once you have it, I must seal your lips up;
So far I tell you, Thomas.

Cash. Sir, for that—
Kit. Nay, hear me out. Think I esteem you, Thomas,

When I will let you in thus to my private.
It is a thing sits nearer to my crest.

Than thou art 'ware of, Thomas; if thou should'st

Reveal it, but^—
Cash. How, I reveal it ?

Kit. Nay,
I do not think thou would'st; but if thou should'st,
'Twere a great weakness.

Cash. A great treachery:
Give it no other name.

Kit. Thou wilt not do't. then?
Cash. Sir, if I do, mankind disclaim me ever !

Kii. He will not swear, he has some reservation,
Some conceal'd purpose, and close meaning sure;

Else, being urg'd so much, how should he choose
But lend an oath to all this protestation ?

He's no precisian, that I'm certain of.

Nor rigid Roman Catholic: he'll play
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At fayles, and tick-tack; I have heard him swear.
What should I think of it ? urge him again,
And by some other way 1 I will do so.

Well, Thomas, thou hast sworn not to disclose:—
Yes, you did swear ?

Cash. Not yet, sir, but I will.

Please you—
Kit. No, Thomas, I dare take thy word.

But, if thou wilt swear, do as thou think'st good;
I am resolv'd without it; at thy pleasure.

Cash. By my soul's safety then, sir, I protest.

My tongue shall ne'er take knowledge of a word
DeUver'd me in nature of your trust.

Kit. It is too much; these ceremonies need not:
I know thy faith to be as firm as rock.

Thomas, come hither, near; we cannot be
Too private in this business. So it is,

—
Now he has sworn, I dare the safeher venture. {^Asidt.
I have of late, by divers observations—
But whether his oath can bind him, yea, or no.

Being not taken lawfulh- ? ha ! say you ?

I will ask council ere I do proceed:— '

l^Aside.

Thomas, it will be now too long to stay,
I'll spy some fitter time soon, or to-morrow.

Cash. Sir, at your pleasure.
Kit. I will think:—and, Thomas,

I pray you search the books 'gainst my return.
For the receipts 'twixt me and Traps.

Cash. I will, sir.

Kit. And hear you, if your mistress's brother, Wellbred,
Chance to bring fcuther any gentleman,
Ere I come back, let one straight bring me word.

Cash. Very well, sir.

Kit. To the Exchange, do you hear 7

Or here in Coleman-street, to justice Clement's.

Forget it not, nor be not out of the way.
Cash. I will not, sir.

Kit. I pray you have a care on't.

Or, whether he come or no, if any other.

Stranger, or else; fail not to send me word.
Cash. I shall not, sir.

Kit. Be it your special business
Now to remember it.

Cash. Sir, I warrant you.
Kit. But, Thomas, this is not the secret, Thomas,

I told you of.

Cash. No, sir; I do suppose it.

Kit. Believe me, it ia not.

Cash. Sir, I do believe you.
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Kit. By heaven it is not, that'3 enough: but, Thomas,
I would not you should utter it, do you see.

To any creature living; yet I care not.

Well, I must hence. Thomas, conceive thus much;
It was a trial of you, when I meant
So deep a secret to you, I mean not this.

But that I have to tell you; this is nothing, this.

But, Thomas, keep this from my wife, I charge you,
Lock'd up in silence, midnight, buried here.—
No greater hell than to be slave to fear. [Exit.

Cash. Lock'd up in silence, midnighi, buried here/

Whence should this flood of passion, trow, take head ? ha 1

Best dream no longer of this running humour,
For fear I sink; the violence of the stream

Already hath transported me so far,

That I can feel no ground at all: but soft—
Oh, 'tis our water-bearer: somewhat has crost him now.

Enter Cos, hastily.

Cob. Fasting-days! what tell you me of fasting-days? 'Slid,

would they were all on a light fire for me ! they say the whole world
shall be consumed with fire one day, but would I had these Ember-
weeks and villanous Fridays burnt in the mean time, and then—

Cash. Why, how now. Cob ? what moves thee to this choler, ha ?

Cob. Collar, master Thomas! I scorn your collar, I, sir; I am
none o' your cart-horse, though I carry and draw water. An you
offer to ride me with your collar or halter either, I may hap shew you
a jade's trick, sir.

Cash. O, you'll slip your head out of the collar? why, goodman
Cob, you mistake me.

Cob. Nay, I have my rheum, and I can be angry as well a.'

another, sir.

Gash. Thy rheum. Cob! thy humour, thy humour—thou mis-
tak'st.

Cob. Humour! mack, I think it be so indeed; what is that

humour ? some rare thing, I warrant.

Cash. Marry I'll tell thee. Cob: it is a gentlemanlike monster,
bred in the special gallantry of our time, by affectation; and fed

by folly.

Cob. How ! must it be fed ?

Cash. Oh ay, humour is nothing if it be not fed : didst thou never
hear that? it's a common phrase, /eed my humour.

Cob. I'll none on it: humour, avaunt! I know you not, be gone!
let who will make hungry meals for your monstership, it shall not
be I. Feed you, quoth he! 'slid, I have much ado to feed myself;
especially on these lean rascally days too; an't had been any
other day but a fasting-day

—a plague on them all for me ! B}- this

light, one might have done the commonwealth good service, and
have drown'd them all in the flood, two or three hundred thousand
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years ago. O, I do stomach them hugely. I have a maw now,
and 'twere for sir Bevis his horse, against them.

Cash. I pray thee, good Cob, what makea thee so out of love
with faeting days?

Cob. Marry, that which will make any man out of love with 'em,
I think; their bad conditions, an you will needs know. First,

they are of a Flemish breed, I am sure on't, for they raven up more
butter than all the days of the week beside; next, they stink of
fish and leek -porridge miserably; thirdly, they'll keep a man
devoutly hungry all day, and at night send him supperless to bed.

Cash. Indeed, these are faults, Cob.
Cob. Nay, an this were all, 'twere something; but they are the

only known enemies to my generation. A fasting-day no sooner

comes, but my lineage goes to wrack; poor cobs! they smoak for

it, they are made martyrs o' the gridiron, they melt in passion:
and your maids to know this, and yet would have me turn Hannibal,
and eat my own flesh and blood. My princely coz, [jnUls out a red

herring.^ fear nothing; I have not the heart to devour you, an I

might be made as rich as king Cophetua. O that I had room for

my tears, I could weep salt-water enough now to preserve the hves
of ten thousand thousand of my kin! But I may curse none but
these filthy almanacks; for an't were not for them, these days of

persecution would never be known. I'll be hang'd an some fish-

monger's son do not make of 'em, and puts in more fasting-days
than he should do, because he would utter his father's dried stock-

fish and stinking conger.
Cash. 'Slight peace ! thou'lt be beat«n like a stock-fish else: here's

master Mathew.

Enter Wellered, E. Rnowell, BRAnsfwoBM, Mathew,
BoBADiLL, and Stephen.

Now must I look out for a messenger to my master. [Exit with Cob.

Wd. Beshrew me, but it was an absolute good jest, and exceed-

ingly well carried!

E. Know. Ay, and our ignorance maintain'd it as well, did it not ?

Wd. Yes, faith; but was it possible thou shouldst not know him ?

I forgive master Stephen, for he is stupidity itself.

E. Know. 'Fore God, not I, an I might have been join'd patten
with one of the seven wise masters for knowing him. He had so

writhen himself into the habit of one of your poor infantry, your

decayed, ruinous, worm-eaten gentlemen of the round; such as

have vowed to sit on the skirts of the city, let your provost and his

half-dozen of halberdiers do what they can; and have translated

begging out of the old hackney-pace to a fine easy amble, and made
it run as smooth off the tongue as a shove-groat shilling. Into the

likeness of one of these reforraados had he moulded himself so

perfectly, observing every trick of their action, as, varying the

accent, swearing with an emphasis, indeed, all with so special and

exquisite a grace, that, hadst thou seen him, thou wouldst have
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sworn he might have been sergeant-major, if not lieutenant-colonel

to the regiment.
Wei. Why, Brainworm, who would have thought thou hadst

been such an artificer ?

E. Know. An artificer ! an architect. Except a man had studied

begging all his life time, and been a weaver of language from hid

infancy for the cloathing of it, I never saw his rival.

Wei. Where got'st thou this coat, I marie ?

Brai. Of a Hounsditch man, sir, one of the devil's near kinsmen,
a broker.

Wei. That cannot be, if the proverb hold; for A crafty knave
needs no broker.

Brai. True, sir; but I did need a broker, ergo—
Wei. Well put off:—no crafty knave, you'll say.
E. Know. Tut, he has more of these shifts.

Brai. And yet, where I have one the broker has ten, sir.

Re-enter Cash.

Cash. Francis! Martin! ne'er a one to be found now? what a

spite's this!

Wei. How now, Thomais ? Is my brother Kately within ':

Cash. No, sir, my master went forth e'en now; but master

Downright is \vithin.—Cob ! what, Cob I Is he gone too ?

Wei. Whither went your master, Thomas, canst thou tell ?

Cash. I know not: to justice Clement's, I think, sir—Cob!

[Exit.
E. Know. Justice Clement! what's he?
Wei. Why, dost thou not know him ? He is a city-magistrate, a

justice here, an excellent good lawyer, and a great scholar; but
the only mad, merry old fellow in Europe. I shewed him you the

other day.
E. Know. Oh, is that he? I remember him now. Good faith,

and he is a very strange presence methinks; it shews as if he stood
out of the rank from other mea: I have heard many of his jests in

the University. They say he wiU commit a man for taking the
wall of his horse.

Wei. Ay, or wearing his cloak on one shoulder, or serving of God;
any thing, indeed, if it come in the way of his humour.

Re-ent-er Cash.

Cash. Gasper! Martini Cob! 'Heart, where should they be.

trow?
Bob. Master Kiteiy's man, pray thee vouchsafe us the lighting

of this match.
Cash. Fire on your match ! no time but now to vouchsafe ?—

Francis! Cob! [Exit.
Bob. Body o' me! here's the remainder of seven pound since

yesterday was seven-night. 'Tis your right Trinidado: did you
never take any, master Stephen ?
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Step. No, truly, sir; but I'll learn to take it now, since you oom-
mend it so.

Bob. Sir, believe me, upon my relation for what I tell you, the

world shall not reprove. I have been in the Indies, where this herb

grows, where neither myself, nor a dozen gentlemen more of my
knowledge, have received the taste of any other nutriment in the

world, for the space of one and twenty weeks, but the fume of this

simple only: therefore, it cannot be, but 'tis most divine. Further,
take it in the nature, in the true kind; so, it makes an antidote,

that, had you taken the most deadly poisonous plant in all Italy, it

should expel it, and clarify you, with as much ease as I speak.
And for your green wound,—your Balsamum and your St. John's

wort, are all mere guUeries and trash to it, especially your Trinidado:

your Nicotian is good too. I could say what I know of the virtue

of it, for the expulsion of rheums, raw humours, crudities, obstruc-

tions, with a thousand of this kind; but I profess myself no quack-
salver. Only thus much; by Hercules, I do hold it, and will affirm

it before any prince in Europe, to be the most sovereign and precious
weed that ever the earth tendered to the use of man.

E. Know. This speech would have done decently in a tobacco-

trader's mouth.

Re-enter Cash with Cob.

Cash. At justice Clement's he is, in the middle of Coleman-street.

Gob. Oh, ohl
Bob. Where's the match I gave thee, master Eately's man ?

Cash. Would his match and he, and pipe and all, were at Sancto

Domingo! I had forgot it. [Exit.
Cob. 'Od's me, I marie what pleasure or felicity they have in

taking this roguish tobacco. It's good for nothing but to choke a

man, and fill him full of smoke and embers: there were four died

out of one house last week with taking of it, and two more the bell

went for yesternight; one of them, they say, will never scape it;

he voided a bushel of soot yesterday, upward and downward. By
the stocks, an there were no wiser men than I, I'd have it present

whipping, man or woman, that should but deal with a tobacco pipe:

why, it will stifle them all in the end, as many as use it; it's Uttle

better than ratsbane or rosaker. [Bobadill beats him.

AU. Oh, good captain, hold, hold 1

Bob. You base culUon, you!

Re-enter Cash.

Cash. Sir, here's your match. Come, thou must needs be talking

too, thou'rt well enough served.

Cob. Nay, he will not meddle with his match, I warrant you:
well, it shall be a dear beating, an I Uve,

Bob. Do you prate, do you murmur ?

E. Know. Nay, good captain, will you regard the humour of a

fool? Away, knave.
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Wd. Thomas, get him away. [Exit Cash with Cob.

Bob. A whoreson filthy slave, a dung-worm, an excrement!

Body o' Csesar, but that I scorn to let forth so mean a spirit, I'd

have stabb'd him to the earth.

Wd. Marry, the law forbid, sir !

Bob. By Pharaoh's foot, I would have done it.

Step. Oh, he swears most admirably 1 By Pharaoh's foot I Body
o' Caesar!—I shall never do it, sure. Upon mine honour, and by
St. George !

—No, I have not the right grace.
Mat. Slaster Stephen, wiU you any ? By this air, the most divine

tobacco that ever I drunk.

Step. None, I thank you, sir. O, this gentleman does it rarely
too: but nothing like the other. By this air! [Practises at the post.]

As I am a gentleman ! By— [ExeuTit Bob. and Mat.
Brai. [pointing to Master Stephen.] Master, glance, glance!

master Wellbred!

Step. As I have somewhat to be saved, I protest—
Wd. You are a fool ; it needs no affidavit.

E. Know. Cousin, will you any tobacco ?

Step. I, sir ! Upon my reputation
—

E. Know. How now, cousin !

Step. I protest, as I am a gentleman, but no soldier, indeed—
Wd. No, master Stephen ! As I remember, your name is entered

m the artillery-garden.

Step. Ay, sir, that's true. Cousin, may I swear, as I am a soldier,

by that ?

E. Know. yes, that you may ; it is all you have for your money.
Step. Then, as I am a gentleman, and a soldier, it is

"
divine

ujbacco !

"

Wd. But soft, where'3 master Mathew? Gone?
Brai. No, sir; they went in here.

Wd. let's follow them: master Mathew is gone to salute his

mistress in verse; we shall have the happiness to hear some of his

poetry now; he never comes unfinished.—Brainworm!
Step. Brainworm 1 Where ? Is this Brainworm ?

E. Know. Ay, cousin; no words of it, upon your gentility.

Step. Not I, body of me! By this air! St. George! and the
foot of Pharaoh !

Wd. Rare! Your cousin's discourse is simply drawn out with
oaths.

E. Know. 'Tis larded with them; a kind of French dressing, if

you love it. [Exeunt.

SCENE m.—Coleman-Street. A Room in Justice

Clbmbnt's House.

Enter Kitely and Cob.

Kit. Ha ! how many are there, say'st thou ?

Cob. Marry, sir, your brother, master Wellbred—
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Kit. Tut, beside him : what strangers are there, man ?

Cob. Strangers? let me see, one, two; mass, I know not well,
there are so many.

Kit. How 1 so many ?

Cob. Ay, there's some five or six of them at the most.
Kit. A swarm, a swarm !

Spite of the devil, how they sting my head
With forked stings, thus wide and large ! But, C!ol»,

How long hast thou been coming hither. Cob ?

Cob. A Uttle while, sir.

Kit. Didst thou come running ?

Cob. No, sir.

Kit. Nay, then I am familiar with thy haste.

Bane to my fortunes ! what meant I to marry ?

I, that before was rank'd in such content.

My mind at rest too, in so soft a peace.

Being free master of mine own free thoughts.
And now become a slave 2 Vv"hat! never sigh;
Be of good cheer, man; for thou art a cuckold:
'Tis done, 'tis done! Nay, when such flowing-store.

Plenty itself, falls into my wife's lap.
The cornucopias will be mine, I know.—
But, Cob,
What entertainment had they ? I am sure

My sister and my wife would bid them welcome: ha?
Cob. Like enough, sir; yet I heard not a word of it.

Kit. No;
Their lips were seal'd with kisses, and the voice,
Drownd in a flood of joy at their arrival.

Had lost her motion, state and facultv.—
Cob,
Which of them was it that first kiss'd my wife.

My sister, I should say t—My wife, alas !

I fear not her: ha! who was it say'st thou?
Cob. By my troth, sir, will you have the truth of it?

Kit. Oh, ay, good Cob, I pray thee heartily.
Cob. Then I am a vagabond, and fitter for Bridewell than your

worsliip's company, if I saw any body to be kiss'd, unless they
would have kiss'd the post in the middle of the warehouse; for there

I left them all at their tobacco, with a pox I

Kit. flow! were they not gone in then ere thou cam'st?
Cob. no, sir.

Kit. Spite of the devil ! what do I stay here then ? Cob, follow

me. [EtU.
Cob. Nay, soft and fair; I have eggs on the spit; I cannot go

yet, air. Now am I, for some five and fifty reasons, hammering,
hammering revenge: oh for three or four gallons of vinegar, to

sharpen my wite ! Revenge, vinegar revenge, vinegar and mustard

revenge! Nay, an he had not hen in my house, 'twould never have
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grieved me; but being my guest, one that, I'll be sworn, my wife
has lent him her smock off her back, while his own shirt has been
at washing; pawned her neck-kerchers for clean bands for him;
sold almost all my platters, to buy him tobacco; and he to turn
monster of ingratitude, and strike his lawful host! Well, I hope
to raise up an host of fury for't: here comes justice Clement.

Enter Justice Clement, Knoweix, arid FoRauL.

Clem. What's master Kitely gone, Roger ?

Form. Ay, sir.

Clem. 'Heart o' me ! what made him leave us so abruptlv ?—
How now, sirrah ! what make you here ? what would you have, ha ?

Cob. An't please your worship, I am a poor neighbour of your
worship's

—
Clem. A poor neighbour of mine! Why, speak, poor neighbour.
Cob. I dwell, sir, at the sign of the Water-tankard, hard by the

Green Lattice: T have paid scot and lot there any time this eighteen
years.

Clem. To the Green Lattice?
Cob. No, sir, to the parish: Marry, I have seldom scaped scot-

free at the Lattice.

Clem. O, well ; what business has my poor neighbour with me ?

Cob. An't like your worship, I am come to crave the peace of

your worship.
Clem. Of me, knave ! Peace of me, knave ! Did I ever hurt thee,

or threaten thee, or wrong thee, ha ?

Cob. No, sir; but your worship's warrant for one that has

wrong'd me, sir: his arms are at too much liberty, I would fain
have them bound to a treaty of peace, an my credit could compass
it with your worship.

Clem. Thou goest far enough about for't, I am sure.

Ktu>. Why, dost thou go in danger of thy life for him, friend ?

Cob. No, sir; but I go in danger of my death every hour, by his

means; an I die within a twelve-month and a day, I may swear by
the law of the land that he killed me.

Clem. How, how, knave, swear he killed thee, and by the law?
T\Tiat prstence, what colour hast thou for that ?

Cob. Marry, an't please your worship, both black and blue;
colour enough, I warrant you. I have it here to shew your worship.

Clem. What is he that gave you this, sirrah ?

Cob. A gentleman and a soldier, he says, he is, of the city here.
Clem. A soldier of the city ! What call you him ?

Cob. Captain Bobadill.

Clem. Bobadill! and why did he bob and beat you, sirrah?
How began the quarrel betwixt you, ha? speak truly, knave, i

advise you.
Cob. Marry, indeed, an't please your worship, only because I

spake against their vagrant tobacco, as I came by them when they
were taking on't; for nothing else.
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Clem. Ha ! you speak against tobacco 7 Formal, hia name.
Form. What's your name, sirrah ?

Cob. OUver, sir, Ohver Cob, sir.

Clem. Tell Oliver Cob he shall go to the jail, Formal.
Form. Oliver Cob, my master, justice Clement, says you shall go

to the jail.

Cob. 0, I beseech your worship, for God's sake, dear master

justice!
Clem. 'Sprecious! an such drunkards and tankards as you are,

come to dispute of tobacco once, I have done: away with him!
Cob. O, good master justice! Sweet old gentleman!

[To Knowett.

Know. " Sweet Oliver," would I could do thee any good !
—

justice Clement, let me intreat you, sir.

Clem. What! a thread-bare rascal, a beggar, a slave that never
dnink out of better than piss-pot metal in his life! and he to de-

prave and abuse the virtue of an herb so generally received in the

courts of princes, the chambers of nobles, the bowers of sweet

ladies, the cabins of soldiers!—Roger, away with him I 'Od's

precious 1 say, go to.

Cob. Dear master justice, let me be beaten again, I have deserved

it: but not the prison, I beseech you.
Know. Alas, poor Oliver!

Clem. Roger, make him a warrant:—he shall not go, I but fear the

knave.
Form. Do not stink, sweet Oliver, you shall not go; my master

will give you a warrant.

Cob. O, the Lord maintain hia worship, his worthy worship !

Clem. Away, dispatch him, {Exeunt Formal and Cob.'\ How
now, master Knowell, in dumps, in dumps ! Come, this becomes not.

Know. Sir, would I could not feel my cares.

Clem. Your cares are nothing: they are like my cap, soon put
on, and as coon put off. What! your son is old enough to govern
himself: let him run his course, it's the only way to make him a

staid man. If he were an unthrift, a rufiBan, a drunkard, or a

licentious liver, then you had reason; you had reason to take care:

but, being none of these, mirth's my witness, an I had twice so

many cares as you have, I'd drown them all in a cup of sack. Come,
come, let's try it: I muse your parcel of a soldier returns not all

ttiis while. [Exeunt.
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ACT IV

SCENE I.—A Room in Kitely's BoTist.

Enter Downright and Dame Kitbly.

Dow. Well, sister, I tell you true; and you'll find it so in the end.

Dame K. Alas, brother, what would you have me to do ? I

cannot help it; you see my brother brings them in here; they are

his friends.

Dow. His friends! his fiends. 'Slud! they do nothing but haunt

him up and down like a sort of unlucky spirits, and tempt him to

all manner of villainy that can be thought of. Well, by this light,

a little thing would make me play the devil with some of them:

an 'twere not more for your husband's sake than any thing else, I'd

make the house too hot for the best on 'em; they should say, and

Bwear, hell were broken loose, ere they went hence. But, by God's

will, 'tis nobody's fault but yours; for an you had done as you
might have done, they should have been parboiled, and baked too,

every mother's son, ere they should have come in, e'er a one of them.

Dame K. God's my life ! did you ever hear the like ? what a

strange man is this! Could I keep out all them, think you? I

sliould put myself against half a dozen men, should I ? Good faith,

you'd mad the patien'st body in the world, to hear you talk so,

without any sense or reason.

Enter Mistress Bridget, Master Mathew, and Bobadill; followed,

at a distance, by Wellbbeb, E. Knowell, Stephen, and
Bbainwobm.

Brid. Servant, in troth you are too prodigal
Of your wit's treasure, thus to pour it forth

Upon so mean a subject as my worth.

Mat. You say well, mistress, and I mean as well.

Dow. Hoy-day, here is stuff !

Wei. O, now stand close ; pray Heaven, she can get him to read !

he should do it of his own natural impudency.
Brid. Servant, what is this same, I pray you ?

Mat. Marry, an elegy, an elegy, an odd toy—
Dow. To mock an ape withal ! O, I could sew up his mouth, now.

Dame K. Sister, I pray you let's hear it.

Dow. Are you rhyme-given too?

Mat. Mistress, I'll read it if you please.
Brid. Pray you do, servant.

Dow. O, here's no foppery! Death! I can endure the stocks

better. [Exit.

E. Know. Wliat ails thy brother? can he not hold his water at

reading of a ballad ?

Wei. O, no; a rhyme to him is worse than cheese, or a bag-pipe:
but mark; you lose the protestation.
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Mat. Faith, I did it in a humour; I know not how it is; but

please you come near, sir. This gentleman has judgment, he knows
how to censtire of a pray you, sir, you can judge?

Step. Not I, sir; upon my reputation, and by the foot of Pharaoh I

Wei. 0, chide your cousin for swearing.
E. Know. Not I, so long as he does not forswear himself.

Boh. Master Mathew, you abuse the expectation of your dear

mistress, and her fair sister: fie! while you Uve avoid this prolixity.
Mat. I shall, sir, well; inci'pere dulce.

E. Know. How, instpere dulce I a s^veet thing to be a fool, indeed !

Wd. What, do you take inci'pere in that sense ?

E. Know. You do not, you ! This was your villainy, to gull him
with a motte.

Wei. 0, the benchers' phrase: 'pauca verba, pauca verba I

Mat. Rare creature, let me spealc without offence.
Would. God my rude words had the influence
To rule thy thoughts, as thy fair looks do mine.
Then shouldst thou be his prisoner, w;7io is thine.

E. Know. This is Hero and Leander.
Wei. O, ay: peace, we shall have more of this.

Mat. Be not unkind and fair: misshapen stuff
Is of behaviour boisterous and rough.

Wei. How Uke you that, sir ? [Master Stephen shakes his head.

E. Know. 'Slight, he shakes his head like a bottle, to feel an there

be any brain in it.

Mat. But observe the catastrophe, now:
And I in duty xoill exceed all other.

As you in beauty do excel Love's mother.

E, Know. Well, I'll have him free of the wit-brokers, for he utters

nothing but stolen remnants.
Wei. 0, forgive it him.

E. Know. A filching rogue, hang him!—and from the dead! it's

worse than sacrilege."e"-

Wellbbed, E. Kmowell, and Master Stephen, come forward.

Wd. Sister, what have you here, verses? pray you let's see:

who made these verses ? they are excellent good.
Mat. O, Master Wellbred, 'tis your disposition to say so, sir. They

were good in the morning: I made them ex tempore this morning.
Wei. How ! ex tempore ?

Mat. Ay, would I might be hanged else; ask Captain Bobadill:

he saw me write them, at the—pox on it!—the Star, yonder.
Brai. Can he find in his heart to curse the stara so ?

E. Know. Faith, his are even with him; they have curst him

enough already.

Step. Cousin, how do you like this gentleman's verses ?

E. Know. 0, admirable! the best that ever I heard, coz.

Step. Body o' Caesar, they are admirable! the best that I ever

heard, as I am a soldier!
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Re-enter Dow>jright.

DoiD. I am vext, I can hold ne'er a bone of me still: 'Heart. I

think they mean to build and breed here.

Wei. Sister, you have a simple servant here, that crowns your

beauty with such encomiums and devices; you may see what it is

to be the mistress of a wit, that can make your perfections so

transparent, that every blear eye may look through them, and see

him drowned over head and ears in the deep well of desire: Sister

Kitely, I marvel you get you not a servant that can rhyme, and
do tricks too.

Dow. O monster! impudence itself! tricks!

Dame K. Tricks, brother ! what tricks ?

Brid. NsLj, speak, I pray you what tricks ?

Dame K. Ay, never spare any body here; but say, what tricks.

Brid. Passion of my heart, do tricks !

Wei. 'SUght, here's a trick vied and revied! Why, you monkeys,
you, what a cater-wauling do you keep! has he not given you
rhymes and verses and tricks ?

Dow. O, the fiend!

Wei. Nay, you lamp of virginity, that take it in snuflf so, come,
and cherish this tame poetical fury in your servant; you'll be

begg'd else shortly for a concealment: go to, reward his muse.

You cannot give him less than a shilling in conscience, for the book
he had it out of cost him a teston at least. How now, gallants 1

Master Mathew ! Captain ! what, all sons of silence, no spirit ?

Dow. Come, you might practise your ruflSan tricks somewhere

else, and not here, I wuss; this is no tavern or drinking-school, to

vent your exploits in.

Wd. How now; whose cow has calved ?

Dow. Marry, that has mine, sir. Nay, boy, never look askance

at me for the matter; I'll tell you of it, I, sir; you and your com-

panions mend yourselves when I have done.

Wd. My companions!
Dow. Yes, sir, your companions, so I say; I am not afraid of you,

nor them neither ; your hang - byes here. You must have yoiu:

poets and your potUngs, your soldados and foolados to follow you
up and down the city; and here they must come to domineer and

swagger. Sirrah, you ballad-singer, and slops your fellow there,

get you out, get you home; or by this steel, I'll cut ofiE your ears,

and that presently.
Wei. 'Shght, stay, let's see what he dare do; cut oS his ears!

cut a whetstone. You are an ass, do you see; touch any man here,
and by this hand I'll run my rapier to the hilts in you.
Dow. Yea, that would I fain see, boy. ITkey all draw.

Dame K. O Jesu ! murder ! Thomas ! Gasper !

Brid. Help, help! Thomas!
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Enter Cash and some of the house to pari them.

E. Know. Gentlemen, forbear, I pray you.
Bob. Well, sirrah, you Holofernes; by my hand, I will pink your

flesh full of holes with my rapier for this; I will, by this good
heaven! nay, let him come, let him come, gentlemen: by the body
of St. George, TU not kill him. [Offer to fight again, and are parted.

Cash. Hold, hold, good gentlemen.
Dow. You whoreson, bragging coystril!

Enter Kitely.

Kit. Why, how now ! what's the matter, what's the stir here ?

Whence springs the quarrel? Thomas! where is he?
Put up your weapons, and put off this rage:

My wife and sister, they are the cause of this.

'WTiat, Thomas ! where is the knave ?

Cash. Here, sir. -
Wei. Ck)me, let's go: this is one of my brother's ancient humours,

this.

Step. 1 am glad nobody was hurt by his ancient humour.

[Ezeuni Wellbred, Stephen, E. Knowell, Bobadill, and Brainworm.
Kit. Why, how now, brother, who enforced this brawl ?

Dow. A sort of lewd rake-hells, that care neither for God nor the

devil. And they must come here to read ballads, and roguery, and
traahl I'll mar the knot of 'em ere I sleep, perhaps; especially
Bob there, he that's all manner of shapes: and sonars and sonnets,
his fellow.

Brid. Brother, indeed you are too violent.

Too sudden in your humour: and you know
My brother Wellbred's temper will not bear

Any reproof, chiefly in such a presence.
Where every slight disgrace he should receive

Might wound him in opinion and respect.
Dow. Respect ! what talk you of respect among such, as have no

spark of manhood, nor good manners? 'Sdeins, I am ashamed to

hear you! respect! [Exit.
Brid. Yes, there was one a civil gentleman.

And very worthily demeaned himself.

Kit. O, that was some love of yours, sister.

Brid. A love of mine! I would it were no worse, brother;
You'd pay my portion sooner than you think for.

Dame K. Indeed he seem'd to be a gentleman of a very exceeding
fair disposition, and of excellent good parts.

[Exeunt Dame Kitely and Bridget.
Kit. Her love, by heaven ! my wife's minion.

Fair disposition / excellent good parts /

Death ! these phrases are intolerable.

Good parta ! how should she know his parts ?

His parts! Well, well, well, well, well, well;
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It is too plain, too clear: Thomas, come hither.

What, are they gone ?

Cash. Ay, sir, they went in.

My mistress and your sister—
Kit. Are any of the gallants within ?

Corsh. No, sir, they are all gone.
Kit. Art thou sure of it ?

Cash. I can assure you, sir.

Kit. What gentleman was that they praised so, Thomas ?

Cash. One, they call him Master Knowell, a handsome young
gentleman, sir.

Kit. Ay, I thought so; my mind gave me as much:
I'll die, but they have hid him in the house.

Somewhere, I'll go and search; go with me, Thomas:
Be true to me, and thou shalt find me a master. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—The Lane before Cob's Home.

Enter Cob.

Cob. [knocks at the door.] What, Tib ! Tib, I say !

Tib. [toithin.] How now, what cuckold is that knocks so hard ?

Enter Tib.

0, husband ! is it you ? What's the news ?

Cob. Nay, you have stunn'd me, i'faith; you have given me a

knock o' the forehead will stick by me. Cuckold! 'SUd, cuckold!

Tib. Away, you fool ! did I know it was you that knocked ?

Come, come, you may call me as bad when you list.

Cob. May I? Tib, you are a whore.

Tib. You he in your throat, husband.

Cob. How, the lie! and in my throat tool do you long to be

stabb'd, ha ?

Tib. Why, you are no soldier, I hope.
Cob. 0, must you be stabbed by a soldier? Mass, that's true!

when was Bobadill here, your captain ? that rogue, that foist, that

fencing BurguUion? I'll tickle him, i'faith.

Tib. Why, what's the matter, trow?
Cob. 0, he has basted me rarely, sumptuously! but I have it

here in black and white, [pulls out the warrant.] for his black and
blue shall pay him. O, the justice, the honestest old brave Trojan
in London; I do honour the very flea of his dog. A plague on him,

though, he put me once in a villanous filthy fear; marry, it vanished

away like the smoke of tobacco; but I was smoked soundly first.

I thank the devil, and his good angel, my guest. Well, wife, or

Tib, which you will, get you in, and lock the door; I charge you
let nobody in to you, wife; nobody in to you; those are my words:

not Captain Bob himself, nor the fiend in his likeness. You are a

woman, j'ou have flesh and blood enough in you to be tempted;
therefore keep the door shut upon all comers.
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Tib. I warrant you, there shall nobody enter here without my
consent.

Cob. Nor with your consent, sweet Tib ; and so I leave you.
Tib. It's more than you know, whether you leave me so.

Cob. How?
Tib. Why, sweet.

Cob. Tut, sweet or sour, thou art a Sower.

Keep close thy door, I ask no more. [Exeunt.

SCENE m.—^ Room in the Windmill Tavern.

Enter E. Knowell, Wellbred, Stephex, and Bbainworm,
disguised as before.

E. Know. Well, Brainworm, perform this business happily, and
thou makest a purchase of my love for ever.

Wei. I' faith, now let thy spirits use their best faculties: but, at

any hand, remember the message to my brother; for there's no
other means to start him.

Brat. I warrant you, air; fear nothing; I have a nimble soul has
waked all forces of my phant'sie by this time, and put them in true

motion. WTiat you have possest me withal, I'll discharge it amply,
sir; make it no question. [Exit.

Wei. Forth, and prosper, Brainworm. Faith, Ned, how dost
thou approve of my abihties in this device ?

E. Know. Troth, well, howsoever; but it will come excellent if it

take.

Wei. Take, man! why it cannot choose but take, if the circum-
stances miscarry not: but, tell me ingenuously, dost thou affect my
sister Bridget as thou pretend'st?

E. Know. Friend, am I worth beUef 7

Wei. Come, do not protest. In faith, she is a maid of good
ornament, and much modesty; and, except I conceived very
worthily of her, thou should' st not have her.

E. Know. Nay, that 1 am afraid, will be a question yet, whether
I shall have her, or no.

Wd. 'Slid, thou shalt have her; by this hght thou shait.

E. Know. Nay, do not swear.

Wei. By this hand thou shalt have her; I'll go fetch her presently.
'Point but where to meet, and as I am an honest man I'll bring her.

E. Know. Hold, bold, be temperate.
Wei. Why, by what shall I swear by ? thou shalt have her, as

I am—
E. Know. Praythee, be at peace, I am satisfied; and do believe

thou wilt omit no offered occasion to make my desires complete.
Wei. Thou shalt see, and know, I will not. {Exeunt.
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SCENE IV.—The Old Jetory.

Enter Formal and Knowell.

Form. Was your man a soldier, sir ?

Know. Ay, a knave
I took him begging o' the way, this morning.
As I came over Moorfields.

Enter Beainwoem, disguised as before.

O, here he is !
—you've made fair speed, believe me.

Where, in the name of sloth, could you be thus ?

Brai. Marry, peace be my comfort, where I thought I should have

had Uttle conxfort of your worship's service.

Know. How so ?

Brai. 0, sir, your coming to the city, your entertainment of me.

and your sending me to watch—indeed all the circumstances either

of your charge, or my employment, are as open to your son, as to

yourself.
Know. How should that be, unless that villain, Brainworm,

Have told him of the letter, and discover'd

All that I strictly charg'd him to conceal ?

'Tis so.

Brai. I am partly o' the faith, 'tis so, indeed.

Know. But, how should he know thee to be my man ?

Brai. Nay, sir, I cannot tell; unless it be by the black art. Is

not your son a scholar, sir ?

Know. Yes, but I hope his soul is not alUed

Unto such hellish practice: if it were,

I had just cause to weep my part in him.
And curse the time of his creation.

But, where didst thou find them, Fitz-Sword ?

Brai. You should rather ask where they found me, sir; for I'll

be sworn, I was going along in the street, thinking nothing, when,
of a sudden, a voice calls, Mr. KnowelVs man! another cries.

Soldier I and thus half a dozen of them, till they had call'd me
within a house, where I no sooner came, but they seem'd men, and
out flew all their rapiers at my bosom, with some three or four score

oaths to accompany them; and all to tell me, I was but a dead man,
if I did not confess where you were, and how I was employed, and
about what; which when they could not get out of me, (as, I protest,

they must have dissected, and made an anatomy of me fijst, and so

I told them,) they lock'd me up into a room in the top of a high

house, whence by great miracle (having a Ught heart; I slid down

by a bottom of packthread into the street, and so 'scaped. But,

sir, thus much I can assure you, for I heard it while I was lock'd up,
there were a great many rich merchants and brave citizens' wives

with them at a feast; and your son, master Edward, withdrew with

one of them, and has 'pointed to meet her anon at one Cob's house
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a water-bearer that dwells by the Wall. Now, there your worship
shall be sure to take him, for there he preys, and fail he will not.

Know. Nor will I fail to break his match, I doubt not.

Go thou along with justice Clement's man,
And stay there for me. At one Cob'a house, say'st thou T

Brai. Ay, sir, there you shall have him. [Exit Knowell.] Yes—
invisible! Much wench, or much son! 'SUght, when he has staid

there three or four hours, travailing with the expectation of wonders,
and at length be deUver'd of air! O the sport that I should then
take to look on him, if I durst! But now, I mean to appear no
more afore him in this shape: I have another trick to act yet. O
that I were so happy as to light on a nupson now of this justice's
novice !

—Sir, I make you stay somewhat long.
Form. Not a whit, sir. Pray you what do you mean, sir 7

Brai. I was putting up some papers.
Form. You have been lately in the wars, sir, it seems.

Brai. Marry have I, sir, to my loss, and expense of all, almost.

Form. Troth, sir, I would be glad to bestow a bottle of wine on

you, if it please you to accept it—
Brai. 0, sir—
Form. But to hear the manner of your services, and your devices

in the wars; they say they be very strange, and not like those a

man reads in the Roman histories, or sees at Mile-end.

Brai. No, I assure you, sir; why at any time when it please you,
I shall be ready to discourse to you all I know;—and more too

somewhat. [Aside.
Form. No better time than now, sir; we'll go to the Windmill:

there we shall have a cup of neat grist, we call it. I pray you, sir,

let me request you to the Windmill.
Brai. I'll follow you, sir;—and make grist of you, if I have good

luck. [Aside.] [Exeunt.

SCENE Y.—Moorfields.

Enter Mathew, E. Knowell, BoBADrLL, and Stephen.

Mat. Sir, did your eyes ever taste the like clown of him where we
were to-day, Mr. Wellbred's half-brother? I think the whole earth

cannot shew his parallel, by this daylight.
E. Know. We were now speaking of him: captain Bobadill tells

me he is fallen foul of you too.

Mat. O, ay, sir, he threatened me with the bastinado.

Bob. Ay, but I think, I taught you prevention thia morning, for

that: You shall kill him beyond question; if you be so generously
minded.

Mat. Indeed, it is a most excellent trick. [Fences.
Bob. O, you do not give spirit enough to your motion, you aie

too tardy, too heavy! O, it must be done like lightning, hay!
[Practises at a post with hia ciidgd.

Mat. Rare, captain!
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Bob. Tut! 'tis nothing, an't be not done in a—punto.
E. Know. Captain, did you ever prove yourself upon any of our

masters of defence here ?

Mat. good sir ! yes, I hope he has.

Boh. I -mil tell you, sir. Upon my first coming to the city, after

my long travel for knowledge, in that mystery only, there came three

or four of them to me, at a gentleman's house, where it was my
chance to be resident at that time, to intreat my presence at their

schools: and withal so much importuned me, that I protest to you,
as I am a gentleman, I was ashamed of their rude demeanour out

of all measure: Well, I told them that to come to a public school,

they should pardon me, it was opposite, in diameter, to my humour;
but if so be they would give their attendance at my lodging, I

protested to do them what right or favour I could, as I was a

gentleman, and so forth.

E. Know. So, sir ! then you tried their skill ?

Bob. Alas, soon tried: you shall hear, sir. Within two or three

days after, they came; and, by honesty, fair sir, believe me, J

graced them exceedingly, shewed them some two or three tricks

of prevention have purchased them since a credit to admiration:

they cannot deny this; and yet now they hate me, and why?
because I am excellent; and for no other vile reason on the earth.

E. Know. This is strange and barbarous, as ever I heard.

Boh. Nay, for a more instance of their preposterous natures; but

note, sir. They have assaulted me some three, four, five, six of

them together, as I have walked alone in divers skirts i' the town, as

Tumbufl, Whitechapel, Shoreditch, which were then my quarters;
and since, upon the Exchange, at my lodging, and at my ordinary:
where I have driven them afore me the whole length of a street, in

the open view of all our gallants, pitying to hurt them, believe me.

Yet all this lenity will not overcome their spleen; they will be doing
with the pismire, raising a hill a man may spurn abroad with his

foot at pleasure. By myself, I could have slain them all, but I

dehght not in murder. I am loth to bear any other than this

bastinado for them: yet I hold it good polity not to go disarmed,
for though I be skilful, I may be oppressed with multitudes.

E. Know. Ay, believe me, may you, sir: and in my conceit, our

whole nation should sustain the loss by it, if it were so.

Bob. Alas, no ? what's a pecuUar man to a nation ? not seen.

E. Know. 0, but your skill, sir.

Boh. Indeed, that might be some loss; but who respects it? I

will tell you, sir, by the way of private, and under seal; I am a

gentleman, and live here obscure, and to myself; but were I known
to her majesty and the lords,—observe me,—I would undertake,

upon this poor head and life, for the public benefit of the state, not

only to spare the entire lives of her subjects in general ; but to save

the one half, nay, three parts of her yearly charge in holding war,
and against what enemy soever. And how would I do it, think you ?

E. Know. Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive.
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Bob. Why thus, sir. I would select nineteen more, to myself,

throughout the land; gentlemen they should be of good spirit,

strong and able constitution; I would choose them by an instinct,
a character that I have: and I would teach these aineteien the special
rules, as your punto, your reverso, your stoccata, your imbroccato,

your passada, yoxir montanto; till they could all play very near, or

altogether as well as myself. This done, say the enemy were forty
thousand strong, we twenty would come into the field the tenth of

March, or thereabouts; and we would challenge twenty of the

enemy; they oould not in their honour refuse us: Well, we would
kill them; challenge twenty more, kill them; twenty more, kill

them; twenty more, kill them too; and thus would we kill every
man his twenty a day, that's twenty score; twenty score that's

two hundred; two hundred a day, five days a thousand: forty
thousand ; forty times five, five times forty, two hundred days kills

them all up by computation. And this will I venture my poor
gentlemanlUce carcase to perform, provided there be no treason

practised upon us, by fair and discreet manhood; that is, civilly

by the sword.

E. Know. Why, are you so sure of your hand, captain, at all times ?

Bob. Tut! never miss thrust, upon my reputation with you.
E. Know. I would not stand in Downright's state then, an you

meet him, for the wealth of any one street in London.
Bob. Why, sir, you mistake me: if he were here now, by this

welldn, I would not draw my weapon on him. Let this gentleman
do his mind: but I will bastinado him, by the bright sun, wherever
I meet him.

Mat. Faith, and I'll have a fling at him, at my distance.

E. Know. 'Od's, so, look where he is! yonder he goes.

[Downright crosses the stane.

Dow. What peevish luck have I, I cannot meet with these brag-

ging rascals ?

Bob. It is not he, is it ?

E. Know. Yes, faith, it is he.

Mat. I'll be hang'd then if that were he.

E. Know. Sir, keep your hanging good for some greater matter,
for I assure you that were he.

Stej). Upon my reputation, it was he.

Bob. Had I thought it had been he, he must not have gone so:

but I can hardly be induced to believe it was he yet.
E. Know. That I think, sir.

lie-enter Downright.

But see, he is come again.
Dow. O, Pharaoh's foot, have I found you? Come, draw to

your tools; draw, gipsy, or I'll thrash you.
Bob. Gentleman of valour, I do believe in thee; hear me—
Dow. Draw your weapon then.

Bub. Tall man, I never thought on it till now Body of me. I
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had a warrant of the peace served on me, even now as I came along,

by a water-bearer; this gentleman saw it, Master Mathew.
Dow. 'Sdeath! you will not draw then?

{Disarms and heats Mm. Mathew runs away.
Bob. Hold, hold ! under thy favour forbear !

Dow. Prate again, as you like this, you whoreson foist you!
You'll control the point, you! Your consort is gone; had he staid

he had shared with you, sir. [Exit.

Boh. Well, gentlemen, bear witness. I waa bound to the peace,

by this good day.
E. Know. No, faith, it's an ill day, captain, never reckon it other

but, say you were bound to the peace, the law allows you to defend

yourself: that will prove but a poor excuse.

Boh. I cannot tell, sir; I desire good construction in fair sort. I

never sustain'd the like disgrace, by heaven ! sure I was struck

with a planet thence, for I had no power to touch my weapon.
E. Know. Ay, like enough; I have heard of many that have been

beaten under a planet: go, get you to a surgeon. 'Slid ! an these be

your tricks, your passadoes, and your montantos, I'll none of them.

[Exit Bobadtll.] 0, manners! that this age should bring forth such

creatures ! that nature should be at leisure to make them 1 Come,
coz.

Step. Ma.gs, I'll have this cloak.

E. Know. 'Od's will, 'tis Downright's.

Step. Nay, it's mine now, another might have ta'en it up as well

as I: ril wear it, so I will.

E. Know. How an he se« it ? he'll challenge it, assure yourself.

Step. Ay, but he shall not have it: I'll say I bought it.

E. Know. Take heed you buy it not too dear, co». [Exeunt.

SCENE VI—^ Room in Kitely's Hoiise.

Enter Kitbly, Wellbbed, Dame Kitely, and Bridget.

KU. Now, trust me, brother, you were much to blame,
T" incense his anger, and disturb the peace
Of my poor house, where there are sentinels

That every minute watch to give alarms

Of civil war, without adjection
Of your assistance or occasion.

Wei. No harm done, brother, I warrant you: since there is no
harm done, anger costs a man nothing; and a tall man is never his

own man till he be angry. To keep his valour in obscurity, is to

keep himself as it were in a cloak-bag. What's a musician, unless

he play ? What's a tall man unless he fight ? For, indeed, all this

ray wise brother stands upon absolutely; and that made me fall in

with Him so resolutely.
Dame K. Ay, but what harm might have come of it, brother ?

Wei. Might, sister ? so might the good warm clothes your husband
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wears be poisoned, for any thing he knows: or the wholesome wine
he drank, even now at the table.

Kit. Now, God forbid ! O me I now I remember

My wife drank to me last, and changed the cup,
And bade me wear this cursed suit to-day.
See, if Heaven sufier murder undiscovered I

I feel me ill ; give me some mithridate,
Some mithridate and oil, good sister, fetch me:

O, I am sick at heart, I burn, I burn.

If you will save my hfe, go fetch it me.
Wei. strange humour! my very breath has poison'd him.
Brid. Good brother, be content, what do you mean ?

The strength of these extreme conceits will kill you.
Dame K, Beshrew your heart-blood, brother Wellbred, now.

For putting such a toy into his head !

Wd. Is a fit simile a toy? will he be poison'd with a simile?

Brother Kitely, what a strange and idle imagination is this! For

shame, be wiser. 0' my soul there's no such matter.

Kit. Am I not sick? how am I then not poison'd? Am I not

poison'd ? how am I then so sick ?

Dame K. If you be sick, your own thoughts make you sick.

Wei. His jealousy is the poison he has taken.

ErUer Bbaixworm, disguised in Formal's clothes.

Brai. Master Kitely, my master, justice Clement, salutes you;
and desires to speak with you with all possible speed.

Kit. No time but now, when I think I am sick, very sick! well,

I will wait upon his worship. Thomas ! Cob ! I must seek them
out, and set them sentinels till I return. Thomas! Cob! Thomas!

[Exit.

Wei. This is perfectly rare, Brainworm; [takes him aside.] but

how got'st thou this apparel of the justice's man?
Brai. Marry, sir, my proper fine pen-man would needs bestow

the grist on me, at the Windmill, to hear some martial discourse;
where I so marshall'd him, that I made him drunk with admiration:

and, because too much heat was the cause of his distemper. I stript
him stark naked as he lay along asleep, and borrowed his suit to

deliver this counterfeit message in, leaving a rusty armour, and an
old brown bill to watch liim till my return; which shall be, when I

have pawn'd his apparel, and spent the better part o' the monej%
perhaps.

Wei. Well, thou art a successful merry knave, Brainworm: his

absence will be a good subject for more mirth. I pray thee return

to thy young master, and will him to meet me and my sister Bridget
at the Tower instantly; for, here, tell him the house is so stored witii

jealousy, there is no room for love to stand upright in. We must

get our fortunes committed to some larger prison, say; and than

the Tower, 1 know no better air, nor where the liberty of the hon<?

may do ua more present service. Away. [Exit Brat.
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Re-enter Kitely, talking aside to Cash.

Kit. Come hither, Thomas. Now my secret's ripe.

And thou shalt have it: lay to both thine ears.

Hark what I say to thee. I must go forth, Thomas;
Be careful of thy promise, keep good watch,

Note every gallant, and observe him well.

That enters in my absence to thy mistress:

If she would shew him rooms, the jest is stale,

Follow them, Thomas, or else hang on him.

And let him not go after; mark their looks;

Note if she offer but to see his band.
Or any other amorous toy about him •

But praise his leg, or foot: or if she say
The day is hot, and bid him feel her hand.

How hot it is; 0, that's a monstrous thing!
Note me all this, good Thomas, mark their sighs.

And if they do but whisper, break 'em off:

ril bear thee out in it. Wilt thou do this ?

Wilt thou be true, my Thomas ?

Cash.
*

As truth's self, sir.

Kit. Why, I believe thee: Where is Cob, now? Cob! [Exit.

Dame K. He's ever calUng for Cob: I wonder how he employs
Cob so.

Wei. Indeed, sister, to ask how he employs Cob, is a necessary

question for you that are his wife, and a thing not very easy for you
to be satisfied in; but this I'll assure you. Cob's wife is an excellent

bawd, sister, and oftentimes your husband haunts her house ; marrv%

to what end? I cannot altogether accuse him; imagine you what

you think convenient: but I have known fair hides have foul hearts

ere now, sister.

Dame K. Never said you truer than that, brother, so much I can

tell you for your learning. Thomas, fetch your cloak and go with

me. [Exit Cash.] I'll after him presently: I would to fortune I

could take him there, i' faith, I'd return him his own, I warrant

him! [Exit.

Wei. So, let 'em go; this may make sport anon. Now, my fair

sister-in-law, that you knew but how happy a thing it were to be

fair and beautiful.

Brid. That touches not me, brother.

Wei. That's true; that's even the fault of it; for indeed, beauty
stands a woman in no stead, unless it procure her touching.

—But,

sister, whether it touch you or no. it touches your beauties; and I

am sure they will abide the touch; an they do not, a plague of all

ceruse, say I ! and it touches me too in part, though not in the

Well, there's a dear and respected friend of mine, sister, stands very

strongly and worthily affected toward you, and hath vowed to

inflame whole bonfires of zeal at his heart, in honour of your per-

fections. I have already engaged my promise to bring you where
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you shall hear him confirm much more. Ned Knowell is the man,
sister: there's no exception against the party. You are ripe for a

husband ; a nd a minute's loss to such an occasion, is a great trespass
in a wise beauty. What say you, sister ? On my soul he loves you;
will you give him the meeting ?

Brid. Faith, I had very little confidence in mine own constancy,
brother, if I durst not meet a man : but this motion of yours savours
of an old knight adventurer's servant a little too much, methinks.

Wei. What's that, sister?

Brid. Marry, of the squire.
Wei. No matter if it did, I would be such an one for my friend.

But see, who is retum'd to hinder us !

Re-enter Kitely.

Kit. What villainy is this? call'd out on a false message!
This waa some plot; I was not sent for.—Bridget,
Where is your sister ?

Brid. I think she be gone forth, sir.

Kit. How ! is my wife gone forth ? whither, for God's sake ?

Brid. She's gone abroad with Thomas.
Kit. Abroad with Thomas! oh, that villain dors me:

Beast that I was, to trust him! whither, I pray you.
Went she ?

Brid. I know not, sir.

Wei. I'll tell you, brother,
Whither I suspect she's gone.

Kit. Whither, good brother?
Wei. To Cob's house, I believe: but, keep my counsel.

Kit. I will, I will: to Cob's house 1 doth she haunt Cob's 7

She's gone a purpose now to cuckold me,
With that levvd rascal, who, to win her favour,
Kath told her all. [Exit.

Wei. Come, he is once more gone.
Sister, let's lose no time: the affair is worth it. [Exeunt.

SCENE YU.—A Street.

Enter jVIathew and Bobadill.

Mat. I wonder, captain, what they will say of my going away, ha T

Bob. Why, what should they say, but as of a discreet gentleman ;

quick, wary, respectful of nature's fair lineaments? and that's all.

Mat. Why so ! but what can they sa.y of your beating ?

Bob. A rude part, a touch with soft wood, a kind of gross battery
nsed, laid on strongly, borne most patiently; and that's all.

Mat. Ay, but would any man have offered it in Venice, as you say ?

Bob. Tut! I assure you, no: you shall have there your nobilis,

your gentilezza, come in bravely upon your reverse, stand you close,

stand you firm, stand you fair, save your retricato with his left leg,

come to the assalto with the right, thrust with brave steel, defy
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your bose wood ! But wherefore do I awake this remembrance T

I waw fascinated, by Jupiter; fascinated, but I will be unwifcch'd

and revenged by law.

Mat. Do you hear ? is it not best to get a warrant, and have him
arrested and brought before justice Clement?

Boh. It were not amiss; would we had it!

Enter Brainworm disguised as Formal.

Mat. Why, here comes his man; let's speak to him.

Bob. Agreed, do you speak.
Mat, Save you, sir.

Brai. With all my heart, sir.

Mai. Sir, there is one Dovrnright hath abused this gentleman and

mj^self, and we determine to make our amends by law: now, if you
ROiild do us the favour to procure a warrant to bring liim aforo your
master, you shall be well considered, 1 assure you, sir.

Brai. Sir, you know my service is my living; such favours aa

these gotten of mj' master is his only preferment, and therefore you
must consider me as I may make benefit of my place.

Mat. How is that, sir?

Brai. Faith, sir, the thing is extraordinary, and the gentleman

may be of great account ; yet, bo lie what he will, if you will lay
me down a brace of angels in my hand you shall have it, other\yis6

not.

Mat. How shall we do, captain ? he asks a brace of angels, you
hfive no money?

Bub. Not a cross, by fortune.

Mai. Nor I, as I am a gentleman, but two])ence left of ray two

shilhngs in the morning for wine and radish: let's find him some

pawn.
Bob. Pawn! we have none to the value of his demand.

Mat. 0, yes; I'll pawn this jewel in my ear, and you may pawn
your silk stockings, and pull up your boots, they will ne'er be mist:

it must be done now.

Bob. Well, an there be no remedy, I'll step aside and pull them off.

[ WitJidraws.

Mat. Do you hear, sir? we have no store of money at this time,

but vou shflll have good pawns; look you, sir, this jewel, and that

gentlemnn's silk stockings; because we would have it dispatch'd
ere we went to our chambers.

Brai. I am content, sir; I will get you the warrant presently.
What's his name, say you ? Downright?
Mat. A}', ay, George Downright.
Brai. What manner of man Is he?

Mat. A tall big man, sir; he goes in a cloak most commonly oi

silk-nisset, laid about with russet lace.

Brai. "'Jis very good. sir.

Mat. Here, sir, here's my jewel.
I
—X 489
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Bob. [relurnin/j.] And here are ray 8tockin<.'s.

Brai. Well, gentlemen, I'll procure you this warrant presently;
hut who will you have to serve it?

Mat. That's true, captain: that must be considered.

Bob. Body o' me, I know not; 'tis service of danger.
Brai. Why, you were best get one o' the varlete of the city, ;i

Serjeant: I'll appoint you one, if you please.
Mat. Will you, sir ? why, we can wish no better.

Bob. We'll leave it to you, sir. [Exeunt Boh. and Mai.

Brai. This is rare! Now will I go and pawn this cloak ot the

justice's man's at the broker's, for a varlet's suit, and be the varlet

myself; and get either more pawns, or more money of Dowuri'j;ht,

for the arrest.

SCENE VIII.—T/ic Lane before Cob's House,

Enter KLnowei.l.

Know. Oh, here it is; I am glad I have found it now;
Ho ! who is within here ?

Tib. [within.] I am within, sir; what's your pleasure?
Know. To know who is within beside yourself.
Tib. Why, sir, you are no constable, I hope ?

Know. O, fear you the constable? then I doubt not.

You have some guests within deserve tliat fear;

I'll fetch him straight.

Enter Tib.

Ttb. 0' God's name, sir !

Know. Go to: come tell me, is not young Knowell here?

Tib. Young Knowell! I know none such, sir, o' mine honesty.
Knoxo, Your honesty, dame! it fiies too lightly from you.

There is no way but fetch the constable.

I'ib. The constable ! the man is mad, I think.

[Exit, and daps In the door

Enter Dame Kitei.y and Cash.

Cash. Ho ! who keeps house here ?

Know. O, this is the female copesmate of ray son:

Now shall 1 meet him straight.

Dame K. Knock. Thoma<s, hard.

Cash. Ho, goodwife!

Re-enter Tib.

Ttb. Why, what's the matter with you?
Dame K. Why, woman, grieves it you to ope your door ?

Belike you get something to keep it shut.

Tib. What mean these questions, pray ye ?

Daine K. So strange you nuake it ! is not my husband here?
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Know. Her husband !

Darne K. My tried husband, master Kitely ?

Tib. I hope he needs not to be tried here.

Dame K. No, dame, he does it not for need, but pleasure.

Tib. Neither for need nor pleasure is he here.

Know. This is but a device to balk me withal:

Eriler Kitely, mvffled in his cloal-.

Soft, who is this ? 'tis not my son disguised ?

Dame K. [spies her husband, and runs to him.] O, sir, have I fore-

stall'd your honest market,
Found your close walks ? You stand amazed now, do you ?

r faith, I am glad I have smok'd you yet at last.

What is your jewel, trow? In, come, let's see her;

Fetch forth your housewife, dame; if she be fairer,

In any honest judgment, than myself,
I'll be content with it: but she is change,
She feeds you fat, she soothes your appetite.
And you are well 1 Your wife, an honest woman,
Is meat twice sod to you, sir! O, you treachourl

Knoto. She cannot counterfeit thus palpal)ly.
Kit. Out on thy more than strumpet impudence !

Steai'st thou thus to thy haunts ? and have I taken

Thy bawd and thee, and thy companion,
Tliis hoary-headed letoher, this old goat.
Close at your villainy, and would' st thou 'scuse it

With this stale harlot's jest, accusing me?
0, old incontinent, [to Knowell.] dost thou not shame,
V\Tien all thy powers in chastity are spent.
To have a mind so hot ? and to entice.

And feed the enticements of a lustful woman?
Dame K. Out, I defy thee, 1, dissembling wretch !

Kit. Defy me, strumpet I Ask thy pander here,

Can he deny it; or that wicked elder?

Know. Wh}% hear you, sii'.

Kit. Tut, tut, tut; never speak:

Thy guilty conscience will discover tliee.

Know. What lunacy is tliia, that haunts this man ?

Kit. Well, good Avife bawd, Cob's wife, and you,
That make your husband such a hoddy-doddy;
And you, young apple-squire, and old cuckold-maker;
I'll have j'^ou every one before a justice:

Nay, you shall answer it, I charge you go.
Know. Marry, with all my heart, sir, I go willingly;

Though 1 do taste this as a trick put on me.
To punish my impertinent search, and justly.
And half forgive my son for the device.

Kit. Come, will you go?
Dame K. Go 1 to thy shame l>elieve it.



6i6 Ben Jonson's Plays

Enter Cob.

Cob. Why, what's the matter here, what's here to do?
Kit. 0, Cob, art thou come? I have been abusexl,

And in thy house; was never man so wrong'd!
Cob. 'SUd, in v\y house, my master Ivilely! who wrongs you iu

my house?
Kit. Marry, young hist in old, and old in young here;

Thy wife's their bawd, here have I taken them.

Cob. How, bawd! is my house come to that? Am I prefert'd
tliither ? Did I not charge you to keep your doors shut, label ?

and—^you let them he open for all comers! [Beats his wife.

Know. Friend, know some cause, before thou be<it'st thy wife.

This is madness in thee.

C 4. Why, is there no cause ?

Kit. Yes, I'll shew cause before the justice. Cob:
Come, let her go with me.

Cob. Nay, she shall go.
Tib. Nay, I wall go. I'll see an you may be allowed to make ;>

bundle of hemp of your right and lawful wife thus, at every cuckoUiy
knave's pleasure. "Why do you not go?

Kit, A bitter quean! Come, we will have you tamed. [Exeunt.

SCENE IX.—J Street.

Enter Bbainworm, disguised as a City Serjeant.

Brat. Well, of all my disguises yet, now am I most like myself.

being in this Serjeant's gown, A man of my pr&sent profession
never counterfeits, till he lays hold upon a debtor, and says, he
rests liim; for then he brings him to all manner of unrest. A kind

of httle kings we are, bearing the diminutive of a mace, made like

a young artichoke, that always carries pepper and salt in itself.

Well, I know not what danger I undergo by this exploit; pray
Heaven I come well off !

Enter JLvTiiEW and Eobadill.

Mat. See, I think, yonder is the varlet, by his gown.
Bob. Let's go in ^uest of him.

Mat. 'Save you, friend! are not you here by appointment of

justice Clement's man ?

Brai. Yes, an't please j'ou, sir; ho told me, two gentlemen had
w ill'd him to procure a warrant from his master, wliich I have about

me, ti> be served on one Dowtsright.
Mat. It is honestly done of you both; and see where the party

comes you must arrest; serve it upon him quickly, aforo ho be

aware.

Bob. Be-ar back, master Matliew.
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Enter Stephen in Dowxright's chak.

Brai. Master Downright, I arrest you in the queen's name, and

must carry you afore a justice by virtue of this warrant.

Step. Me, friend 1 I am no Downright, I; I am master Stephen:
You do not well to arrest me, I tell you, truly; I am in nobody's
bonds nor books, I would you should know it. A plague on you
heartily, for making me thus afraid afore my time!

Brai. vVl\y, now you are deceived, gentlemen.
Boh. He wears such a cloak, and that deceived us: but see, here

a' comes indeed ;
this is he, ofSoer.

Enter Downright.

Dow. Why how now, signior gull 1 are you turn'd filcher of late !

Come, deliver my cloak.

Step. Your cloak, sir! I bought it even now, in open market.

Brai. Master Downright, I have a warrant I must serve upou
you, procured by these two gentlemen.
Dow. These gentlemen ! these rascals ! [Offers to beat them.

Brai. Keep the peace, I charge you in her majesty's name.
Dow. I obey thee. What must I do, officer?

Brai. Go before master justice Clement, to answer that they can

object against you, sir: I will use you kindly, sir.

Mat. Come, let's before, and make the justice, captain.
Boh, The varlet's a tall man, afore heaven ! [^Exeunt Bob. and Mat.

Dow. Gull, you'll give me my cloak.

Step. Sir, I bought it, and I'll keep it.

Dow. You will?

Step. Ay, that I -tvill.

Dow. Officer, there's thy fee, arrest him.

Brai. Master Stephen, I must arrest you.

Step. Arrest me! I scorn it. There, take your cloak, I'll none

on't.

Dow. Nay, that shall not serve your turn now, sir. Officer, I'll

go with thee to the justice's; bring him along.

Step. Why, is not here your cloak ? what would you have ?

Dow. I'll have you answer it, sir.

Brai. Sir, I'll take your word, and this gentleman's too, for his

appearance.
Dow. I'll have no words taken: bring him along.
Brai. Sir, I may choose to do that, I may take bail.

Dow. 'Tis true, you may take bail, and choose at another time;
but you shall not now, varlet: bring him along, or I" 11 swinge you,

Brai. Sir, I pity the gentleman's case: here's your money again.
Dow. 'Sdeins, tell not me of my money; bring him away, I say.
Brai. I warrant you he will go with you of hiuijcif, sir.

Dow. Yet more ado ?

Brai. I have made a fair mash ou't, [Aside.

i9Up. Mn=t r RO?
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Brai. I know no remedy, master Stephen.
Dow. C!ome along afore me here; I do not love your hanging

look behind.

Step. Why, sir, 1 Lope you cannot hang me for it: can he, fellow ?

Brai. I think not, sir; it is but a whipping matter, sure.

Step. Why then lot him do his worst, I am resolute. [Exeunt.

ACT V
SCENE 1.—Coleman Street. A Hall in Justice Clement's

House.

Enter Clement, Knowkll, KrrELY, Damo K., Tib, Cash,
Cob, and Servants.

Clem. Nay, but stay, stay, give me leave: my chair, sirrah.

You, master Knowell, say you went thither to meet your son ?

Know. Ay, sir.

Cletn. But who directed you thither T

Know. That did mine own man, air.

Clem. Where is he ?

Know. Nay, I know not now; I left him with your clerk, and

appointed him to stay here for me.
Clem. My clerk! about what time was thLs?

Kvx)W. Marry, between one and two, as I take it.

Clem. And what time came my man with tJbe false message to

you, master Kitely ?

KU. Alter two, sir.

Clem. Very good: but, mistress Kitely, how chance that you
were at Cob's, ha?
Dame K. An't please you, sir, I'll tell you: my brother Wellbred

told me, that Cob's house was a suspected place—
Clem.. So it appears, methinks: but on.

Dame K. And that my husband used thither daily.
Clem. No matter, so he usexi himself well, mistress.

Dame K. True, sir: but you know what grows by such haunts
oftentimes.

Chm. I see rank fruits of a jealous brain, mistr&ss Kitely: btit

did 3'ou find j'our husband there, in that case as you susjiected T

Kit. I found her there, sir.

Clem. Did you, so! that alters the case. Who gave you know-

ledge of your wife's being there ?

Kit. Marry, that did my brother Wellbred.

Clem. How, Wellbred first tell her; then tell you after! Where
is Wellbred ?

Kit. Gone with vay sister, sir, I know not whither.

Clem. Why this is a mere trick, a device; yon are guU'd in this

most grossly all. Alas, poor wench! wert thou beaten for this?

Tib. Ycifl, most pitifully, an't please you.
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Cob. And worthily, I hope, if it shall prove so.

Clem. AJ, that's like, and a piece of a sentence.—
Enter a Servant.

How now. sir! what's the matter?

Serv. Sir, there's a gentleman in the court without, desires to

speak with your worship.
Clem. A gentleman ! what is he ?

Serv. A soldier, sir, he says.
Clem. A soldier! take down my armour, my sword quickly. A

soldier speak with me ! Why, when, knaves ? Come on, come on :

[arm.^ himself.] hold my cap there, so; give me my gorget, my
sword: stand by, I will end your matters anon.—I^et t'ne soldier

enter. [Exit Servant.

Enter Bobadiox, followed by IVIathew.

Now, sir, what have you to say to me '

Bob. By your worship's favour—
Clem. Nay, keep out, sir; I know not your pretence. You send

me word, sir, you are a soldier: why, sir, you shall be answer'd here:

here be them that have been amongst soldiers. Sir, your pleasure.
Bob. Faith, sir, so it is, this gentleman and myself have been

most uncivilly wrong'd and beaten by one Downright, a coarse

fellow, about the town here; and for mine own part, I protest, being
a man in no sort given to this filthy humour of quarrelling, he hath

assaulted me in the way of my peace, despoiled me of mine honour,

disarmed me of my weapons, and rudely laid me along in the open
streets, when I not so much as once offered to resist him.

Clem. 0, God's precious! is this the soldier? Here, take my
armour off quickly, 'twill make him swoon, I fear; he is not fit to

look on't, that wil! put up a blow.

Mat. An't please your worship, he was bound to the peace.
Clem. Why, an he were, sir, his hands were not bound, were they ?

Re-enter Servant.

Serv. There's one of the varlets of the city, sir, has brought two

gentlemen here; one, upon your worship's warrant.

Clem. My warrant!
Serv. Yes, sir; the officer says, procured by these two.

Clem. Bid him come in. {Exit Servant.] Set by this picture.

Enier Downright, Stephen, and Bbainworm, disguised as hefore.

What, Master Downright! are you brought in at Mr. Freshwater's

suit here ?

Doxo. I'faith, sir, and here's another brought at my suit.

Clem. What are you, sir ?

Stef. A gentleman, sir. O, uncle!

Clem. Uncle ! who. Master Knowell T

Know. Av, sir; this is a wise kinsman of mine.
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Step. God's ray witness, uncle, I am wrong'd here monstrously,
he cliargos me with stealing of liis cloak, and would I might never

titir, if 1 did not find it in the street by chance.

Dow. 0, did you find it now ? You said you bought it ere-

whiie.

Step. And you said, I stole it: nay, now my uncle is here, I'll do
well enough with you.

Clem. Well, let this breathe awhile. You that have cause to

com])lain there, stand forth : Had you my warrant for this

gentleman's apprehension ?

Boh. Ay, an't please your worship.
Clem. Naj-, do not speak in passion bo: where had you it?

Bob. Of your clerk, sir.

Clem. That's well ! an my clerk can make warranta, and my hand
not at them! Where is the warrant—officer, have you it?

Brai. No, sir; your worship's man. Master Formal, bid me do it

for tlie^e gentlemen, and he would be my discharge.
Clem. Why, Master Downright, are you such a novice, to be

served and never see the warrant ?

Dow. Sir, he did not serve it on me.
Clem. No ! how then ?

Dow. JMnrry, sir, he came to me, and said he must serve it, and he
would use me kindly, and so—

Clem. O. God's pity, was it so, sir? He mvst serve it I Give me
my long sword there, and help me off. So. come on. sir varlet, I

vuist cut off your legs, sirrah; [Brainivorm hiech.] nay, stand up.
ril use yov kindly; I must cut olT your legs, I say.

[yio7trishes ores him with his long gword.

Brai. O, good sir, I beseech you; nay, good master justice!
Clem. I must do it. there is no remedy; I must cut oil your legs,

sirrah. I must cut ofT your ears, you rascal, I must do it: I must out
off your nose, I must cut off your head.

Brai. O, good your worship !

Clem. Well, rise; how dost thou do now? dost thou feel thyself
well ? hast thou no harm ?

Brai. No, I thank your good worship, sir.

Clem. Why so ! I said I must out off thy legs, and I must cut of?

thy arms, and I must cut otl tliy head; but I did not do it: so you
said you mu.st serve this gentleman with my warrant, but you did

not serve him. You knave, you slave, 3'ou rogue, do you say you
must, sirrah! away with him to the jail; I'll teach you a trick for

your must, sir.

Brai. Good sir, I beaeeoh you, be good to me.
Chm. Tell him he shall to the jail; away with him, I say.
Brai. Nay, sir, if you will commit me, it sliall be for committing

more than this: I will not lose by my travail any grain of my fame,
certain. [Throws off his serjeanVs goum.

Clem. How is this ?

Know. Mv man Brainworm!
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Step. 0, jes, uncle; Braiiiworm has been with my cousin Edward
and I all this day.

Clem. I told you all there was some device.

Brai. Nay, excellent justice, since I have laid myself thus open
to you, now stand strong for me; both with your sword and your
balance.

Clem. Body o' me, a merry knave! give me a bowl of sack: if he

belong to you, Master Knowell, I bespeak your patience.
Brai. That is it I have most need of; Sir, if you'll pardon me,

only, I'll glory in ail the rest of my exploits.

Know. Sir, you know I love not to have my favours come hard

from me. You have your pardon, though I suspect you shrewdly
for being of counsel with my son against me.

Brai. Yes, faith, I have, sir, though you retain'd me doubly this

morning for yourself: first aa Braiuworm; after, as Fitz-Sword.

I was your reform'd soldier, sir. 'Twas I sent you to Cob's upon
the errand without end.

Know. Is it possible ? or that thou should'at disguise thy language
so as I should not know thee?

Brai. O, sir, this has been the day of my metamorphosis. It ia

not that shape alone that I have run through to-day. I brought
this gentleman, master Kitely, a message too, in the form of master

Justice's man here, to draw him out o' the way, as well as your

worsliip, while master Wellbred might make a conveyance of mis-

tress Bridget to ray young master.

Kit. Howl my sister stolen away?
Know. My son is not married, I hopa
Brai. Faith, sir, they are both as sure as love, a priest, and three

thousand pound, which is her portion, can make tliem; and by
this time are ready to bespeak their wedding-supper at the Vv'ind-

mill, except some friend here prevent them, and invite them
home.

Clem. Marry, that will I; I thank thee for putting me in mind
on't. Sirrah, go you and fetch them hither upon my warrant.

[Exit Servant.] Neither' a friends have cause to be sorry, if I know
the young couple aright. Here, I drink to thee for thy good ne-va.

But I pray thee, what hast thou done with my man, Formal ?

Brai. Faith, sir, after some ceremony past, as making him drunk,
first with story, and then with wine, (but all in kindness,) and

stripping him to his shirt, I left him in that cool vein; departed,
sold your worship's warrant to these two, pawn'd his livery for that

varlet's gown, to serve it in ; and thus have brought mj'^self by my
activity to your worship's consideration.

Clem. And I will consider thee in another cup of sack. Here's to

thee, which having drunk off this my sentence: Pledge me. Thou
hast done, or adsisted to nothing, in my judgment, but deserves to

be pardon'd for the wit of the offence. If thy master, or any man
here, be angry with thee, I shall suspect his ingine, while 1 know

him, for't. How now, what noise is that?
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Enter Servant.

Serv. Sir, it is Roger is come home.
Ciem. Bring Mm in, bring him in.

Enter Formal in a suit of armour.

What I drunk? in arms against me? your reason, your reason for

this ?

Form. I beseech your worship to pardon me; I happened intu

ill company by chance, that cast me into a sleep, and stript me of

all my clothes.

Clem. Well, tell him I am Justice Clement, and do pardon him:
but what is this to your armour ? what may that signify ?

Foitn. Ai)"t please you, sir, it hung up in the room where I was

stript; and I borrow'd it of one of the drawers to come home in,

because I was loth to do penance tlirough the street in my sliirt-

Clem. Well, stand by a while.

Enter E Knowell, Wellbkbd, and Bkidget.

Who be these? 0, the young company; welcome, welcome!
Give you joy. Nay, mistress Bridget, blush not; you are not so

fresh a bride, but the news of it is come hither afore you. Master

bridegroom, I have made j'our peace, give me your hand: so will

I for all the rest ere you forsake my roof.

E. Know. We are the more bound to your humanity, sir.

Clem. Only these two have so little of man in them, they are no

part of my care.

Wei. Yes, sir, let me pray you for this gentleman, he belongs to

my sister the bride.

Cletn. In what place, sir ?

Wei. Of her delight, sir, below the stairs, and in public: her

poet, sir.

Clem. A poet ! 1 will challenge him myself presently at extempore,

Mount up thy Phlegon, Muse, and testify.

How Saturn, sitting in an ebon cloud.

Disrobed his podex, white as ivory.
And through the welkin thundered all atoud.

Wei. He is not for extempore, sir: he is all for the pocket muse;

please you command a sight of it.

Cle7n. Yes, yes, search him for a taste of his vein.

[They search Malheiv's pockets.
Wei. You must not deny the queen's justice, sir, under a writ of

rebellion.

Cle7n. What! all this veree? body o' me, he carries a whole

realm, a commonwealth of paper in his hose: let us see some of his

subjects. [Reads.
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Vrito the boundless ocean of thy face.
Runs this jx)or river, charged with streams of eyes.

How ! this is stolen.

E. Know. A parody! a parody! with a kind of miraculous gift,
to make it absurder than it was.

Clem. Is all the rest of this batch? bring me a torch; lay it

t-ogether, and give fire. Cleanse the air. [Sets the papers on fi.re.]

Here was enough to have infected the whole city, if it had not been
taken in time. See, see, how our poet's glory sliines! brighter and

brighter! still it increases! 0, now it is at the highest; and now it

dechnes as fast. You may see, sic transit gloria viundi !

Know. There's an emblem for you, son, and your studies.

Clem. Nay, no speech or act of mine be drawn against such as

profess it worthily. The}^ are not bora every year, as an alderman.
There goes more to the making of a good poet, than a sheriff.

Master Kitely, you look upon me!—though I live in the city here,

amongst you, I will do more reverence to him, when I meet him.
than I will to the maj'or out of his year. But these paper-pedlars!
these ink-dabblers! they cannot expect reprehension or reproach;
they have it with the fact,

E. Know. Sir, you have saved me the labour of a defence.

Clem. It shall be discourse for supper between your father and
me, if he dare undertake me. But to dispatch away these, you
sign o' the soldier, and picture of the poet, (but both so false, I will

not have you hanged out at my door till midnight,) while we are
at supper, you two shall penitently fast it out in my court without;
and, if you will, you may pray there that we may be so merry within
as to forgive or forget you when we come out. Here's a third,

because we tender your safety, shall watch you, he is provided for

the purpose. Look to your charge, air.

Step. And what shall I do ?

Clem. O ! I had lost a sheep an he had not bleated: why, sir, you
shall give master Downright his cloak; and I will intreat him to

take it. A trencher and a napkin you shall have in the butteiy,
and keep Cob and his wife companj' here; whom I will intreat first

to be reconciled; and you to endeavour with your wit to keep
them so.

Step. I'll do my best.

Cob. Why, now I see thou art honest, Tib, I receive thee as my
dear and mortal wife again.

Tib. And I you, as my loving and obedient husband.
Clem. Good compliment! It will be their bridal night too.

They are married anew. Come, I conjure the rest to put off all dis-

content. You, master Downright, your anger; you, master

Knowell, your cares; Master Kitely and his wife, their jealousy.
For, I must tell you both, while that is fed.

Horns in the mind are worse than on the head.
Kii. Sir, thus they go from me; ki.'a me. sweetheart.
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See what a drove of horns fiy in the a ir,

Wing'd with my cleansed and my credulous breath I

Wabh 'em suspicious eyes, ipatrh where they fall.

See, see I on heads thai think they have none at all I

O, tohat a jyhvirous world of this will come !

When air rains horns, all may be sure of some.

I have learu'd so much verse out of a jealous man's part in a play.
Clem. 'Tis well, 'tis well ! This niglit we'll dedicate to friendship,

love, and laughter. Master bridegroom, take your bride and lead;

every one a fellow. Here is my mistress, Brainworra! to whom all

my addresses of courtship shall have their reference: whose adven-
tures this day, when our grandchildren shall hear to be made a

fable, I doubt not but it shall find both spectators and apjjjause.

[Exeunt.
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Abate, cast down, stibdne

Abhorring, repugnant (to), at variance

Abject, base, degraded thing, outcast

Abrass, smooth, hl&nk

Absolute(ly), faultless(ly)

Abstracted, abstract, abstruse

Abvjsl, deceive, insult, dishonour, make ill

use oi

A^CATSR, caterer

Agate*, cates

Acceptive, willing, ready to accept, receive

Accommodate, fit, beatting. (The word
was a fashionable one and used on all

• occasiMjs. S« "
Henry IV.," pt. 2, iii. 4)

Accost, draw near, approaci)
AcKNOWN, confessedly acquainted with

AcuE, full maturity
Adalantado, lord deputy or governor of a

Spanish province
Adjkctiov, addition

Admiration, astonishment

Admire, wonder, wonder at

Adrop, philosopher's stone, or substance
from which obtained

Adscribe, subscribe

Adulterate, spurious, counterfeit

Advance, lift

Advertise, inform, give intelligence

Advertised,
"
be —," be it known to you

Advertjsement, intelligence

Advise, consider, bethink oneself, deliberate

Advishd, informed, aware;
"

arfi you — ?
"

have you found that out?

Affect, love, lil;e; aim at; move
Affected, disposed; beloved

Affectionate, obstinate; prejudiced
Affects, aSections

Affront,
"
give the —," face

Affv, have confidence m; betroth

After, after the manner of

Again, Against, in anticipation of

Aggravate, increase, magnify, enlarge upon
Agnomination. See Paxanoniasie

AiERY, nest, brood

Aim, guess
All hid, children's cry at hide-and-seek

Aix-to, completely, entirely (" all-to-be-

laden ")

Allov.avce, approbation, recognition
Alma-cantaras (astron.), parallels of alti-

tude
Almain, name of a dance

Almuten, planet of chief influence in the

horoscope
A-LOne, unequalled, without peer
Aludets, subliming pots
Amazed, confused, perpiesed
Amber, Ambre, ambr-rgris
Ambree, Mary, a woman uoted for hf>r

valour at the siege of Ghent, 1458

Ame»-ace, lowest throw at dice

Aupiiibolies, ambiguities
Amused, bewildered, amazed
An, if

Anatomy, skeleton, or dissected body
.\NDiRONS, lire-dogs

Angel, gold coin worth los., stamped with
the figure ol the archangel lii.'^h^cl

Annesh Cleare, spring known as Agnes ie

Chtre

Answer, return hit in fencing
.\ntic, AMTI2VE, clo'.ni, buffoon

Antic, like a buSoon
.Antiperistasis, au opposition which eu-

hances the quality it opposes
Apozem, decoction

.tpperil, peril

Apple-John, Apple-squire, pimp, pandei
Apply, attach

Apprehend, take into custody
Apprehensive, quick of perception; abie

to perceive and appreciate
Approve, prove, confirm

Apt, suit, adapt; train, prepare; dispose,
incline

Apt(lv), suitab)e(y), opportune(ly)
Aptitude, suitaiJeness

Arbor,
" make the — ," cut up the game

(Gifiord)
Arches. Court of Arches

Archie, Archibald Armstrong, jester to

James I. and Charles I.

Argaile, argol, crust or sediment in wine
casks

Argent-vive, quicksilver

Argument, plot of a drama; theme, sub-

ject; matter in question; token, proof
Arride, please
ARSaDiNE, mixture of copper and zinc, used

as an imitation of gold leaf

Arthur, Princi;, reference to an archery
show by a society who assumed arms, etc.,
of Arthur's knights

Article, item

.Artificially, artfully

Ascp.NSiON, evaporation, distillation

As?lRE, try to reach, obtain, long for

Assalto (Ital.), assault

Ass \v, dra-.v a knife along the belly of the

deer, a ceremony of the hunting-field

Absoil, solve

AssjRE, secure possession or reversion of

Atha>iOR, a digesting furnace, calculated

to keep up a constant heat

Atone, reconcile

Attach, attack, seize

Audacious, iiaving spirit and confidence

AuTHENTic(AL), ol authority, authorised,

trustworthy, genuine
AviSEUEKT, reQex:tioa, cousideratioa

635
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Avoid, begone! get nd oi

Away with, endure
AzocH, Mercurius Philosopborum

Babion, baboon
Baby, doll

Back side, back premis«
Baffle, treat with contempt
Bagatine, Italian coin, worth about the

third of a farthing
IHiARD, horse of magic powers known to old

romance
Baldrick, belt worn across the breast to

support bugle, etc.

Bale (of dire), pair
Balk, overlook, pass by, avoid

Balla<;e, ballast

Balloo, game at ball

Balneum (Bain Marie), a vessel for holding
hot water ia which other vessels are stood
for heating

Banbi/RY,
" brother of — ," Puritan

Bandog, dog tied or chained up
Bane, woe, ruin

Banquet, a hght repast; dessert

Barb, to dip gold .

Barbel, fresh- water fish

Bare, meer; bareheaded; it was "
a parti-

cular mark of state and grandeur for the

coachman to be uncovered "
(Gifford)

Barley-break, game somewhat similar to

base

Base, game of prisoner's base

Bases, richly embroidered skirt reaching to

the knees, or lower

Basilisk, fabulous reptile, believed to slay
witii its eye

Basket, used for the broken provision col-

lected for prisoners

Bason, basons, etc., were beaten by the at-

tendant mob when bad characiers were
"
carted

"

Bate, be reduced; abate, reduce

Batoon, baton, stick

Batten, feed, grow fat

Bawson, badser
Beadsman, prayer-man, one engaged to

pray for another

Beagle, small hound; fifj- spy
Bear in hand, keep in suspense, deceive
with false hopes

Bearward, bear leader

Bedimiere. See Pheie

Bedstaff, (?) wooden pin in the side of the
bedstead for supporting the bedclothes

(Johnson); one of the sticks or
"
laths ";

a slick used in making a bed

Beetle, heavy mallet

Beg,
"

I'd — him," the custody of minors
and idiots was begged for; likewise

property fallen forfeit to the Ouwn
(" your house had been begged ")

Bellman, night watchman
Benjamin, an aromatic gum
Berlina, pillory

Bescumbkr, defile

Beslave, beslabber

Besocno, beggar
Bespawle, bespattef

Bethlem Gabor, Transylvanian hero, pro-
claimed King of Uungar)

Bever, drinking
Bbvis, Sir, kiught of roraanco whose horse
was equally celebrated

Bewray, reveal, make known
Bezant, heraldic term: small gold circle

Bezoar's Stone, a remedy known by
this name was a supposed antidote to

poison
Bid-stand, highwayman
BicoiN, cap, similar to that v th by the

Begniiies; nightcap
BiLiVK (behvo), with baste

Bilk, nothing, empty talk

Bill, kind of pike
Billet, wood cut for fuel, stick

BiRDiNC, thieving
Black Sanctus, burlesque hymn, any un-

holy riot

Blank, originally a small French coin

Blank, white

Blanket, toss in a blanket

Blaze, outburst of violence

Blaze, (her.) blazon; publish abroad

Blazon, armorial bearings; fig. all that

pertains to good birth and breeding

Blin,
"
withouten —," without ceasing

Blow, pufi up
Blue, colour of servants' livery, hence

"— order,"
'*— waiters

"

Blushet, bUi'hing otie

Bos, jest, taunt

Bob, beat, thump
Bodge, measure

Bodkin, dagger, or other short, pointed
weapon; long pin with which the women
fastened up their hair

Bolt, roll (of material)
Holt, disiodge, rout out; siit (houlting-

tub)

Bolt'shead, long, slraieht-necked vessel

for distillation

Bombard slops, padded, puSed-out
breeches

Bona roba,
"
good, wholesome, pluiu-

cheeked wench "
(Johnson)— not always

used in compliment
Bonny-claeber, soiu' butter-milk

BoOKHOLDER, prompter
Boot,

"
to — ," into the bargain; "no—,"

of no avail

BoRACHio, bottle made of skin

Bordello, brothel

Borne it, conducted, carried it tlirough
Bottle (of hay), bundle, truss

Bottom, skein or ball of thread; vessel

Boukd, jest

BovoLi, snails or cockles dressed in tlie

Italian manner (Gifiord)

Bow-pot, fio\xer vase or pot
Bo'ii,

"
terrible —,"

"
angry —," royster-

ing young bucks. (See Kares)
Brabbles (Brabblesh), brawls

Brack, bitch

iJRADAMANTB, 8 beioine in Orlando Furioso

Bradley, Arthur of, a hvely character
commemorated in b.iUads

BraivE, trame for conhning a horse's feet
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whfle being =ihod, or strong curb or bridle;

trap
Bran'CHED, with "

detached sleeve orna-

ments, projecUng from the shoulders of

the gown
"

(GiSord)
Brandish, flourish of weapon
Brask, brace

Brave, bravado, braggart speech
Brave (adv.), gaily, &nely (apparelled)
Braveries, gallants
Bravery, extravagant gaiety of apparel
Bravo, bravado, swaggerer
Braze.v-head, speaking head made by

Roger Bacon
Breathe, pause for relaxation; exercise
Breathe upon, speak dispraisingly of

Brend, bum
Bkide-ale, wedding feast

Brief, abstract
; (mus.) breve

Brisk, smartly dressed

Brize, breese, gad;Jy
Broadseal, state seal

Brock, badger (term of contempt)
Broke, transact business as a broker

Brook-, endure, put up with

Broughton, Hugh, an English divine and
Hebrew scholar

Bruit, runiour

Buck, wash
Buckle, bend
Buff, leather made of buffalo skin, used for

mihtary and Serjeants' coats, etc.

BuFo, black tincture

Bugle, long-fhaped bead
Bulled, (?) boiled, swelled

Bullions, trunk hose

Bully, term of familiar endeamient
Bu.mgy, Friar Bungay, who had a familiar

in the shape of a dog
Burden, refrain, chorus

Burgonet, closely-fitting helmet with
visor

BuRGuiiioN, braggadocio
Burn, mark wooden measures ("—ing of

cans ")

Burrough, pledge, security
Buskin, half-boot, foot gear reaching high
up the log

Butt-shaft, barbless arrow for shooting- at

butts

Bdtter, Nathaniel (" Staple of News "),
a compiler of general news. {See Cun-

ningham)
Buttery-hatch, half-door shutting off the

buttery, where provisions and liquors
were stored

Buy,
"
he bought me," formerly the guar-

dianship of wards could be bought
Buz, exclamation to enjoin silence

Buzzard, simpkion
By and by, at once

By(E), "on tile —," incidentally, as of

minor or secondary importance; at the
side

Bv-CHOP, by-blow, bastard

Cabuceus, Mercury's wand
Caliver, light kind of musket
Callet, .vorrnn of ill repute

Callot, coif worn on the wigs of our judges
or serjeants-at-la.y (Gifford)

Calvered, crimped, or sliced and pickled.
{See Nares)

Camouccio, wretch, knave
Camused, flat

Can, knows
Candle-rent, rent from house property
Candle-waster, one who studies late

Canter, sturdy beggar
Cap of maintence, an insignia of dignity,

a cap of state borne before kings at their

coronation; also an heraldic term
Capable, able to comprehend, fit to receive

instruction, impression
Capaneus, one of the

" Seven against
Thebes "

Caract, carat, unit d weight for precious
stoaes, etc.; value, worth

Caranza, Spanish author of a book on

duelling
Carcanet, jewelled ornament for the necj

Card, take care; object
Caroch, coach, carriage
Carpet, table-cover

Carriage, bearing, behaviour

Carwhitchet, quip, pun
Casamate, casemate, fortress

Case, a pair
Cask,

"
in — ," ia condition

C/.ssocK, soldier's loose overcoat

Cast, flight of hawks, couple
Cast, throw dice; vomit; forecast, calculate

Cast, cashiered

CASTiNG-GLASS,bottle foT Sprinkling perfume
Castril, kestrel, falcon

Cat, structure used in sieges

Catamitf, old form of "
gauymede"

Caiasi rophe, conclusion

Catciu'ole, sherifi's officer

Cates, dainties, provisions
Catso, rogue, cheat

Ca'itelols, aafty, artful

Ce.xsure, criticism; sentence

Censure, criticise; pass sentence, doom
Cekuse, cosmetic containing white lead

Cess, assess

Change,
" hunt —," follow a fresh scent

Chapman, retail dealer

Character, handwriting
Charge, expense
Char.m, subdue with magic, lay a speU on,

silence

Charming, exercising magic power
Chartel, challenge
Cheap, bargain, market
Chear, Cheer, comfort, encouragement;

food, entertainment
Check at, aim reproof at

Chequin, gold Italian coirj

Chevkil, from kidskin, which is elastic and
pliable

Chiaus, lurkish envoy; used for a cheat,
swindler

Childermass Day, Innocents' Day
Choke- BAIL, action which docs not allow

of bail

CHRYSoprF.iA, alchemy
CHi<YSuSi'fiRM, v/ays of producing gold
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CiBATioN, adding fresh substaaces lo supply
the waste of evaporation

CiMici, Imgs
CisopuK, cinnaljar

CioppiNi, chopine, lady's high shoe
Circling Boy,

"
a species of roarer; one

who in iorne way drew * man into a snare,
to cheat or rob him "

(N'ares)

Circumstance, circuralocutioii, heatine;

about the bush; ceremony, every tiling

pertaining to a certain condition; detail,

p:irticular

Cuxonise, turn citron colour

CiTTER.-i, kind of ^itar
CiTY-\vi!u:3, woman of fashion, who made

use of wires for hair and dress

Civ:t., legal

Clap, rUck, chatter

Clapper-dudgilov. downright beggar
ClaI'S his dish, i clap, or clack, di^h (dish

with a movahls lid) was cairied tiy beg-

gars and lepers to show tint thi- v.j;.sol

was empty, and to give sound of their

approach
CLARriJiANA, heroine of an old romance
CLAR]Ssr.:o, Venetian noble

Cle5i, starve

CxiCKET, latch

Clim o' the Cloi;oh8, etc., wordy heroes of

ro:nauce

Climate, country
Close, S'jcret, private; secretive

Closlnlss, secrecy
Clotk, arras, hani^iags
Clout, mark shot tt, bull's-eye

Clowm, countiVu'.an, clodhopper
CoACH-LEAvrs, folding blinds

CoAiS, "bear no — ," submit to no affront

CoAT-ARMOUR, coat of arms
CoAT-CAUD, court-card

CoB-iiKK!UNG, MiiRRiN'O-coB, a young
hernrii;

Cob-swan, hiale i>\an

CocK-AHOOP, denoting unstinted jollify;

thought to be derive I from tmni'iR on the

tap that all might diink to the full ol the

floNvint; liquor
Cockatrice, reptile supp<Ked to be pro-
duced from a cock's egg and to kill by its

eye—used as a term of reproach lor a
womaa

CoCK-BRAiNKD, giddy, wild

Cocker, pamper
COCI SCOMB, fool's CAP
CocKSroNK, stone said to be fcund in a

cock's gizzard, and to possess particular
virtues

Codling, softening by boiling
CoKPiN, raised crust of a pie

Cog, clicat, wheedle

Coil, turmoil, confusion, ido

CoKELY, ma<;ter of a puppet-show (Whalley)
CoKts, fool, gull

CoLD-coNCi;iiKD, haviiij cold opinion of,

coldly aflected towards

CoLF.-UARBouR, a ret/eat for people of ail

sorts

Collection, composure; ded-iction

CoLLOP, sm.iH slice, piece of ili-.h

," no enemy (quibble)
pule for carrying a

Colly, blacken

Colour, pretext
Colour!,

' '

fear no —
CoLSTAKP, cowlstaff,
cow Ij;::; tub

Come about, chaige, turn round
Comfortable brkau, spiced gingerbread
Coming, forward, ready to respond, com

plaisant

Comment, commentary; "sometime it is

taken for a lie or fayued tale
"
(BuUokar,

1616)
Commodity,

"
current for — ," allusion to

practice of money lenders, who forced

the borrower to take part of the loan in

the shape of worthless goods on which
the latter had U< make money if he could

Communicate, sh ire

Compass,
"

in — ," within the range, sphere
CoiiPLEMENT, completion, cornpletement;

anything required for the perfecting
or c^tcryiag out of a person or affair;

accomplishment
Compl5;xion, natural disposition, constitu-

tion

Compliment. See Complement
CoMPLiMENTARits, ni.istcTS of accomplish-
ments

Composition, constitutioa; agreement,
contract

Composure, composition
Compter, Counter, debtors' prison
Concealment, a certain amount of church

property had been retained at the dissolu-

tion of the monasteries; Elii.ibeth sent

commissioners t» search it out, and the

courtiers begged for it

CoNCBiT, idea, fancy, witty invention, con

ception, opinion
CijNCKiT, appreh'^nd
Conceited, fancifully, ingeniously devised

or cor.ceived; possessed of intelligence,

witty, ingenious (hence well conceited,

etc.); disposed to joke; of opinion,

possessed of an idea

Conceive, understand

Concent, hannony, agreemeat
Conclude, infer, prove
Concoct, assimilate, digest

Conuls't, probably coiuhicted

Conduct, escort, conductor
CoNKY-CATCH, chcat
Co ^ 1- i-x r, sweetmeat
Confer, compare
Concies, bows
CoNNiVB, give a look, wink, of secret intelli-

gence
Consort, company, concert

Constancy, fidelity, ardour, persistence
CoN'srANT, coiiiirined, piTsislent, faithful

CoNSrANTLY, firmly, persistently

Contend, strive

Continent, holding together
Control (the point), bear or beat down
Convent, assembly, meeting
Convert, turn (ontisell)

Convey, transmit froraoue to another

Convince, evince, prove; overcome, over-

power; convict
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Cop, head, top; tuft cm head of birds;

"
a

cop
"
may i.jve releri'nce to or.t- or other

lueHimig; Gillurd aud others iiUi-rpiet as
"
coaical, terminating in a poiut

"

Cope-man, chapman
Coi-ESMATE, companion
Copy (Lat. copia], abundance, copiousness
Corn ('' powder — "), grain
Corollary, finishing part or touch

'x)i<9ivE, corrosive

CoKTiNa, curtain, (arch.) wall between two
towers, etc.

CoRYAT, famous for his travels, published as

Coryat's CruUiiiei

Cosset, pet lamb, pet
Costard, head
Costard -uoNCKB, apple -seller, coster-

monger
Costs, ribs

Cote, hut
CoTHV. RNAL, from "

cothuiuus," a particular
boot worn by actors in Greek tragedy

CoTQUEAN, hussy
Counsel, secret

Countenance, means necessary tot sup-
port; credit, standing

Counter. See Conipter
Counter, pieces of metal or ivory for cal-

culating at play
Counter, "hunt —

," follow scent in

reverse direcUon

Counterfeit, false coin

Counterpane, one part or counterpart of a

deed or indenture

Counterpoint, opposite, contrary point
Court-dish, a kind of drinking-cup (Halli-

well); N.E.D. quotes from Bp. Good-
man's CouW o//ame3 /. ;

" The king . . .

caused his carver to cut him out a court-

dish, that is, something of every clish,

which he sent hiin as part of his rever-

sion," but this doi'3 not sound like short

allowance or small receptacle
CouRT-DOR, fool

CouRTEAU, ourtal, small horse with docked
tail

Courtship, courtliness

Cove USE, avarice

CowsHARD, cow dung
Coxcomb, fool's cap, fool

Coy, shrink; disdain

CoYST.tEL, losv varlet

Cozen, cheat

Crack, hvely young rogue, wag
Crack, crack up, boast; come to grief

Crambe, game of crambo, in which the

players find rhymes for a given word
Cranch, craunch

Cranion, spider-Uke; also fairy appellation
for a tiy (Gifiord, who refers to lines in

Drayton's
"
Nimphidia ")

Crimp, game at cards

Cringle, draw back, turn aside

Crisped, with curled or waved hair

Crop, gather, reap
Cropshire, a kind of herring. (See NJi.D.)
Cross, any piece of money, many coins

being stamped with a cross

Cross and pile, heads and tails

Crosslet, cnicible

Crowd, hd.ile

Cruduii-S, undigested matter

Crump, curl up
Crlsado, Portuguese gold coin, marked

with a cross

Cry (" he that cried Italian "),
"
speak m a

musical cadence," intone, or declaim (?);

cry up
Cucking-stool, used for the ducking oi

scolds, etc.

Cucureite, a gourd-shaped vessel used for

distUiatiou

CuHRPO,
"

in —," in undress

CuLLicE, broth

CuLLioN, base fellow, coward
CuLLiSEN, badge worn on their arm bj

servants

Cuf'SRiN, kind of caimon
Cunning, skill

Cunning, skilful

CuNNiNG-MAN, fortune- tellcT

Cure, care for

rrRious(LY), scrupulous, particular; elabo-

rate, elegant^ly), dainty (ly) (hence
"

in

curious ")

Curst, shrewish, mischievous

CuRTAL, dog with docked tail, of inferior

sort

Custard,
"
quaking —

,"
" — pohtic,"

reference to a large custard which iorraed

part of a city (oast and afforded huge en-

tertainment, for the fool jumped into it,

and other like tricks were played. [Set" AU's Well, etc." ii. 5, 40)

Cutwork, embroidery, open-work
Cypres (Cyprus) (quibble), cypress (or

Cyprus) bebig a transparent material,
and when black used for mourning

Dagger ("
—

fruinety "), name of tavern

Dargison, apparently some person known
in ballad or tale

Dauphin my bov, refrain of old comic

song
Daw, daunt
Dead lift, desperate emergency
Dear, applied to that which in any way

touches us nearly
Decline, turn oil from; turn away, aside

Defalk, deduct, abate

Defend, forbid

Degenerous, degenerate
Degrees, steps
Delate, accuse

Demi-culverin, cannon carrying a ball of

about ten pounds
Denier, the smallest possible coin, bemg

the twelfth part of a sou

Depart, part with

DiiPENDANXE, ground of quarrel in duello

language
DisiiRT, rtwaid

Dhsignmknt, design
DhSPERATE, ra^h, reckless

Detect, allow to be detected, betray,
inform against

Determine, termuiate

Detract, draw back, refuse
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Device, raaxque, show; a thing moved by 1

wires, etc., puppet
|

Devise, exact in every particular
Devised, invented I

DiAPASM, powdered aromatic herbs, made
j

i nto bails of perfumed paste. (See \

Pomander)
Dibble, (?) moustache (N.E.D.); (?)

dagger (Cunningham)
Diffused, disordered, scattered, irregular

DiGHT, dressed

DiLDO, refrain of popular songs; vague
term of low meaning

DiMBLE, dir.gle, ravine

DiHENSUM, stated allowance

Disease, debase

Discern, distinguish, show a difierence

between
Dischabce, settle for

DiScipli.se, reformation; ecclesiastical

system
Disclaim, renounce all part in

Discourse, process of reasoning, reasoning i

faculty
DiscQURTSHip, discourtesy
DiScovER, betray, reveal; display
Disfavour, disagiire

Disparagement, legal term applied to the

untitneis in any «ay of a marriage ar-

ranged for in the case ot wards
Dispense with, grant dispensation for

D SfLAY, e.Ktend

L':S>le, discipline, teach by the whip
Disposed, inclined to merriment

DiSPOSrRE, disposal

Ijisprise, depreciate
DisPUNCT, not punctilious
Disquisition, search

Dissolved, enervated by grief

DiSTA.NXE, (?) proper measure

Distaste, ofience, cause of olience

Distaste, render distasteful

DsrEWPKRKD, upset, out of humour
Division (n;us.), variation, modulation

Dog-bolt, tenn of contempt
Dole, given in dole, charity
Dole of faces, distribution of grimaces
Doom, verdict, sentence

Dop, dip, low bow
Dor

, beetle, buzzing insect, drone, idler

Dor, (?) buzz; "give the ^," make a fool of

DiSSiR, pannier, basket

Dotes, endowments, qualities

Dotterel, plover; guU, fool

Double, behave deceitfully

Doxy, wench, mistress

Drachm, Greek silver coin

Dress, groom, curry
Dressing, coiflure

Drift, intention

Dryfoot, track by mere scent of foot

Ducking, punishment for minor oHences

Duill, grieve
Du.Mrs, ir.elancholy, originally a mournful

melody
DuRiNDANA, Orlando's sword

Dwindle, shrink away, be overawed

Ean, yean, bring forth young

Easiniss. readiness

Ebolition, ebullitioo

Edge, sword
Uecu, eke

Egregious, eminently excellent

Eke, also, moreover
E-LA, highest note in the scale

Eggs on the spit, important business on
hand

Elf-lock, tangled hair, supposed to be the

work of elves

Emmet, ant

Engage, involve
Enghle. See Ingle

Enchle, cajole; fondle

Engin(e), device, contrivance; agent; in-

genuity, wit

Enginer, engineer, deviser, plotter

Enginous, cralty, full of devices; witty,

ingenious
Engross, monopolise
Ens, an existing thing, a substance

Ensigns, tokens, wounds
Ensure, assure

Entertain, take into service

Entreat, plead
Entreaty, entertainment

Entry, place where a deer has lately

passed
Envoy, denouement, conclusion

En\'Y, spite, calumny, dishke, odium

EpHEWERiDts, calendars

Equal, just, impartial
Erection, elevatioa m esteem

Eringo, candied root of the sea-holly,

fonnerly used as a sweetmeat and apiiro-
disiac

Errant, arrant

EssENTiATE, bccome assiniil-ited

Estimation, esteem

tSTRJCH, ostrich

Ethnic, heathen
EuRiPtS, flux and reflux

Even, just, equable
Event, fate, issue

Event(ed), issue(d)

Evert, overturn

ExACUATE, shirpen
Exampless, Without example or parallel

ExcALiBUR, Kiug Arthur's sword

Exemplify, make an example of

Exempt, separate, exclude

Exequies, obsequies
E.'ciiALE, drag out

Exhibition, allowance (or keep, pocket-

money
Exorbitant, exceeding liniits of propriety

or law, inordinate

Exornation, ornament
Expect, wait

Expiate, terminate

Explicate, explain, unfold

Extemporal, extempore, unpremeditated
Extraction, essence

Extraordinary, employed for a special or

temporary purpose
Extrude, expel
Eye,

"
in —," in view

EvEBKiCHT, (?) a malt liquor in wfiich the
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herb of this name was infused, or a person
who sold the same (GiSortl)

Etx-tingb, least shade 01 gleam

Face, appearance
Faces aboct, military word oi couLrnand
Facinorol'S. extremely wicked

Packings, faith

Fact, dee<I, act, crime

Factioub, seditious, belonging to a party,
given to party feeling

Faeces, dregs
Fagioli, French beans

Fain, forced, necessitated

Faithfli,, believing
Fall, rufl or band turned back on the

shoulders; or, veil

Falsify, feign (fencing term)
Fame, report
Familiar, attendant spirit

Fantastical, capricious, whimsical

Farce, stuff

Far-fet. See Fet

Farthiwgal, hooped petticoat
Faucet, tapster

Fault, lack; loss, break in line of scent;"
for —," in default of

Fautor, partisan
Favi,es, old table game similar to back-

gammon
Fear{ed), a£Iright(ed)

Feat, activity, operation; deed, action

Feat, elegant, trim

Fee, "in — "
by feudal obligation

Feize, beat, belabour

Fellow, term of contempt
Fbnxel, emblem of flattery

FsRE, companion, fellow

Fern-seed, supposed to have power of

rendering invisible

Fet, fetchad

Fetch, trick

Feuterer (Fr. vautrier), dog-keeper
Fewmets, dung
Fico, fig

FiGGUM, (?) jugglery
Figment, fiction, invention

FiRK, frisk, move suddenly, or in jerks;"— up," stir up, rouse;
"

firks mad,"
suddenly behaves like a madman

Fit, pay one out, punish
FiTNrss, readiness
Fitton (Fitten), lie, invention

FivE-AND-FiFTY,
"
highest number to stand

on at primero
"

(Gifford)

Flag, to fly low and waveringly
Flagon chain, for hanging a smelling-

bottle (Fr. ftacon] round the neck (?).

(Su N.E.D.)
Flap-dragou, game similar to snap-dragon
Flasket, some kind of basket

Flaw, sudden gust or squall of wind
Flawn, custard

Flea, catch fleas

Fleer, sneer, laugh derisively
Fle«h, feed a hawk or dog with flesh to

iacite it to the cliase; iaitiate in blood-

shed; satiate

Flicker-moisr, bat

Flight, light arrow

Flitter-mouse, bat

Flout, mock, speaik and act contemptu-
ously

Flower*, pulverised substance

Fly, familiar spirit

Foil, weapon used in fencing; that which
sets anything oS to advantage

Foist, cut-purse, sharper
Fond(ly), foohsh(ly)
FooT-CLorn, housings of ornamental cloth
which hung down on either side a horse
to the ground

Footing, foothold; footstep; dancing
Foppery, foolery
For,

" —
failing," for fear of faiUng

Forbear, bear with; abstain from
Force,

" hunt at —," run the game down
with dogs

Forehead, modesty; face, assurance,
effrontery

Foreslow, delay
Forespeak, bewitch; fca-etell

Foretop, front lock of hair which fashion

required to be worn upright
Forged, fabricated

Form, state formally
Formal, shapely ; normal; conventional
Forthcoming, produced when required
Founder, disable with over-riding
Fourm, form, lair

Fox, sword
Frail, nish .basket ia which figs oc raisins
were packed

Frampull, peevish, sour-tempered
Frapler, blusterer, wrangler
Fraying,

"
a stag is said to fray his head

when he rubs it against a tree to . . .

cause the outward coat of the new horns
to faU oS "

(Gifford)
Freight (of the gazetti), burden (of the

newspapers)
Frequent, full

Fricace, rubbing
Fricatrice, woman of low character
Frippery, old clothes shop
Frock, smock-frock
Frolics, (?) humorous verses circulated

at a feast (N.E.D.) ; couplets wrapped
round sweetmeats (Cunningham)

Frontless, sbamelesB

Froted, rubbed
Frumety, hulled wheat boiled in milk and

spiced
Frump, flout, sneer

Fucus, dye
Fugeand, (?) figent: fidgety, restless

(N^.D.)
Flt-lam, false dice

Fulmart, polecat
Fulsome, foul, offensive

FuRiBUND, raging, furious

Galley-fo.'St, city-barge, used on Lord
Mayor's Day, when he was sworn into his
office at Westminster (Whalley)

Galliard, lively dance in triple time
Gape, be eager after

Garagantua, Rabelais' giant
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Garb, thent (Fr. gtrhe); manner, fasbioa,

beijaviour

Gako, guard, trimming, gold or silver iace,
or other ornament

Garde D, faced or trimmed
Garnish, fee

Gavel-kino, name of a land-tenure existir.js;

chiefly in Kent; from 16th century often
used to denote custom of dividing a de-
ceased man's property equally among
his sons (N.E.D.)

Gazette, small Venetian coin tvortta aboui
three-farthings

Geancb, jaunt, errand
Gear (Gfer), stuff, matter, afiair

Geliu, irozen

GtMONiES, steps from which the bodies o(

criminals were thrown into the river

General, free, afi.ible

GsKius, attendant spirit

Gentry, gentlemen ; manners characteristic
of gentry, good breeding

GiB-CAT, tom-cat

Gigantomachizk, start a giants' war
GiGLOT, wanton
Gimblet, gimlet
GiNG, gang
Glass (" taking in of shadows, etc."),

crystaj or beryl
Gleek, card game played by three; party

of three, trio; side glance
Glick (Glkek), jest, gibe
Glidder, glaze

Gloriolslv, of vain glory
Godwit, bird of the snipe family
GoLD-END-MAN, a buyer of broken gold and

silver

GoLL, hand
GoNFALioNiER, Standard-bearer, chief

magistrate, etc.

Good, sound in credit

Goon-VEAR, good luck

G006K-T1.1RD, coloiu- of. {See Turd)
GoRcKow, carrion crow

Gorget, neck armour
GossiP, goijfather

Gowk):d, from "
gowk," to stand staring

and gaping like a fool

Gkan.vam, grandam
Grass, (?) grease, fat

Grateful, agreeable, welcome
Gratify, give tlianUs to

Gratitude, gratuity
Gratulate, welcome, congratulate
Gravity, dignity
Gray, badger
Grice, cub

Grief, grievance
Gripe, vulture, griffin
Gripf's egg, ve^el in shape of

Gkoat, fourpcace
Grogkan, coarse stuB made of silk and

mohair, or of coarse silk

Groom-porter, oihcer in the royal house-
bold

Grope, hauille, probe
Ground, pit (hence

"
grounded judg-

ments ")

Guard, caution, heed

I

Guard ANT, heraldic teira : turning the head
I only

_

GriLDER, Dutch coin worth about 4J.
I GtJLEs. gullet, throat; heraldic term for red
i Gull, simpleton, dupe
Gust, taste

Had nab, by, on, chance

Habergeon, coat of mail

Haggard, wild female hawk; hence coy,
I wild
I Halbfhd, combination of lance and batUe-

axe

Hall, "a — !" a cry to clear the room for
the dancers

j Handsel, first money taken

Hanger, loop or strap on a sword-belt from

I

which the sword was suspended
Hap, fortune, Inck

'

tiAi'PiLY, haply
HAPPINF.SS, appropriateness, fitness

i liAPPY, rich

i Harbour, track, trace (an animal) to its

I

shelter

I

Hard-favouRBD, harsh-featured
I Harpocrates, Horus the child, son of

I

Osiris, figured with a finger pointing to

his mouth, indicative of sUence

I Harrington, a patent was granted to Lord
H. for the coinage of tokens Iq.v.)

Harrot, herald
Harry Nicholas, founder of a community

called the
"
Family of Love "

Hay, net for catching rabbits, etc.

Hay! (Ital. hai!), you have it (a fencing
term)

Hay in his horn, ill tempered person
Hazard, game at dice; that which is staked

Head, "hrst —," young deer with antlers
hr5t sprouting; fig. a newly-ennobled
man

Headborough, constable
Hearken after, inquire;

"
hearken out,"

find, search out

Hearten, encourage
Heaven and Hell (" Alchemist "), names

of taverns

Hectic, fever

Hedge in, include

Helm, upper part of a retort

H.^r'ns^w, hernshaw, heron
HiERONiMO (JtRoNiMo), hcro of Kyd's"

Spanish Tragedy
"

Hobby, nag
HoBBV-HOKSE, imitation horse ol some light

material, fastened round the waist of the

morrice-dancer, who imitated the move-
ments of a skittish horse

HODIlY-DODDY, fool

HoiDEN, hoyden, formerly a()plied to both
sexes (ancient term for leveret ? Gi'iord)

Holland, name of two famous chemists
Hone and honero, wailing expressions of

lament or discontent

Hood-wink'd, blindfolded

Horary, hourly
Horn-mad, staik mad (quibble)
HoKN-TnrMB, rut-purses were in the habit

of wearing a horn shield on the thumb
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HoR9P-9REA3-EATr!*o, boTSOs v.ere ouea

led OD coarse bread
HoKSs couKSER, horse-dealer

HojriTAi., Christ's Hosp.ial
HowLECi.AS, Eulenspiegel. the hero oJ a

popular German tale which relates his

buffooneries and knavish tricks

HiFF, hectoring, arrogaiice
Huip IT, swaeeci
Hi;i6!iER (Fr. iitiissifr), usher

Hull, beer and spirits mixed together
HuMANiTiAN, humanist, scholar

Humorous, capricious, moody, out of

humour; moist

Humour, a word used in and out of se.ison

in the time of c>liiikespeaie and Beu Jon-
son, and ridiculed by both

HuMoup.a, manners
HuMPHKEY, Duke, those who were dinner-

less spcot the dinner hour in a part of

St. Paul's where stood a monuuient, said

to be that of the duke's; hence "
diue

with Duke Humphrey," to go hungry
HuRTLtss, harmless

Idle, usclejs, unpro&table
Ill-affecikd, ill-disposed

Ill-habited, unhealthy
IlluStratk., illunjinate

Imbibition, saturation, steeping
Imbrocaia, ieucmg term: a thrust In tierce

Impair, impairment
iMf ART, give money
Ihparter, a^iy one ready to be cheated and

to part vtith his money
Impeach, damage
IMPERTlNE^•c^ES, iiTelevancies

Impertine.vt(ly), irTelevant(ly), without
reason or purpose

Imposition, duty imposed by
Impotently, beyoud power of control

Imfff.ss, money in advance

Impi;i8ion, incitement
In and i«, a game played by two or three

persons with four dice

Incense, incite, SLir up
Inceration, act of covering with waz; or

reducirig a substance to softness of wax
Inxii,

'
to their —es," according to their

stature, capabilities

Inch-fin, sweet-bread

Inconvenikklz, inconsistency, absurdity
Incony, delicate, rare (used as a term of

afiection)

Incudes, incubus

IvcuBui, evil spirit that oppresses us in

sleep, nightmare
Incuriciw, unfastidious, uncritici'

Indent, enter into engagement
Indifferbkt, tolerable, p..ssable

Indicebted, shapeless, chaotic

Induce, introduce

Indue, supply
Inexorable, relentless

Infakted, born, produced
Inflame, augment charge
Ingkniols, used indiscriminately fot in-

genuoui; mteUigent, talented

iNGENUiiY, ingenucu.-.oe&s

Ingenuous, generous
Ingine. See Engin
Inginer, engineer. {See Enginer)
Ingle, or Engule, bosom friend, intimate.
minion

Inhabitable, uninhabitable

Injury, insult, afiront

In-mate, resident, indwelling
Innate, natural

Innocent, simpleton
Inquest, jury, or other official body of

inquir>'

Inquisition, inquiry
Instant, immediate

Instrument, legal document
Insure, assure

Integrate, complete, perfect
Intelligence, secret information, news
Intf.nd, note carefully, attend, give ear to,

be occupied with

Intendment, intention

Intent, intention, wish

Intention, concentration of attention 01

gaze
Intentive, attentive

Ikterkssed, implicated
Intrude, bring in forcibly r.j without

leave

Invincibly, invisibly

Inward, intimate
Ihpb (uncertain),

"
a fantastic grimace, or

contortion of the body
"

(Gillord)

Jack, Jack o' the clock, automaton figure
that strikes the bom; Jack-a-lent,
puppet tlu-ovvn at in Lent

Jack, key of a virginal

Jacob's siajf, au instrument for taking
altitudes and distances

Jade, befool

Jealo'oSY, Jealous, stispicion, suspicious
jEKXiNG, lashing

Jew's trump, Jew's harp
Jig, merry ballad or tune; a fancif>il dia-

logue or lij;l;t exjmic act introduced at the

end or durmg nv. interlude of a play
Joined (Joint) -stool, folding stool

JoLL, jowl
JoLTHKAD, blockhead

Jump, agree, tally

Just year, no one was capable of the

consulship until he was forty-three

Kill, cocoon

Kelly, an alchemist

Kemb, comb
Kemia, vessel for distiUatioa

Ml BE, chap, sore

Kilderkin, small barrel

Kill, kiln

Kind, nature; species;
" do one's — ," act

according to or.e's nature

Kirtle, woman's gown of jacket and petti-
coat

Kiss or drink afore me,
"

this is a

familiar expression, employed when what
the speaker is just about to say is anti

ciriated by another
"

(Gifford)
Kii. fidtUe
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Knack, aaap, click

Kkipper-doling, a well-known Anabaptist
Khitting cup, marriage cup
Knocking, striking, weighty
Knot, company, band; a sandpiper, or

robin suipe {Tringa c/jnutus) ;
fiower-bed

laid out in fanciful design
KuRSiNED, KYRaiN, christened

Laboured, wrought with labour and care

Lade, load{ed)
Lading, load

Laid, plotted
LANCE-hMiGHT (Lanxkneclti), a German
mercenary foot-soldier

Lap, fold

Lar, household god
Lard, garnish
Large, abundant
Lari M, alarum, call to arms

Lattice, tavern windows were furnished

with lattices of various colours

Launder, to wash gold in a(fua regia, so as

imperceptibly to extract some of it

Lave, ladle, bale

Law,
"
give
—

," give a start (term of

chase)
Laxative, loose

Lav aboard, run alongside generally with

intent to board

Leaguer, siege, or camp of besieging army
Leasing, lying
Leave, leave ofi, desist

Leer, leerins, or "empty, hence, perhaps,
leer horse, a horse without a rider; leer is

an adjective meaning uncontrolled, hence
'
leer drunkards

' "
(HaUiwell) ; according

to Nares, a leer (empty) horse meant also

a led horse; leeward, left

Leesi;, lose

Legs,
" make —," do obeisance

Leiger, resident representative

Leigerity, legerdemain
Lemma, subject proposed, or title of the

epigram
Lenter, slower

Let, hinder

Let, hindrance
Level coil, a rough game ... in which
one hunted another from his seat. Hence
used for aay noisy riot (Halliwell)

Lewd, ignor.int

Lfysialls, receptacles of filth

Liberal, ample
LiEGKR, ledger, register

Lift(ing), steal(ing); theft

Lk.ht, alight

Lightly, commonly, usually, often

Like, please
Likely, agreeable, pleasing
Limb-hound, leash-, bloodhound
LiMMER, vile, worthless

Lin, leave ofi

Line,
"
by — ," by rule

Linstock, staff to stick in the erround, with

forked head to hold a lightrd match for

firing cannon

Liquid, clear

U:tT, liitcu, hark; like, please

LrvERY, legal terni, delivery of the posses-

sion, etc.

Logget, small log, stick

Loose, solution; upshot, issue; release

of an arrow

Lose, give over, desist from; waste

LouTiNG, bowing, cringing

Luculent, bright of beauty
Ludgathians, dealers on Ludgate Hill

Lurch, rob, cheat

Lute, to close a vessel with some kind of

cement

Mack, unmeaning expletive
Madge-howt-et or owl, barn-owl

Maim, hurt, injury
Main, chief concern (used as a quibble on

heraldic term for
" hand ")

Mainprise, becoming surety for a prisonei
so as to procure his release

Maintenance, giving aid, or abetting
Make, mate
Make, .Made, acquaint with business, pre-

pare(d), instruct(ed)

Mallanders, disease of horses
Malt horse, dray horse

Mammet, puppet
Mammoth REPT, spoiled child

Manage, control (term used for breaking-in

horses); handling, administration

.^fANGO, slave-dealer

Mangonise, pohsh up for sale

Maniples, bundles, handfuls

Mankind, mascuhne, Uke a virago
M.'iNKiND, humanity
Maple face, spotted face (N.E.D.)
Marchpane, a confection of almonds,

.sugar, etc.

Mark,
"

fly to the —,"
"
generally said of a

goshawk when, having
'

put in
'

a covey
of partridges, she takes stand, marking
Che spot where they disappeared fron.

view until the falconer arrives to put
tliem out to her

"
(Harting, Bibl. Accip,

Gloss. 226)
Marle, marvel
.Marrow BONE man, one often on his knees

for prayer
Marry ! exclamation derived from the

\'irgin's name
Marry Gip,

"
probably originated from

By Mary Gipcyi=:St. Mary of Egypt'
(N.E.D.)

Martagan, Turk's cap lily

Maryhinchco, stringhalt

Masoreth, Masora, correct form of the

scriptural text acconiing to Hebrew
trarjitiou

Mass, abb. for master

M.^UND, beg
Mauther. Kirl, maid
Mean, moderation

Measure, dance, more especially a stately
one

Meat,
"
carry — in one's month," be a

source of money or entertainment

Meath, lUftheglin
Mechanical, belonging to mechanics;
mean, vulgar
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Mediterraneo, middle aisle of St. Paul's,
a general resort for business atid ainu^e
ment

Meet with, even with

Mklicotton, a late kuid of peati
Mknstrue, solveat

Mercat, market
Merd, excrement
Mere, undiluted; absolute, unmitigated
Mess, party of four

Metheglin, fennented liquor, of whicb one

ingredient was honey
Metoposcopv, study of physiog^nomy
Middling gossip, go-betwt-cn
MiGNiARD, dainty, delicate

Mile-end, training-ground ot the city

Mine-men, sappers
iViNioN, form of cannon
MsNSiTivE, (?) mincing, aSccted (N.E.D.)
Miscellany madam,

"
a female trader

in miscellaneous articles; a dealer in

trinkets or ortiainents of various lands,
such as kept shops in the New Ex-

change
"

(Nares)
MiS-ELLiNB, mixed grain; medley
MiscoNCEiT, misconception
MiSFRisE, MisiRisioN, mistake, •misunder-

standing
Mistake away, Ciury away as if by mistake

MiTHRiDATE, an antidote against poison
MocciNiGo, small Venetian coin, worth

about ninepence
Modern, in the mode; ordinary, common-

place
Moment, force or influe.jce of value

Montanto, upward stroke
Month's mini>, violent desire

Moorish, like a moor or waste

Morglay, sword of Bevis of Southampton
Morrice-dance, dances ou Way Day, elc,

in which certain personages were repre-
sented

Mortality, death

Mort-mal, old sore, gangrene
MoscAuiNO, confection flavoured with musk
Mother, Hysterica passio
Motion, proposal, request; puppet, puppet-
show

;

" one of tlie tmaU figures on the
face of a large clock which was moved
by the vibration of the pendulum

"

(Whaliey)
Motion, suggest, propose
Motley, parti-colixired dress of a fool;

hence used to signify pertaining to, or

like, a fool

Motte, motto
MoiRNiVAL, set of four aces or court cards

in a hand; a quartette
Mow, setord hay or sheaves of grain
Much! expressive of irony aud incredulity
MiiCKiNDKR, handkerchief

Mule,
" bom to ride on — ," judges or ser-

jeants-at-law formerly nvdc on mules
V. hen goinK in state to Westnilnstfj

iWhalley)
MuLLfTS, small pincers
MuM-cHANCK, game of chance, played in

silence

MtjN, n.ust

Murey, dark crimson red

iMlSCOVY-GLASS, uuca
Ml SE, wonder
Musical, in harmony
Muss, mouse; scramble

Myrobolane, fort'ign conserve,

plum, brought from the Indies
'

Mystery, art, trade, profession

(^35

a diied

Nail,
"
to the — "

(a,! unguent), to perfec-
tion, to the very utmost

Native, natural

Neat, cattle

Neat, smartly apparelled; unmixed;
dainty

Neatly, neatly finished

Neatness, elegance
Neis, nose, scent
Netif (Neaf, Neif), fist

Necft, newt
Niaise, foolish, inexperienced person
Nice, fastidious, trivial, finical, scrupu-

lous

NicENfss, fastidiousness

Nick, exact amount; right moment; "set
in the — ," meaning uncertain

Nick, suit, fit; hit, seize the right moment,
etc., exactly hit on, hit off

Noble, gold coin worth 6s. 8d.

Nocent, harmful

Nil, not will

Noise, company of musicians

Nomentack, au Indian chief from Virginia

I
KcNES, nonce

Notable, egregious

I

Note, sign, token

I Nought,
" be —," go to the devil, b«

hanged, etc.

Nowt-head, blockhead

Number, rhythm
Nlpson, oaf, simpleton

Oade, woad
Obarni, preparation of mead
Object, oppose; expose; interp'rse

: Oblatrant, barking, railing

I

Obnoxious, hable, exposed; oiiensive

j

Observance, homage, devoted service

Observant, attentive, obsequious
OiSERVE, show deference, respect
Observer, one who shows deference, or

waits upon another

Obstancy, legal phrase,
"

jtiridical opposi-
tion

"

OEsrREPERous, clamorous, vociferous

Olstupefact, stupefied
Odlinc, (?)

" must have some relation to

tricking and cheating
"

(Nares)
Ominous, deadly, fatal

Once, at once; for good and all; used also
for additional emphasis

Only, pre-eminent, special
Open, n^ake public; expound
Oppilation, obstruction

Oppone, oppose
Opposite, antagonist
Oppress, suppress
Okiginous, native

Ort, remnant, scrap
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Out,

"
to be —," to have lorgoUen one's

pait; not at one with each other

Outcry, sale by auction

OuTEBcuiDANCE, arrogaiice, presumption
OuiSPEAK, speak more than

OvuRPARTKo, given too difficult a part to

play
OwLSPiEGKL. See Howleglass
Oyez! (O vi.s!), hear ye! call of the public

ctier when about to make a proclamation

Packing penny,
"
give a—," dismiss, send

packing
Pad, highway
PAD-iiOKSii, road-liorse

PAiNiiB (Paned) si-oi's, full brecchcs made
of strips of difterenl colour and material

Painful, diligent, painstalung
Paixt, blush

pALiNoni-:, ode of recantation

Pall, weaken, dim, make stjie

Palm, triumph
Pan, skirt of dress or coat

Pannel, pad, or rough kind of saddle

Pannier-ally, inhaoited by tripe-sellers

PANNiiiK-MAN, hawker; a man employed
about the inns of court to bring in provi-
sions, set the table, etc.

Pantofle, indoor slioe, slipper

Paraukntos, dne trappings
Parano.m.^sie, a play upon words
Parantoky, (?) peremptory
Parcel, particle, fragmeut (used con-

temptuously) ;
article

Parcel, part, partly
Parcel-poet, poetaster
Parerga, subordinate matters

Pargbt, to piiiut or plaster_ihe face

Parlk, parley
Parlol'3, clever, shrewd

Part, apportion
Partake, participate in

Parted, eiuiowed, talented

Particular, individual person
Partizan, kind of halberd

Partrich, partridge
Parts, qualities, endowments
PaSh, dash, smash
Pass, wire, trouble oneself

Passadu, fencing term: a thrust

Passage, game at dice

Passingly, exceedingly
Passion, effect caused by extern.U agency
Passion,

"
in — ," in so melancholy a tone,

so pathetic ally

Patoun, (?) It. paton, pellet of dough;
perhaps the

"
mouldinc; of the tobacco . . .

for the pipe" (Gilford); (?) variant of

Petun, South American name of tobacco

Patrico, the recorder, priest, orator of

strolling beggars or gipsies

Paiten, shoe with wooden sole;
"
go — ,"

keep step with, accompany
Paucx vekha, tew words
Pavin, a stalely dance

Peace,
"
with my master's —," by leave,

favour

Peculiar, individu.U, single

Pedant, teacher of the languai^e*

Peel, bilker's shovel

Peep, speak in a sinall or shrill voice

PEEV!Sa(LY), foohsli(ly), capricious(ly);
chadisli(ly)

Pelican, a retort fitted with tube or tubes,
for continuous distillation

Pencil, small tuft of hair

Perdue, soldier accustomed to hazardous
service

PEREMProny, resolute, bold; imperious;
thorough, utter, absolute(ly)

Perimeter, circuinfereuce of a figure
Period, limit, end
Perk, perk up
Perpetuana,

"
this seems to be that

glossy kind of stuff now called cfirlasting,
and anciently worn by Serjeants and
otlier city oliirers

"
(Gifford)

Perspective, a view, scene or scenery; an

optical device which gave a distortion to

the picture unless seen from a particuLir
point; a relief, modelled to produce an
optical illusion

Pkrspicil, optic glass

Pei.stringe, criticise, censure

Peksuadl, inculcate, commend
Perswat, mitigate
Plrtinacy, pertinacity
Pestling, pounding, pulverising, like a

pestle

PfiTASuS, broad-brimmed hat or winged cap
worn by Mercury

Petitionary, supplicatory
PcTROXEL, a kind of carbine or light gun

carried by horsemen
Petulant, pert, insolent
Phere. See Fere

Phlkgma, watery distilled liquor (old chem.
"
water ")

Phrenetic, madman
Picardil, still upright coUar fastened on

to the coat (VVhalley)

Pickt-hatch, disreputable quarter of

London
Piece, person, used for wornan or girl; a

gold coiu worth in Jonson's time 20s. or
225.

Pieces op eight, Spanish coin: piastre

equal to eight reals

Pied, variegated
PlB-rouDRt9 (Fr. pied-poudrcux, dusty-

foot), court held at fairs to administer

justice to itinnraut vendors and buyers
Pilcher, term of contempt; one who wore

a buff or leather jerkin, as did the Ser-

jeants of the counter; a pilferer

Piled, pilled, peeled, bald

Pill'd, polled, fleeced

PiMLico,
" sometimes spoken of as a person—perhaps master of a house famous for

a particukir ale
"

(Gillord)

Pine, afflict, distress

Pink, stab with a weapon; pierce or cut in

scallops for ornament
Pinnace, a go-between in iufamous sens«

Pismire, ant

PisroLET, gold coin, worth about 6s.

Pitch, heiglit of a bird of prey's flight

Plague, pumshment, tonnent
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Plain, lamenl
E^LAiN SJNG, simple melody
PLAtii., plaice

Planet,
"
struck with a — ," planets were

supposed to have powers of blasting or

exercising seciet influeuces

Plaij8!Blk, pleasing
Plai'Sibly, approvingly
Plot, plan
Ply, apply oneseli to

PoESiB, posy, motto inside a ring
Point in his device, exact in every

particular
Points, tagged laces or cords for fastening

the breeches to the doublet
PoiNT-TKi BSER, one who tniased (tied) his

master's points (q.v.)

Poise, weigh, balance

PoKiNG-STiCK, stick ussd for setting the

plaits of nifls

Politic, politician

Politic, judicious, prudent, political

Politician, plotter, intriguer

Poll, strip, plunder, gain by extortion

Pomander, ball of perfume, worn or hung
about the person to prevent infection, or

for foppery
PoMMADo, vaulting on a horse without the

aid of stirrups

Pontic, sour

Popular, vulgar, of the populace
Populous, numerous
Port, gate; print of a deer's foot

Port, transport
Pobtaguk, Portuguese gold coin, worth

over £3 or f4
Portcullis,

" — of coin," some old coins

have a portcullis stamped on their

reverse (Whalley)
Portent, marvel, prodifry : sinister omen
Portentous, prophesying evil, threaten-

ing
Porter, references appear

"
to allude to

Parsons, the king's porter, who was . . .

near seven feet high
"

fWhalley)
Possess, inform, acquaint
Post and Pair, a game at cards

Posy, motto. {See Poesie)

PoTCH, poach
Poult-foot, club-foot

Pounce, cJlaw, talon

Practice, intrigue, concerted plot

Practise, plot, conspire
Pragmatic, an expert, agent
Pragmatic, officious, conceited, meddling
Precedent, record of proceedings
Precept, warrant, summons
Precisian(ism), Puritan(i6m), precissutss
Prefer, reco.mmend
Prkshnce, presence chamber
Pre8ent(ly), immediate(ly), without

delay; at the present time; actually
Press, force into service

Prf«t, ready
Pretend, assert, allege

Prevent, anticipate
Prick, worth, excellence

Prick, point, dot used in the writing of

He'orew aijd other languages

Prick, prick out, mark ofi, select; trar«

track;
"— away," make off with speed

Pruif.ro, game of cards

Priscox, perl boy
Print,

"
in — ," to the letter, exactly

Pristinate, former

Private, private interests

Private, privy, intimate

PKocLm!, prone to

Prodigious, monstrous, unnatural

Prodigy, monster

Produced, prolonged
Proi'kss. pretend
Pkoiuction, the throwing of the

"
powdrrr

of projoction
" into the crucible to turn

the melted metal into gold 01 silver

Prolate, pronounce drawlingly
Proper, of good appearance, handsome;

o'\n, particular
Properties, stage necessaries

Property, duty; tool

Prorumpkd, burst out

Protest, vow, proclaim (an affected word
of that time); formally declare non pay-
ment, etc., of bill of exchange; fig.

faiiure of personal credit, etc.

Provant, soldier's allowance— hence, of

common raalce

Provide, foresee

Providence, foresight, prudence
Publication, making a thing public or

common property (N.E.D.)
PucKFisr, puff-hall; insipid, insignificant,

boasting fellow

PuPF-wiNG, shoulder puff

Puisne, judge of inferior ranlf, a junior

Pulchritudk, beauty
Pump, shoe

Pungent, piercing
PuNTo, point, hit

PuRCBPT, precept, warrant

Pure, fine, capital, excellent

Purely, perfectly, utterly
Purl, pleat or fold of a rufl

Purse-net, net of which the mouth is

drawn together with a string

Pursuivant, state messenger who sum
moned the persecuted seminaries; war-
rant officer

Pursy, Pursiness, shortwinded(ness)
Put, make a push, exert yourself (N,EX),I
Put off, excuse, shift

Put OK, incite, encourage; proceed with,
take in hand, try

Quacksalver, quack
Quaint, elegant, elaborated, ingenious,

clever

QuAR, quarry
Quarried, seized, or fed upon, as prey
Quean, hussy, jade
Queasy, hazardous, delicate

Quell, lull, destroy
Quest, request; inquiry
Question, decision by force of arms
Questman, one appointed to make official

inquiry
QuiB, QuiBLiN, quibble, quip
QvicR, the living
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QuiDDiT, quiddity, legal subtlety
Quirk, clever turn or trick

Quit, requite, repay; acquit, absolve; rid;

forsake, leave

Qt'iTTBR-BONC, disease of liorses

QuoDLiNo, codling

8U01T,
throw like a quoit, chuck

uoTE, take note, observe, write down

Rack, neck of mutton or pork (Halliwell)
Rake up, cover over

Ramp, rear, as a lion, etc
Rapt, carry away
Rapt, enraptured
RaS'~al, young or inferior deer

Rasu, strike with a glancing oblique blow,
as a boar with its tusk

RaiSby, Gomaliel, a famous highwayman
Raven, devour
Reach, understand
Real, regal
Rebatu, ruff, turned-down collar

Rector, Rectrkss, director, governor
Redargue, confaie

Reduce, bring back
Reed, rede, counsel, advice

Reel, run riot

Repel, refute

Rf.foh MADGE*, disgraced or dishandfid
scildiers

Regiment, government
Regression, return
Regular (" Tale of a Tub "), regular noun

(quibble) (N.E.D.)
Religion,

" make — of," make a point of,

scruple of

Relish, savoinr

Remnant, scrap of quotation
Kemora, species of fish

Rrnder, depict, exhibit, show
Repair, reinstate

Repetition, recital, narratiou

Rerehouse, bat

RfS'ant, resident

RtSiDENCK, sediment

Resolution, judgment, decision

Resolve, inform; assure; prepare, make
up one's mind; dissolve; c<^me to a deci-

sion, be convinced; relax, set at eam
Respective, worthy of respect; regardful,

discriminative

RhSt'ECTiVELV, With reverence

Rbspectless, regardless
Res-ire, eihale; inhale

RKSfONSiBLE, correspondent
Ui.sr, inusket-rest

Ktsr,
"
set up one's —," venture one's all,

uiie's last stake (from game of primero)
KtST, arrest

KtsrivK, Rkstv, dull, inactive

Retchifssini ss), reckless(uess)

Kktire, cause to retire

Ketricato, fencing terra

Rfirikvk, rediscovery of game once spning
Returns, ventures sent abroad, for tht-

safe return of which so much money is

received

Rkverberatk, dissolve or blend by re-

flected beat

Keveisl, Reve-^so, back-banded thnisl,

etc., ia fencing
Revise, reconsider a sentence

Rheum, spleeu, caprice
R1BIHE, abusive term for an old woman
Rid, destroy, do away with

Rifling, raffling, dicing
Ring,

"
cracked within the — ," coins so

cracked were uuht for currency
RissK, risen, rose

RivELLED, wrinkled

Roarer, swaggerer
Rochet, fish of the gurnet kind
Rock, distaff

RoDOMONTADO, braggadocio
Rogue, vagrant, vagabond
RoNDEL,

"
a round mark in the score of a

public-house" (Nares); roundel

Rook, sharper; fool, dupe
I Rosaker, similar to ratsbane
! Rosa Suns, a spiced spirituous liquor
I Roses, rosettes

Round,
"
gentlemen of the —," officers of

inferior rank
Round trunks, trunk hose, short loose

breeches reaching almost or quite to the
knees

Rouse, carouse, bumper
Rover, arrow used for shooting at a random
mark at imcei tain distance

RowLY-POWLY, roly-poly
Rude, Rudeness, unpolished, nH!gh(ness),

coarse(ness)

Ruffle, flaunt, swagger
Rug, coarse frieze

Rug-gowns, gown made of rug
Rush, reference to rushes with which the

floors were then strewn

Rusher, one who strewed the floor with
rushes

Russet, homespun cloth of neutral or

reddish-brown colour

Sack, loose, flowinc gown
Sadly, seriously, with gravity
Sad(ness), sober, serious(ness)

Sakfi, bailiffs

St. Thomas X Waterings, place in Surrey
where criminals were executed

Saker, small piece of ordnance

Salt, leap
Salt, lascivious

Sampsuchine, sweet marjoram
Saraband, a slow dance
Saturnals, began December 17

Saucinfss, presumption, insolence

Saucy, bold, impudent, wanton
Sauna (Lat.), a gesture of contempt
Savour, perceive; gratify, please; to par

take of the nature

Say, sample
Say, assay, try

Scald, word of contempt, implying dirt and
disease

'

ScALLioN, shalot, small onion

Scanderbac,
" name which the Turks (to

allusion to Alexander the Gre.it) gave to

the brave Castriot, chief of Albania, with
whom they had <-ontii!ual wars. His
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romantic life had just been translated

"

(Giflord)

Scape, escape
Scarab, beetle

ScARToccio, fold of paper, cover, cartoucb,

cartridge
ScoNXE, head

ScoFB, aim
Scot amd lot, tax, contribution (formerly

a parish assessraent)

ScoTOUY, dizziness in the head
Scour, purge
ScouRSS, deal, swap
Scratches, disease of horses

ScROYXH, mean, rascally fellow

Scruple, doubt
Seal, put hand to the giving up of properly

or riguts

Sbalsd, stamped as genuine
Seam-rent, ragged
Seaming laces, insertion or edging
Sear up, dose by searing, burning
Searced, silted

Secretary, able to keep a secret

Secular, worldly, ordinary, conomoaplace
Secure, confident

Seelie, happy, blest

Seisin, legaJ term: possession
Sellary, lewd person
Sbmblably, sumlarly
SBMiNAt;Y, a Komish priest educated in a

foreign seminary
Senseless, insensible, without geose or feel

ing
Sensibly, perceptibly
Sb.nsivk. sensitive

Sensual, i)ertaining to the physical or

material

Serene, harmful dew of evening
Skricov, red tincture

Servant, lover

Services, doughty deeds of arms
Sesterce, Roman copper coin

Set, stake, wager
Set up, dnll

Sets, deep plaits of the ruff

Sewer, oflicer who served up the feabt, and

brought water for the hands of the

guests
Shape, a suit by way of disguise

Shift, fraud, dodge
Shiwer, cheat

Shittle, shuttle;
"
shittle-cock," shuttle-

cock

SiioT, taveni reckoiiiug

Shot-clog, one oiiiy tolerated because he

paid the shot (reckoning) for the rest

Shot-free, scot-free, not having to pay
Shove-groat, low kind of gambling amuse-

ment, perhaps somewhat of the nature of

pitch and toss

Shot-sharks, rtrawefb

Shrewd, niis-chiovous, inaUcious, curst

Shrewdly, keenly, in a high degree
Shrive, sheritl; posts were set up before

his door for proclamatioos, or to indicate

his residence

Shrovinc, Shrovetide, season of merriiiieiil

SiciLLA, seal, mark

Silencbd brbthkbn, ministers, those of

the Church or Nonconformists who had
been silenced, deprived, etc

SiLLT, simple, harinless

Simple, silly, witless; plain, true

Simples, herbs

Single, term of chase, signifying when the
hunted stag is separated from the herd, or

forced to break covert

Single, weak, silly

Single-money, small change
Singular, unique, supreme
Si-QUiS, bill, advertisement

Skeldring, getting money under fal>e

pretences ; swindling
Skill,

"
it —s not," matters not

Skink(er), pour, draw(er), tapster
Skirt, tail

Slbfk, smooth
Slice, hre shovel or pan (dial.)

Slick, sleek, smooth
'Slid, 'Slight, 'Sprecious, irreverent oaths

Slight, sleight, cunniLi:i;, cleverness; trick

Slip, counterfeit coin, bastard

Slippery, polished and shining
Slops, large loose breeches

Slot, print of a stag's foot

Slur, put a slur on ; cheat (by sliding a die

in some way)
Smelt, gull, simpleton
Snorle,

"
per'naps snarl, as Puppy is ad

dressed
"
(Cnnuingham)

Snotterie, hlih

Snufk, auger, resentment;
" take iu — ,"

take ofience at

Snukkers, small open silver dishes for hold-

ing snuff, or receptacle for placing
scuSers in (HaUivtell)

Sock, shoe worn by comic actois

Sod, seethe

Soggy, soaked, sodden

Soil,
"
take— ," said of a hunteci stag when

he takes to the water for safety
Sol, sou

S0LDADOE8, soldiers

Solicit, rouse, excite to action

Sooth, flattery, cajolery
Soothe, daiter, humour
SoPHisriCATE, adulterate

Sort, company, party; rank, degree
Sort, suit, fit; select

Souse, ear

Soused (" Devil is an Ass "), fol. read
"
sou't," which Dyce interprets as

"
n

variety of the spelling of shu'd : to shu is

to scare a bird away." (S« his Webster,

P- 350)
Sowtkr, cobbler

Spacyrica, chemistry according to the

teachings of Paracelsus

Spar, bar

Speak, make known, proclaim
Speculation, power of sight
Sped, to have fared well, prospered
Spercb, specif^

i
Spight, anger, rancour

]

Spinnek, spider

I

Spinstry, lewd person
Spittle, hospiiai, la^ar-liousr
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Splken, considered the seat of the emottoas

Spl!£ej<, caprice, humour, mood
Sprunt, spruce
Spurcb, foarii

Spur-ryai., gold coin worth 15*.

SQUIRE, square, measure;
"
by the —,"

exactly
Staggering, wavering, hesitating

Stain, disparagement, disgrace

Stale, decoy, or cover, stalking-horse
Stale, make clieap, common
Stalk, appronch stealthily or under cover

Stall, forestall

Standard, suit

Staple, market, fmporium
Siark, downright
Starting-hole«, loopholes of escape
State, dignity; canopied chair of state;

estate

Statuui.nats, support vines by poles or

stakes; used by Pliny (Giflord)

Stay, gag
Stay, await; detain

Stickler, second or 'impire

STiGMATiiE, mark, tirand

Still, continual(ly), coustant(ly)

Stimkaxo, stinking fellow

Stint, stop
Stiptic, astringent
Stoccat\, thrust in fencing
Stock- FiSH, salted aad dried fish

Stomach, pride, valour

Stomach, resent

Stoop, swoop down aj a hawk
Stop, 511, stuff

Stopple, stopper
SroTE, stoat, weaiel

Sioup, stoop, swoopz=:bow
Straight, straightway
Strauazoum (Ital. iiramatsone], * down

blow, as opposed to the thrust

Strange, like a stranger, unfamiliar

Strangeness, distance of behaviour

Strkighi*, or Bermudas, labyrinth of

alleys and cdats in the Strand

Striconium, Grau in Hungary, taken from
the Turks in 1597

Strike, balanc* (accounts)

Stringhalt, disease of horses

Stkoker, smoother, flatterer

Strook, p.p. of
"
strike

"

&TRUM.MEL-PATCHKD, strummcl is glossed
in dialect diets, as

"
a long, loose and

disiieveUed head of hair "

STrniis, studious eflorts

Style, title: pointed instrument used for

writing on wax tablets

Subtle, fine, delicate, thin; smooth, soft

Subtlety (Subtility), sul>tle device

Suburb, connecteti with loose living

Succun/E, demons in form of women
Suck, extract money from

SupniRANCE, suffering

SuMMKD, term of falconry, with full-grown

plumage
SuPER-NEGULUM, topers fumed the cup

bottom up when it was empty
SuPEKsriTioi*, over-scrupulous
Supple, to make pliant

SuRBATS, niike sore with walking
SuRCKAtB, cea^e

SuR-REVERENCK, save youT reverence

SuRviSE, peruse
Su$cirADiLiTY, excitability

Suspect, suspicion
Suspend, suspect

[
Suspended, held over for the present

; Sutler, victualler

SwAD, down, boor
Swath bands, swaddling clothes

Swings, beat

Taberd, emblazoned mantle or tunic worn

by knights and heralds

Table(»),
"

pair of — ," tablets, note-book

Tabor, small drum
Tabret, tabor

Taffeta, silk;
"

tuft-tafileta," a more costly
silken fabric

Taiht,
"— a staff," break a lance at tilting

in an unscientific or dishonour.-ible

manner
Take in, capture, subdue
Take he with you, let me understand

you
Take up, obtain on credit, borrow

Talent, sum or weight of Greek currency

T.<ll, stout, brave

Tankard-beareks, men employed to fetch

water from the conduits

Taklkton. celebrated comedian and jester

Tartarous, like a Tartar

Tavern-token,
"

to swallon a —," get
drunk

Tell, count

Tell-troth, truth -teller

Temper, modify, soften

Tender, show regard, rare for cherish;
raajiifest

Tent,
" take —," take l.eed

Tkrs* , swept and polished
Tertia,

"
th.it portion of an army levied

out of one particular district or division

of a country
"

(Gitloid)

Teston, tester, coin worth 6d.

Thirdborouch, constable

Thread, quality
Threaves, droves

Three-parthincs, piece of silver current

under Elizabeth

Three-piled, of finest quality, exag-

gerated
Thriftily, carefully

Thrums, ends ot the weaver's warp; coarse

yam made from

Thumb-ring, familiar spirits were supposed
capable of being carried about in various
ornaments or pau-ts of dress

Tibicink, player on the tibia, or pipe
Tick-tack, game similar to backgammon
Tightly, promptly
Tiu, (?) expressive of a eliniax of nonentity
TiMELtss, untimely, unseasonable

Tincture, an essenti.-'l or spiritual principle

supposed by alchemists to be translu^ible

into material things; in imparted char
acteristic or len':l'r,..y

Tink, tinkle
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TifPET,

"
turn — ," dbange behaviour or

way o( life

TirsfAFF, itafl tipped with mitai

Tire, head-dress

Tire., (eed ravenously, like a bird of prey
TlTiLLATioN, that which tickles the senses,

as a perhjm*
Tod, fox

Toiled, worn out, harassed

Token, piece of base metal used in place of

very small coin, when this was scarce

Tonnfi fl. nostrils

Top,
"
palish

—
," large top tepi in villages

for amusement and exercise in frosty
weather when people were out of work

ToTKR, tooter, player <>a a wind iu5trument

Toi'SK, pull, rend

Toward, docile, apt; ou the way to; as

regards; present, at hand
Toy, whim; trick; term 01 contempt
Tract, attraction

Trai>;, aUure, entice

Transitory, transmittable

TfanBlaie, transform

Trav-irip, game at dice (succecs depended
on throwing a three) (N'ares)

r!!EACHOUK (Tuscher), traitor

Treen, wooden
Trencher, serving-man who carved or

iervfd food

Irehdletaii., tnmdle-taii, cuily-taiied
Trick (Tricking), term of heraldry: to

dfiw outline of coat oi arms, etc, with-

out bia7oning
Trig, a spruce, dandified man
Trill, Inckle

Trillidub, tripe, any worthless, trifling

thing
Tripoly,

"
f/jme from — ," able to per-

form feats of agility, a
"

jest nominal,"
depending on the first part of the word
(Giflord)

Trite, worn, shabby
Trivia, three faced goddess (Hecate)

Trojan-, familiar term for an equal or

inferior; thief

Troll, sing loudly
Tromp, trump, deceive

Trope, figure of speech
Trow, think, believe, wonder
Trowle, troil

Tro»v»ls, breeches, drawers

TsLXKMAN, interpreter

Trundle, Joh:*, well known printer

Trundle, roll, go rolling along
Trundling cheats, term among gipsies
and beggars for carta or coaches (Gifiord)

Trunk, speakiifg-tube
Tri ss, tie the tagged laces that fastened

ine breeches to the doublet

TuBiciNE, trumpeter
TijtKRT (Ital. toccato), introductory flourish

on the trumpet
Tuition, guardianship
Tumbler, a particular kind of dog so called

from the mo<ie of his hunting
TuMBKEL-3Lop, ioosc, baggy breeches

Tusr), excrement
Tu«K. Knasb the t^Kh (Centurv IHci.)

rwiRK, peep, twinkle
Twopenny room, gallery
TvRiNG-HousE, attiring-rooBi

Ulenspieoel. S« HcwlegUiss
Umbratiik, like or pertaining to a shadow
Umbkx, brown dye
Unbathd, unabated
Unborkd, (?) excessively bored

Uncarnate, not fieshly, or of flesh

Uncouth, strange, unusual

UNDERTAKtR,
"
One who Undertook by his

influence in the House of Commons to

carry things agreeably to his Majesty's
wishes "

(Whalley) ; one who become?

sxirety for

Us-EcfA^i unjust
Unexceptkd, no objccticm taken at

L'kf'sarko, unaflrigbted
Unhappily, unfortunately
Unicorn's horn, supposed antidote to

poison
Umkind(ly), unnaturaJ(ly)
Unmannbd, untamed (term in falasary)

VnQvn, undischarged
Unready, undressed

Unrudb, rude to an extreme

Unseasoned, unseasonable, unripe
U'Seeled, a hawk's eyes were "

seeled
"

by sewing the eyelids together with fine

thread

Untimely, unseasonably
Unvaluable, invaluable

Upbraid, make a matter of reproach
Upsee, heavy kind of Dutch beer (Halli

weO);
"— Dutch," in the Dutch fashion

Uptails all, refrain of a popular song
Urge, allege as accomplice, instigator
t ^SiiiN, Urchin, hedgehog
1 SE, interest on money; part of sermon

^:!ealing with the practical application of

doctrine

Use, be in the habit of, accustomed to;

put out to interest

Usquebaugh, whisky
USURJK, usury
Utter, put in circulation, make to pass

current; put forth (or sale

Vail, bow, do homage
Vaii.s, tips, gratuities
Vall. Set Vail

Vallits (Fr. vaiise), portmanteau, bag
VapoukiS) (n. and v.), used affectedly, like

"
humour," in many senses, often very

vaguely, and freely ridiculed by Jonson;
humour, disposition, whims, brag(ging),
hector(ing), etc

Varlet, bailiff, or serjean t-at-maoe

Vaut, vault
Veer (naut.), pay out

Vegetal, vegetable; person full of life and
vigour

Vellute, velvet
Velvet custard. Cf.

"
Taming of the

Shrew," iv. 3, 82, "custard cofFui,"
coffin being the raised crust over a pie

Vent, vend, sell; give outlet lo; scent
wi-if? np
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Vbno«, bout (fencing tena)
Verdugo (Span.), hangman, executioner

Verge,
"

in the —," within a certain dis-

tance of the court

Vex, agitate, torment

Vice, the bufioon of old moralities; some
kind of machinery for moving a puppet
(Gifiord)

ViR AND rbvie, to basaxd a ccitain ram,
and to cover it with a larger one

VmcKNT AGAINST YoRK, two hcralds-at

arms
Vindicate, avenge
ViRGB, wand, rod

Virginal, old form of piano
Virtue, valour

VivELY, in lifelike manner, Uvelily

Vizard, mask
Vogue, rumour, gossip

VoiCB, vote

Void, leave, quit
VoLARY, cage, aviary
Volley,

"
at —,"

"
o' the vol6e," at

random (from a term of tennis)

VoRLOPFS, furlough

Wadloe, keeper of the Devil Tavern, where

Jonson and his friends met in the Apollo
room (Whalley)

Waigut«, waits, night
of musical watchmen
form of

"
hautboys

"

Wanniox,
"
vengeance,'

Ward, a famous pirate

Ward, guard ui fencing

Watchst, pale, sky blue

Weal, wdfare

Weed, garment
Weft, waif

WEiGiita,
"
to the gold —,'

minute particular
Welkin, sky
Well-spoken, of fail speech

musicians,
" band

'

(Webster), or oH

"
plague

"
(Nares)

to every

Well-vornkd, turned and polished, as on a
wheel

\\'r:LT, hem, border of fur

VVh2r, whether

Whetstone, George, an author who Uved
1544 (?) to 1587 (?)

Whiff, a smoke, or drink;
"

takin;^ the—
," inhaling the tobacco smoke or some

such accomplishment
Which HIES, neighings, whinnyings
Whimsy, whim,

" humour "

Whiniling, (?) whining, weakly
Whii, (?) a mere jot

Whitkmeat, food made of milk or eggs
Wicked, bad, clumsy
Wicker, pliant, agile

Wilding, esp. fruit of wild apple or crab
tree (VVebster)

Wine, "I have the — for you," Prov.: 1

have the perquisites (of the office) which

you are to share (Cunningham)
WiNNY,

" same as old word tuonne, to stay
etc." (Whalley)

WiSK-woMAN, fortune teller

Wish, recommend
Wiss (Wl'SSk),

"
1 —," certainly, of a truth

Without, beyond
Witty, cunning, ingenious, clever

Wood, collection, lot

Woodcock, term of contempt
Woolsack (" — pies "), name of tavern

Wort, unfermented beer

Woundy, great, extreme

Wreak, revenge
Wrought, wrought upon
WussE, interjection. (See Wiss)

Ykanling, Iamb, kid

Zany, an inferior clown, who attended

upon the chief fool and mimicked his

tricks

jss?/.
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The Rise and Fall of C6sar Birotteau. 596
TheWild Ass's Skin. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 26
Ursule Mirouet. Intro, by George Saintsbury- 733
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Daudet's Tartarin of Tarascon and Tartarin on the Alps. 423
Defoe's Fortunes and Misfortunes of Moll Flanders. Introduction by

G. A. Aitken. 837
„ Captain Singleton. Introduction by Edward Garuett. 74

„ Journal of the Plague Year. Introduction by G. A. Aitken. 289

„ Memoirs of a Cavalier. Introduction by G. A. Aitken. 283
(.S"ec also For Young People) [Chesterton.

Charles Dickens' Works. Each volume with an Introduction by G. K.
L American Notes. 290 L Little Dorrit. 293
L Barnaby Rudge. 76 l Martin Chuzzlewit. 241
L Bleak House. 236 L Nicholas Nickleby. 238
L Child's History of England. 291 l Old Curiosity Shop. 173
L Christmas Books. 239 L OUver Twist. 233
L Christmas Stories. 414 L Qiir Mutual Friend. 294
L David Copperfleld. 242 L Pickwick Papers. 23o
L Dombev and Son. 2-10 L Reprinted Pieces. 744
Edwin brood. 725 Sketches by Boz. 237

L Great Expectations. 234 l Tale of Two Cities. 102
Hard Times. 292 L Uncommercial Traveller. 536
Disraeli's Coningsby. Introduction by Langdon Davtes. 5U5
Dostoevsky's (Fyodor) Crime and Punishment. Introduction by

Laurence Irving. .JOl

Letters from the Underworld and Other Tales.
Translated by C. J. Hogarth. 654

Poor Folk and The Gambler. Translated by C. J.

Hogarth. 711
,, The Possessed. Introduction by J. MJddleton

Murrv. 2 vols. 80 1-2 [533

„ „ Prison Life in .Siberia. Intro, by Madame Stepniak.
„ The Brothers Karamnzov. Translated by Con-

stance Garnett. 2 vols. 802-3
The Idiot. 682

Dn Manner's (George) TrOby. Introduction by Sir Gerald du Maurier
With the oriprinal Illustrations. 863

Dumas' Black Tulip. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 174

„ Chicot the Jester. 421
Le Chevalier de Itlaison Rouge. Intro, by Julius Bramont. 614
Marguerite do Valois ('La Rfciue Margot'). 3J(j

L „ The Count of Monte Cristo. 2 vols. 393-4
The Forty-Five. 420

I, „ The Three Musketeers. 81

„ The Vicomte de Bragelonne. 3 vols. 593-5
L „ Twenty Years After. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 175

Edgar's Cressy and Poicticrs. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 17

,
Runnvmede and Lincoln Fair. Intro, by L. K. Hughes. 320

(See also For Youno People)
Edgeworth's Castle Rackrent and The Absentee. 410

L Eliot's (George) Adam Bcde. 27
Felix Holt. 353
Middlemarch. 2 vols. 854-5

L „ „ Mill on the Floss. Intro. Sir W. Robertson Nlcoll. 325
L „ „ Roraola. Introdr.ction by KudoU Dircka. 231
L ,

~ SceuuB of Clerical Life. 468

6



UCTION—continued

L Eliot's (Georgre) Silas Mamer. Introduction by Annie Matheaon. 121
L English Short Stories. An Anthology. 7i3

Erckmann-Chatrian's The Conscript and Waterloo. 354

„ „ The Story of a Peasant. Translated hy C. J.

Hogarth. 2 vols. 706-7
L Fenimore Cooper's The Deerslayer. 77
L „ „ The Last of the Mohicans. 79

The Pathfinder. 78

,, ,, The Pioneers. 171
The Prairie. 172

Ferrier's (Susan) Marriage. Introduction by H. L. Morrow. 816
Fielding's Amelia. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 2 vols. 852-3

„ Jonathan WUd, and The Journal of a Voyage to Lisbon.
Introduction by George Saintsbury. 877

„ Joseph Andrews. Introduction by George Saintsbury. 467
L ,, Tom Jones. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 2 vols. 355-6

Flaubert's Madame Bovary. Translated by Eleanor Marx-AveUng.
Introduction by Georg-e Saintsbury. 803

Salammbo. Translated by J. S. Chartrea. Introduction by
Professor F. C. Green. 869

French Short Stories of the 19th and 20th Centuries. Selected, with
an Introduction by Professor F. C. Green. 896

L Galsworthy's (John) The Country House. 917
Gait's Annais of a Parish. Introduction by Baillie Macdonald. 427
Gaskell's (Mrs.) Cousin Phillis, etc. Intro, by Thos. Seccombe. 615

L „ Cranford. 83
„ Mary Barton. Introduction by Thomas Seccombe. 598

North and South. 680
„ Svlrla's Lovers. Intro, by Mrs. Ellis Chadwick. 524

Gleig's (G. R.) The Subaltern. 708
Goethe's Wilhebn Meister. Carlyle's Translation. 2 vols. 599-600

(See also Essays and Poetry)
Gogol's (Nicol) Dead Souls. Translated by C. J. Hogarth. 726

Taras Bulba and Other Tales. 740
L Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. Introduction by J. M. D. 295

(See also Essays and Poetry)
Goncharov's Oblomov. Translated by NataUe Duddington. 873
Gorki's Through Russia. Translated by C. J. Hogarth. 741

t Gotthelf's Ulric the Farm Servant. Ed. with Notes by John Ruskin. 228
Harte's (Bret) Luck of Roaring Camp and other Tales. 631
Hawthorne's The House of the Seven Gablea. Intro, by Ernest Rhys. 176

L „ The Scarlet Letter. 122
The Blithedale Romance. 592

„ The Marble Faun. Intro, by Sir Leslie Stephen. 424
Twice Told Tales. 531
(See also For young People)

L Hugo's (Victor) Les Mis6rables. Intro, by S. R. John. 2 vols. 363-4
L „ „ Notre Dame. Introduction by A. C. Swinburne. 422
L „ „ Toilers of the Sea. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 509

Italian Short Stories. Edited by D. Pettoello. 876
James's (G. P. R.) Richelieu. Introduction by Rudolf Dircks. 357

L James's (Henry) The Turn of the Screw and The Aspem Papers. 912
KiDgsley's (Charles) Alton Locke. 462

L „ „ Hereward the Wake. Intro, by Ernest Rhys. 296
L „ „ Hypatia. 230
L „ „ Westward Ho; Introduction by A. G. Grieve. 20

Yeast. 611
(-See also Poetry and For Young People)

„ (Henry) Geoffrey Hamlyn. 416
„ „ Ravenshoe. 28

L Lawrence's (D. H.) The White Peacock. 914
Lever's Harry Lorrequer. Introduction by Lewis Melville. 177

L Loti's (Pierre) Iceland Fisherman. Translated by W. P. Baines. 920
L Lover's Handy Andy. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 178
L Lytton's Harold. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 15
L „ Last Days of Pompeii. 80

„ Last of the Barons. Introduction by R. G. Watkln. 18
„ Rienzi. Introduction by E. H. Blakeney, M.A. 532

(See also Travel)
MacDonald's (George) Sir Gibbie. 673

(See also Romance)
Manning's Mary Powell and Deborah's Diary. Intro, by Katherine Tynan

(Mrs. Hinkson). 324



TICTION—continued

Manniner's Sir Thomas More. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 19
Marryat's Jacob Faithful. 618

L ,, Mr. Midshipman Easy. Introduction by R. B. Johnson. 82
„ Percival Keene. Introduction by R. Brimley Johnson. 358
„ Peter Simple. Introduction by R. Brimley Johnson. '232

The Kintr's Own. 580
{See also FOR Young People)

Maupassant's Short Stories. Translated by Marjorie Laurie. Intro-
duction by GerftM Gould. 907

Melville's (Herman) Moby Dick. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 179
„ „ Omoo. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 297
,, ,, Typee. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 180

L Meredith's (George) The Ordeal of Richard Feverel. 916
M6rim6e'8 Carmen, with Provost's Manon Lescaat. Introduction by

Philip Henderson. 834
Mickiewicz's (Adam; Pan Tadeusz. 842
Morier's Hajji Baba. 679
Mulock's John Halifax, Gentleman. Introduction by J. Shaylor. 123
Neale's (J.M.) The Fall of Constantinople. G5.5

} Oliphant's (Mrs.) Salem Chapel. Intro, by Sir W Robertson Nlcoll. 244
PaJtock's (Robert) Peter Wilkins; or, The Flying Indians. Introduction

by A. H. BuUen. 676
Pater's Marius the Epicurean. Introduction by Osbert Burdett. 903
Peacock's Headlong Hall and Nightmare Abbey. 327

L Poe's Tales of Mystery and Imagination. Intro, by Padraic Colum. 336
(See also Poetry)

Pr6Tost's Manon Lescaut, with M6rim6e's Carmen. Introduction by
Philip Henderson. 834

Pushkin's (Alexander) The Captain's Daughter and Other Tales. Trans.
by Natalie Duddington. 898

Quiller-Couch'8 (Sir Arthur) Hetty Wesley. 864
Radcliffe's (Ann) Mysteries of Udolpho. Introduction by R. Austin

Freeman. 2 vols. 865-6
L Reade's (C.) The Cloister and the Hearth. Intro, by A. C. Swinbnme. 29

Reade's (C.) Peg Woffington and Christie Johnstone. 299
Richardson's (Samuel) Pamela. Intro, by G. Saintsbury. 2 vols. 683-4

Clarissa Harlowe. Intro, by Prof. W. L. Phelps.
4 vols. 882-5

Russian Authors, Short Stories from. Trans, by R. S. Townsend. 758
Sand's (George) The Devil's Pool and Francois the Waif. 534
Scheffel's Ekkehard: a Tale of the Tenth Century. 529
Scott's (Michael) Tom Cringle's Log. 710

Sir Walter Scott's Works:
L Abbot, The. 124 L Ivanhoe. Intro, by Ernest Rhys. 16
Anne of Geierstein. 125 L Kenilworth. 135

L Antiqunry, The. 126 L Monastery, The. 136
Black Dwarf and Legend of L Old Mortality. 137

Montrose. 12S Peveril of the Peak. 13S
Bride of Lammermoor. 129 Pirate, The. 139
Castle Dangerous and The Sur- L Quentln Durward. 140

geon's Daui^hter. 130 L Redgauntlet. 141
Count Robert of Paris. 131 L Rob Roy. 142

L Fair Maid of Perth. 132 St. Ronan's Well. 143
Fortunes of Nigel. 71 L Talisman, The. 144

L Guv Mannerin;-c. 133 L Waverley. 76
L Heart of Midlothian, The. 134 L Woodstock. Intro, by Edward

Highland Widow and Betrothed. 127 Gamett. 72

(See also Biography and Poetry)
Shehedrin's The Golovlyov Family. Translated by Natalie Duddington.

Introduction by Edward Garnett. 908
Shelley's (Mary Wollstouecraft) Frankenstein. 616

} Sheppard's Charles Auchoster. Intro, by Jessie M. Middleton. 505
Sienkiewicz (Henryk). Tales from. Edited by Monica M. Gardner. 871
Shorter Novels, Vol. I. Elizabethan and Jacobean. Eilited by Philip

Henderson. 824

„ „ Vol. II. Jacobean and Restoration. Edited by Philip
Henderson. 841

„ „ Vol. Ill Eighteenth Century (Beckford'a Vathek,
Walpule's Castle of Otranto, and Dr. Johnson's

Smollett's Peregrine Pickle. 2 vols. 838-9 IRasselas). 856
„ Roderick Random. Introduction by H. W. Hodges. 790

I< Sterne's Tristram Shandy. Introduction by George Saintsbury. 617
(See also Essays)

8



FICTION—continueJ
L StevenBon's Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. The Merry Men, and Other Tales.

767
L „ The Master Of Ballantrae and The Black Arrow. 764
L „ Treasure Island and Kidnapped. 763

„ St. Ives. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 90i
(See also Essays, Poetry, and Travel)

Surtees' Jorrocks' Jaunts and Jollities. 817
Thackeray's Christmas Books. Introduction by Walter Jerrold. 359

Esmond. Introduction by Walter Jerrold. 73
Newcomes. Introduction by Walter Jerrold. 2 vols. 465-6
Pendennis. Intro, by Walter Jerrold. 2 vols. 425-6
Roundabout Papers. 687
Vanity Fair. Introduction by Hon. Whitelaw Eeid. 298
Virginians. Introduction by Walter Jerrold. 2 vols. 507-8
(See also Essays)

I. Tolstoi's Anna Karenina. Trans, by Rochelle S. Townsend. 2 vols. 612-13
„ Childhood, Boyhood, and Youth. Trans, by C. J. Hogarth. 591
„ Master and Man, and other Parables and Tales. 469
„ War and Peace. 3 vols. 525-7

Trollope's (Anthony) Barchester Towers. 30
„ Dr. Thome. 360

„ „ Framley Parsoneige. Intro, by Ernest Rhys. 181
„ „ The Golden Lion of Granp^re. Introduction by

Hugh Walpole. 761
„ „ The Last Chronicle of Barset. 2 vols. 391-2
„ „ Phineas Finn. Intro, by Hugh Walpole. 2 vols. 832-3
,, „ The Small House at AUington. 361

„ The Warden. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 182
Turgehev's Fathers and Sons. Translated by C. J. Hogarth. 742

Liza. Translated by W. R. S. Ralston. 67 7

,, Virgin Soil. Translated by Rochelle S. Townsend. 528
L Walpole's (Hush) Mr. Perrin and Mr. Traill. 918
L Wells's (H. G.) The Time Machine and The Wheels of Chance. 915

Whyte-Melville's The Gladiators. Introduction by J. Mavrogordato. 523
Wood's (Mrs. Henry) The Channings. 84
Yonge's (Charlotte M.) The Dove in the Eagle's Nest. 329

„ The Heir of Redclyfte. Intro. Mrs. Meynell. 362
(See also Fob Young People)

Zola's (Emile) Germinal. Translated by Havelock Ellis. 897

HISTORY
Anglo-Saxon Chronicle, The. Translated by James Ingram. 624
Bede's Ecclesiastical History, etc. Introduction by Vida D. Scudder. 479
Burnet's History of His Own Times. 85

L Carlvle's French Revolution. Introduction by H. Belloc. 2 vols. 31-2
(See also Biography and Essays)

L Creasy's Decisive Battles of the World. Introduction by E. Rhys. 300
De JoinvUle (<Sce VUlehardouin)
Duruy's (Jean Victor) A History of France. 2 vols. 737-8
Finlay's Byzantine Empire. 33

,, Greece under the Romans. 185
Froude's Henry VIII. Intro, by Llewellyn Williams, M.P. 3 vols. 372-4

„ Edward VI. Intro, by Llewellyn Williams, M.P., B.C.L. 375
„ Mary Tudor. Intro, by Llewellyn Williams, M.P., B.C.L. 477
„ History of Queen Elizabeth's Reign. 5 vols. Completing

Froude's 'History of England', in 10 vols. 583-7
(See also Essays and Biography)

L Gibbon's Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire. Edited, with Introduc-
tion and Notes, by OUphant Smeaton, M.A. 6 vols, 434-6, 474-6

(.See also Biography)
Green's Short History of the English People. Edited and Revised by

L. Cecil Jane, with an Appendix by R. P. Farley, B.A. 2 vols. 727-8
Grote's History of Greece. Intro, by A. D. Lindsay. 12 vols. 186-97
HaUam's (Henry) Constitutional History of England. 3 vols. 621-3
HoUnshed's Chronicle as used in Shakespeare's Plays. Introduction by

Professor Allardyce NicoU. 800
Irving's (Washington) Conquest of Granada. 478

(See also Essays and liiOGRAPHY)
Josephus' Wars of the Jews. Introduction by Dr. Jacob Hart. 712
Liitzow's History of Bohemia. 432

L Macaulay's History of England. 3 vols. 34-6
OSee also Essays and Oratory)



HISTORY—continued
Machiavelli'B History of Florence. 376

(See also Essays)
Maine's (Sir Henry) Ancient Law. 734
Merivale's History of Rome. (An Introdnctory vol. to Gibbon ) 433
Miernefs (F. A. M.) The French Revolution. 713

'-''"""n.; m
Milman's History of the Jews. 2 vols. 377-8
Mommsen's History of Rome. Translated by W. P. Dickson, LL.D-

With a review of the work by E. A. Freeman. 4 vols. 542-5
L Motley's Dutch Republic. 3 vols. 86-8
Parkman's Conspiracy of Pontiac. 2 vols. 302-3
Paston Letters, The. Based on edition of Knight. Introduction bv

Mrs. Archer-Hind, M.A. 2 vols. 752-3
Pilgrim Fathers, The. Introduction by John Masefleld. 480
Political Liberty, The Growth of. A Source-Book of English History.

Arranged by Ernest Rhys. 74.5
Prescott's Conquest of Mexico. With Introduction by Thomas Seccombe.

M.A. 2 vols. 397-8
Conauest of Peru. Intro, by Thomas Seccombe, M.A. 301

Siemondi's Italian Republics. 250
Stanley's Lectures on the Eastern Church. Intro, by A. J. Grieve. 251

„ Memorials of Canterbtiry. 89
Tacitus. Vol. I Annals. Introduction by E. H. Blakeney. 273

„ Vol. II. Agricola and Germania. Intro, by E. H. Blakeney. 274
Thierry's Norman Conquest. Intro, by J. A. Price, B.A. 2 vols. 198-9
Villehardouin and De Joinville's Chronicles of the Crusades. Translated.

with Introduction, by Sir F. Marzials, C.B. 333
Voltaire's Ase of Louis XIV. Translated by Martyn P. Pollack. 780

ORATORY
L Anthology of British Historical Speeches and Orations. Compiled by

Ernest Rhys. 714
Bright's (John) Speeches. Selected with Intro, by Joseph Sturge. 252
Burke's American Speeches and Letters. 340

(See also Essays)
Demosthenes: Select Orations. 546
Fox (Charles James): Speeches (French Revolutionary W'ar Period).

Edited with Introduction by Irene Cooper Willis, M.A. 759
Lincoln's Speeches, etc. Intro, by the Rt. Hon. James Bryce. 206

(See also Biography)
Maca\ilay's Speeches on Politics and Literature. 399

(-See also Essays a-nd History)
Pitt's Orations on the War with France. 145

PHILOSOPHY AND THEOLOGY
L A Kempis' Imitation of Christ. 484
Ancient Hebrew Literature. Being the Old Testament and Apocrypha

Arranged by the Rev. R. B. Taylor. 4 vols. 253-6
Aristotle, The Nicomachean Ethics of. Translated by D. P. Chase

Introduction by Professor J. A. Smith. 547
(See also Classical)

Bacon's The Advancement of Learning. 719
(See also Essays)

Berkeley's (Bishop) Principles of Human Knowledge, New Theory of
Vision. With Introduction by A. D. Lindsay. 483

Boehme's (Jacob) The Signature of All Things, with Other Writinss
Introduction by CUfford Bax. 569

Browne's Religio Medici, etc. Introduction by I'rofeesor C. H. Hcrford. 92
Bunyan's Grace Abounding and Mr. Badman. Introduction by G. B.

Harrison. 815 (See also Rojiance)
Burton's (Robert) Anatomy of Melancholy. Introduction by Holbrook

Jackson. 3 vols. 886-8
Butler's Analogy of Religion. Introduction by Rev. Ronald Bavno. 90
Descartes' (Rene) A Discourse on Method. Tran.<lated by Professor John

Veitch. Introduction by A. D. Lindsay. 570
I, Gore's (Charles) The Philosophy of the Good Life. 924

Hobbes* Leviathan. Edited, with Intro, by A. D. Lindsav, M.A. 691
Hooker's Ecclesiastical Polity. Intro, by Rev. H. Bayne. 2 vols. 201-2
Hume's Tieatise of Human Nature, and other Philosophical Works.

Introduction by A. D. Lindsay. 2 vols. 548-9
James CWilliam): Selected Papers on Philosophy. 739
Kant's Critique of Pure Reason. Translated by J. M. D. Meiklejohn.

Introduction by Dr. A. D. Lindsay. 909
lO



PHILOSOPHY AND THEOLOGY—continueJ
Eeble's The Christian Year. Introduction by J. C. Shairp. 690
King Edward VI. First and Second Prayer Books. Introduction by the

Right Rev. Bishop of Gloucester. 448
L Koran. The. RodweU's Translation. 380

Latimer's Sermons. Introduction by Canon Beechlng. 40
Law's Serious Call to a DeTout and Holy Life. 91
Leibniz's Philosophical Writings Selected and trans, by Mary Morris.

Introduction by C. R. Morris, M.A. 905
Locke's Two Treatises of Civil Government. Introduction by Professor

William S. Carpenter. 751
Malthus on the Principles of Population. 2 vols. 692-3
Nam-ice's Kingdom of Christ. 2 vols. 146-7 (Vol. 146t)
iiill's (John Stuart) Utilitarianism, Liberty, Representative Government.

With Introduction by A. D. Lindsay. 482
„ Subjection of Women. (See Wollstonecraft, Mary, under Sctenoe.)

More's Utopia. Introduction by Judge O'Hagan. 461
L New Testament. Arranged in the order in which the books came to the

Christians of the First Century. 93
Newman's Apologia pro Vita Sua. Intro, by Dr. Charles Sarolea. 636

(See also Essays)
Nietzsche's Thiis Spake Zarathustra. Translated by A. Tille and

M. M. Bozman. 892
Palne's Rights of Man. Introduction by G. J. Holyoake. 718
Pascal's Pens6es. Translated by W. F. Trotter. Introduction by

T. S. EUot. 874
L Ramayana and the Mahabharata, The. Translated by Romesh Dutt,

CLE. 403
Kenan's Life of Jesus. Introduction by Right Rev. Chas. Gore, D.D. 805
Robertson's (F. W.) Sermons on Religion ajid Life, Christian Doctrine,

and Bible Subjects. Each Volxune with Introduction by Canon
Burnett. 3 vols. 37-9

Robinson's (Wade) The Philosophy of Atonement and Other Sermons.
Introduction by Rev. F. B. Meyer. 637

Rousseau's (J. J.) The Social Contract, etc. 660
(See also Essays)

L St. Augustine's Confessions. Dr. Pusey's Translation. 200
L St. Francis: The Little Flowers, and The Life of St. Francis. 485

Seeley's Ecce Homo. Introduction by Sir Oliver Lodge. 305
Spinoza's Ethics, etc. Translated by Andrew J. Boyle. With Intro-

duction by Professor Santayana. 481
Swedenborg's (Emmanuel) Heaven and Hell. 379

„ „ The Divine Love and Wisdom. 635
„ „ The Divine Providence. 658

L „ „ The True Christian Religion. 893

POETRY AND DRAMA
Anglo-Saxon Poetry. Edited by Professor R. K. Gordon. 794

L Arnold's (Matthew) Poems. 1840-66, including Thyrsis. 334
L Ballads, A Book of British. Selected by R. B. Johnson. 572
Beaumont and Fletcher, The Select Plays of. Introduction by Professor

Baker, of Harvard University. 506
Bjornson's Plays. Vol. I. The Newly Married Couple, Leonardo, A

Gauntlet. Translated by R. Farquharson Sharp.
625

„ „ Vol. n. The Editor, The Bankrupt, and The King.
Translated by R. Farquharson Sharp. 696

Blake's Poems and Prophecies. Introduction by Max Plowman. 792
L Bro-miing's Poems, 1833-44. Introduction by Arthur Waugh. 41
L Browning's Poems, 1844-64. 42
L „ The Ring and the Book. Intro, by Chas. W. Hodell. 602
L Burns' Poems and Songs. Introduction by J. Douglas. 94

Byron's Poetical and Dramatic Works. 3 vols. 486-8
Calderon: Six Plays, translated by Edward Fitzgerald. 819

L Chaucer's Canterbury Tales. Edited by Principal Burrell, M.A. 307
Coleridge, Golden Book of. Edited by Stopford A. Brooke. 43

(See also Essays)
Cowper (William). Poems of. Edited by H. I' Anson Fausset. 872

(See also Biography)
L Dante's Divine Comedy (Gary's Translation). Specially edited by

Edmimd Gardner. 308
Donne's Poems. Edited by H. I'Anson Fausset. 867
Dryden's Poems. Edited by Bonamy Dobr6e. 910
l-ighteenth-Centui'y Piayfi.

"

Edited by John Hampden. 818
II



POETRY AND DK\MA—continued

Emerson's Poems. Introduction by Professor Bakewell, Yale, U.S.A. 715
Everyman and other interludes, including eight Miracle Plays. Edited

by Ernest Rhys. 381
L Fitzgerald's (Edward) Omar Khayyam and Six Plays of Calderon. 819
L Goethe's Faust. Paits I and II. Trans, and Intro, by A. G. Latham. 335

(See also Essays and Fiction) [well. 9'21

L Golden Book of Modern English Poetry, The. Edited by Thomas Cald-
L Golden Treasury of Longer Poems, The. Edited by Ernest Rhys. 746
L Goldsmith's Poems and Plays. Introduction by Austin Dobson. 415

(See also Essays aiid Fiction)
Gray's Poems and Letters. Introduction by John Drinkwater. 628
Hebbel's Plays. Translated with an Introduction by Dr. C. K. Allen. 694
Heine: Prose and Poetry. 911
Herbert's Temple. Introduction by Edward Thomas. 309
Heroic Verse, A Volume of. AiTanged by Arthxir BurroU, M.A. 574
Herrick's Hesperldes and Noble Numbers. Intro, by Ernest Rhys. 310

L Ibsen's Brand. Translated by F. E. Garrett. 716
L „ Ghosts, The Warriors at Helgoland, and An Enemy of the People.

Translated by R. Farquharson Sharp. 552
h „ Lady Inger of Ostraat, Love's Comedy, and The Leagrue of

Youth. Translated by R. Farquharson Sharp. 729
L „ Peer Gynt. Translated bv R. Farquharson Sharp. 747
L „ A Doll's House, The Wild Duck, and The Lady fi-om the Sea.

Translated by R. Farquharson Sharp. 494
L „ The Pretenders, Pillars of Society, and Rosmersholm. Translated

by R. Farquharson Sharp. 659
Jon son's (Ben) Plays. Introduction by Professor Schelling. 2 vols. 489-90
Kalidasa: Shakuntala. Translated by Professor A. W. Ryder. 629

Kingsley's (Charles) Poems. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 793
(See also Fiction and For Younq People)

L Langland's (William) Piers Plowman. 571
Lessing's Laocoon, Minna von BarnheLm, and Nathan the Wise. 843

L Longfellow's Poems. Introduction by Katherine Tynan. 382
L Marlowe's Plays and Poems. Introduction by Edward Thomas. 383
L Milton's Poems. Introduction by W. H. D. Rouse. 384

(See also Essays)
Minor Elizabethan Drama. Vol. I. Tragedy. Selected, with Introduction,

by Professor Thorndike. Vol. II. Comedy. 491-2
L Minor Poets of the 18th Century. Edited by H. I'Anson Fausset. 844

Minor Poets of the 17th Century. Edited by R. G. Howarth. 873
Moli^re's Comedies. Introduction by Prof. F. C. Green. 2 vols. 830-1

L New Golden Treasury, The. An Anthology of Songs and Lyrics. 695
Old Yellow Book, The. Introduction by Charles E. HodeU. 503

L Omar Khayyam (The Rubaiyat of ). Trans, by Edward Fitzgerald. 819
L Palgrave's Golden Treasury. Introduction by Edward Button. 96

Percy's Reliques of Ancient English Poetry. 2 vok. 148-9
Poe's (Edgar Allan) Poems and Essays. Intro, by Andrew Lang. 791

(See also Fiction)
Pope (Alexander): Collected Poems. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 760
Procter's (Adelaide A.) Legends and Lyrics. 150
Restoration Plays, A Volume of. Introduction by Edmund Gosse. 604

L Rossetti's Poems and Translations. Introduction by E. G. Gardner. 627
Scott's Poems and Plays. Intro, by Andrew Lang. 2 vols. 350-1

(See also Biography and Fiction)
I, Shakespeare's Comedies. 163
L „ Historical Plays, Poems, and Sonnets. 154
L „ Tragedies. 155
L Shelley's Poetical Works. Introduction by A. H. Koszul. 2 vols. 257-8
L Sheridan's Plays. 95

Spenser's Faerie Queene. Intro, by Prof. J. W. Hales. 2 vols. 443-4
„ Shepherd's Calendar and Other Poems. Edited by Philip

Henderson. 879
Stevenson's Poems—A Child's Garden of Verses, Underwoods, Songs of

Travel, Ballads. 768
(Se-e also Essays, Fiction, and Travel)

L Tennyson's Poems. Vol. I, 1830-56. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 44

L „ „ Vol. II, 1857-70. 626
1 Harrison. 899

Webster and Ford. Plays. Selected, with Introduction, by Dr. G. B.
I, Whitman's (Walt) Leaves of Grass (I), Democratic Vistas, etc. 573
Wilde (Oscar), Plays, Prose Writings and Poems. 85S

L. Wordsworth's Shorter Poems. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 203
L „ Longer Poems. Note by Editor. 311
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REFERENCE
Atlas of Ancient and Classical Geography. Many coloured and line

Maps; Historical Gazetteer, Index, etc. 451
Biographical Dictionary of English Literature. 449
Biographical Dictionary of Foreign Literature. 900
Dates, Dictionary of. 554
Dictionary oi Quotations and Proverbs. 2 vols. 809-10.
Everyman's English Dictionary. 776
Literary and Historical Atlas. I. Europe. Many coloured and line Maps;

full Index and Gazetteer. 496
„ „ „ II. America. Do. 553

„ „ III. Asia. Do. 633
„ „ „ IV. Africa and Australia. Do. 662

Non-Classical Mythology, Dictionary of. 632
Reader's Guide to Everyman's Library. By R. Farquharson Sharp.

Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 889
Roget's Thesaurus of English Words and Phrases. 2 vols. 630-1.
Smith's Smaller Classical Dictionary. Revised and Edited by E. H.

Blakeney, M.A. 495
Wright's An Encyclopaedia of Gardening. 555

ROMANCE
Aucassin and Nicolette, with other Medieval Romances. 497
Boccaccio's Decameron. (Unabridged.) Translated by J. M. Rigg.

Introduction by Edward Hutton. 2 vols. 845-6
L Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. Introduction by Rev. H. E. Lewis. 204
Burnt Njal, The Story of. Translated by Sir George Dasent. 558

h Cervantes' Don Quixote. Motteux' Translation. Lockhart's Intro-
duction. 2 vols. 385-6

Chretien de Troyes: Eric and Enid. Translated, with Introduction and
Notes, by William Wistar Comfort. 698

French Medieval Romances. Translated by Eugene Mason. 557
Geoffrey of Monmouth's Histories of the Kings of Britain. 577
Grettir Saga, The. Newly Translated by G. Ainslie Hight. 699
Gudrun. Done into English by Margaret Armour. 880
Guest's (Lady) Mabinogion. Introduction by Rev. R. Williams. 97
Heimskringla: The Olaf Sagas. Translated by Samuel Laing. Intro-

duction and Notes by John Beveridge. 717
„ Sagas of the Norse Kings. Translated by Samuel Laing.

Introduction and Notes by John Beveridge. 847
Holy Graal, The High History of the. 445
Kalevala. Introduction by W. F. Kirby, F.L.S., F.E.S. 2 vols. 259-60
Lo Sage's The Adventures of Gil Bias. Introduction by Anatole Le

Bras. 2 vols. 437-8
MacDonald's (George) Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. 732

{See also Fiction)
L Malory's Le Morto d'Arthur. Intro, by Professor Rhys. 2 vols. 45-6
L Morris (William): Early Romances. Introduction by Alfred Noyes. 261

„ ,, The Life and Death of Jason. 575
Morte d'Arthur Romances, Two. Introduction by Lucy A. Paton. 634
Nibelungs, The Fall of the. Translated by Margaret Armour. 312
Rabelais' The Heroid Deeds of Gargantua and Pantagruel. Introduction

by D. B. Wyndham Lewis. 2 vols. 826-7
Wace's Arthurian Romance. Translated by Eugene Mason. Laya-

mon's Brut. Introduction by Lucy A. Paton. 578

SCIENCE
Boyle's The Sceptical Chymist. 559
Darwin's The Origin of Species. Introduction by Sir Arthur Keith. 811

(-See also Travel) [E. F. Bozman. 922
L Eddington's (Sir Arthur) The Nature of the Physical World. Intro, by

Euclid: the Elements of. Todhunter's Edition. Introduction by Sir
Thomas Heath, K.C.B. 891

Faraday's (Michael) Experimental Researches in Electricity. 576
Galton's Inquiries into Human P'aculty. Revised by Author. 263
George's (Henry) Progress and Poverty. 560
Hahnemann's (Samuel) The Organon of the Rational Art of Healing.

Introduction by C. E. Wheeler. 603
Harvey's Circulation of the Blood. Introduction by Ernest Parkyn. 262
Howard's State of the Prisons. Introduction by Kenneth Ruck. 835
Huxley's Essays. Introduction by Sir Oliver Lodge. 47

„ Select Lectxu-es and Lay Sermons. Intro. Sir Oliver Lodge. 498
Lyell's Antiquity of Man. With an Introduction by R. H. Rastall. 700
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SCIENCE—continueJ
Marx's (Karl) Capital. Translated by Eden and Cedar Paiil. Intro-

duction bv G. D. H. Cole. 2 vols. 848-9
Miller's Old Red .Sandstone. 103
Owen's (Robert) A New View of Society, etc. Intro, by Q. D. H. Cole. 799
Ricardo's Principles of Political Economy and Taxation. .590

Smith's (Adam) The Wealth of Nations. 2 vols. 412-13
Tvnd;ill's Glaciers of the Alps and Mountaineering in 1861. 98

White's Selborne. Introduction by Principal Windle. 48

Wollstonecraft (Mary), The Rights of Woman, with John Stuart Mill's

The Subjection of Women. 825

TRAVEL AND TOPOGRAPHY
Anson's VoTages. Introduction by John Masefleld. 510
Bates' Naturalist on the Amazon. With Illustrations. 446

Belt's The Naturalist in Nicaragua. Intro, by Anthony Belt, F.L.S. 561

Borrow's (George) The Gypsies in Spain. Intro, by Edward Thomas. 697
T „ The Bible in Spain. Intro, by Edward Thomas. 151

Wild Wales. Intro, by Theodore Watts-Dunton. 49

(See also Fiction)
Boswell's Tour in the Hebrides with Dr. Johnson. 387

(See also Biogkaphy)
Burton's (Sir Richard) First Footsteps in East Africa. 500

t Caldcron de la Barca's (Mme.) Life in Mexico. 6C4
Cobbett's Rural Rides. Introduction by Edward Thomas. 2 vols. 638-9

1 Cook's Voyages of Discovery. 99
CrfeveccBur's (H. St. John) Letters from an American Farmer. 640

Darwin's Vovage of the Beagle. 104
(See also Science)

Defoe's Tour Through England and Wales. Introduction by G. D. H.
(See also Fiction) [(Dole. 820-1

Dennis' Cities and Cemeteries of Etruria. 2 vols. 183-4
Dufferin's (Lord) Letters from High Latitudes. 4fl9

Ford's Gatherings from Spain. Introduction by Thomas Okey. 152
Franklin's Journey to the Polar Sea. Intro, by Capt. R. F. Scott. 447

Giraldus Cambrensis: Itinerary and Description of Wales. 272
Hakluvt's VovagPS. 8 vols. 264, 265, 313, 314, 338, 339, 388, 389

) Kinglake's Eothen. Introduction by Harold Spender, M.A. 337

Lane's Modern Egyptians. With many lUustracions. 315

t Lytton's Pilgrims of the Rhine. 390
(See also Fiction)

MandevUle's (Sir John) Travels. Introduction by Jules Bramont. 812
Park (Mungo): Travels. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 205

Peaks. Passes, and Glaciers. Selected by E. H. Blakeney, M.A. 778

z Polo's (Marco) Travels. Introduction by John Masefleld. 306
Roberts' The Western Averuus. Intro, by Cunninghame Graham. 762

L Speke's Discovery of the Source of the NUe. 50
^ <^., ^

L Stevenson's An Inland Voyage, Travels with a Donkey, and Silverado

Squatters. 760
(See also Essays, Fiction, and Poetrt)

Stow's Survey of London. Introduction by H. B. Wheatley. 589
Wakefield's Letter from Sydney and Other Writings on Colonization. 828

Waterton's Wanderings in South America. Intro, by E. Selous. 772

Young's Travels in France and Italy. Intro, by Thomas Okey. 720

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE
Abbott's Rollo at Work and Rollo at Play. Intro, by Lucy Cramp. 275

L A'sop's and Other Fables: An Anthology from all souices. 657

L Alcott's Little Men. Introduction by Grace Rhys. 512
Little Women and Good Wives. Intro, by Grace Rhys. 248

Andersen's Fairy Talcs. Illustrated by the Brothers Robinson. 4

More Faiiv Tales. IDustrated by Mary Shillabeer. 822

Annals of Fairyland. The Reign of King Oberon. 365

„ The Reign of King Colo. 360"
„ The Reign of King Herla. 541

Asgard and the Norse Heroes. Tiaaslated by Mrs. Boult. 689

Baker's Cast Up by the Sea. 539

Ballantyne's Coral Lsland. 245
Martin Rattler. 246
Ungava. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 276

Browne's (Frances) Granny's Wonderful Chair. Introduction by DoUie
Radford. 112
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FOR YOUNG VEOFLE—continued

Bulfinch's (Thomas) The Age of Fable. 472
Lesrends of Charlemagne. Intro, by Ernest Rhys. 556

L Canton's A Child' Book of Saints. Illustrated by T. H. Robinson. 61

(See also Essays)
L Carroll's Alice in Wonderland, Through the Looking-Glass, etc. Hlos-

trated by the Author. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 836
Clarke's Girlhood of Shakespeare's Heroines. 3 vols. 109-11 (Vols. II

and III t)

„ Tales from Chaucer. 537
Collodi's Pinocchio; or, The Story of a Puppet. 538

L Converse's (Florence) The House of Prayer. 923 (See also Fiction)
Cox's (Sir G. W.) Tales of Ancient Greece. 721

L Defoe's Robinson Crusoe. Illustrated by J. A. SsTnington. 59
(See also Fiction)

Dodge's (Mary Mapes) Hans Brinker; or. The Silver Skates. 620
Edgar's Heroes of England. 471

(See also Fiction)
L Ewing's (Mrs.) Jackanapes, Daddy Darwin's Dovecot, illustrated by

R. Caldecott, and The Story of a Short Life. 731
Mrs. Overtheway's Remembrances. 730

L Fairy Gold. Illustrated by Herbert Cole. 157
L Fairy Tales from the Arabian Nights. Illustrated. 249
Freeman's Old English History for Children. 510

L Froissart's Chronicles. 57
Gatty's Parables from Nature. Introduction by Grace Rhys. 158
Grimm's Fairy Tales. Illustrated by R. Arming BeU. 56

L Hawthorne's Wonder Book and Tanglewood "Tales. 5
(See also Fiction)

Howard's Rattlin the Reefer. Introduction by Guy Pocock. 857
L Hughes' Tom Brown's School Days. Illustrated by T. Robinson. 58

Ingelow's (Jean) Mopsa the Fairy. Illustrated by Dora Curtis. 619
Jefferies's (Richard) Bevis, the Story of a Boy. Introduction by Guy

Pocock. 850
L Kingsley'e Heroes. Introduction by Grace Rhys. 113

„ Madam How and Lady Why. Introduction by C. I. Gardiner,
L „ Water Babies and Glaucus. 277 [M.A. 777

(See also Poetry and Fiction)
Kingston's Peter the Whaler. 6

,, Three Midshipmen. 7
L Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. Illustrated by A. Rackham. 8

(See also Biography and Essays)
L Lear (and Others): A Book of Nonsense. 806
L Marryat's Children of the New Forest. 247

Little Savage. Introduction by R. Brimley Johnson. 159
Masterman Ready. Introduction by R. Brimley Johnson. 160

„ Settlers in Canada. Introduction by R. Brimley Johnson. 370
„ (Edited by) Rattlin the Reefer. 857

(See also Fiction)
Martineau's Feats on the Fjords, etc. Hlustrated by A. Rackham. 429
Mother Goose's Nursery Rhymes. Illustrated. 473
Poetry Book for Boys and Girls. Edited by Guy Pocock. 894
Reid's (Mayne) The Boy Hunters of the Mississippi. 582

„ „ The Boy Slaves. Introduction bv Guy Pocock. 797
Ruskin's The Two Boyhoods and Other Passages. 688

(See also Essays)
L SeweU's (Anna) Black Beauty. Illustrated by Lucy Kemp-Welch. 748
t. Spyri's (Johanna) Heidi. Illustrations by Lizzie Lawson. 431
I- Stowe's Uncle Tom's Cabin. 371
li Swift's Gulliver's Travels. Illustrated by A. Rackham. 60

(See also Biography and Essays)
L Swiss Family Robinson. Illustrations by Chas. FoLkard. 430
Verne's (Jvdee) Abandoned. 50 Illustrations. 368

.t „ Dropped from the Clouds. 50 Illustrations. 367
^ >• „ Five Weeks in a Balloon and Around the World in Eighty

Days. Translated by Arthur Chambers and P. Desages.^ .. .» Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. 319 [779
_^ » .. The Secret of the Island. 50 Illustrations. 369

L Yonge's (Charlotte M.) The Book of Golden Deeds. 330
" „ The Lances of Lynwood. Illustrated by Dora

Curtis. 579
L >• „ The Little Duke. Illustrated by Dora Curtis. 470

(See also Fiction)
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